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PART THE FIRST. 
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CHAPTEB THE FIRST. 

MADAME PBATOLUNQO PRESENTS HERSEI^F. 

You are here invited to read the story of an 
Event which occarred name years since in an 
out-of-the-way comer of England. 

The persons principally concerned in the Event 
are — a blind girl, two (twin) brothers, a skilled 
sargeon, and a carious foreign woman. I am 
the carious foreign woman. And I take it on 
myself — for reasons which will presently appear 
— to tell the story. 

So far we understand each other. Good. I 
may make myself known to you as briefly as I 
can. 

I am Madame Pratolungo — ^widow of that cel- 
ebrated South Anierican patriot, Doctor Prato- 
lungo. I am French by birth. Before I mar- 
ried the Doctor I went through many vicissi- 
tudes in my own country. They ended in leav- 
ing me (at an age which is of no consequence to 
any body) with spme experience of the world, 
with a cultivated musical talent on the piano- 
forte, and with a comfortable little fortune un- 
expectedly bequeathed to me by a relative of my 
dear dead mother (which fortune I shared with 
good Papa and with my younger sisters). To 
these qualifications I added another, the most 
precious of all, when I married the Doctor — 
namely, a strong infusion of ultra-liberal princi- 
ples. Vive la R^jmblique ! * 

Some people do one thing, and some do an- 
other, in the way of celebrating the . event of 
their marriage. Having become man and wife. 
Doctor Pratolungo and I took ship to Central ^ 
America, and devoted 6ur honey-moon, in those 
disturbed districts, to the sacred duty of destroy- 
ing tyrants^ • 

Ah ! the vital air of my noble husband was 
the air of revolutions. From his youth upward 
he had followed the gloriocfe profession of Patri- 
ot. Wherever the people of the Southern New 
World rose and declared their independence — 
nnd, in my time, that fervent population did noth- 
ing else — there was the Doctor self-devoted on 
the altar of his adopted country. He had been 
fifteen times exiled, and condemned to death in 
his absence, when I met with him in Paris — the 

A 



picture of heroic poveiiy, with a brown complex- 
ion and one lame leg. Who could avoid falling 
in love with such a man? I was proud when 
he proposed to devote me on the altar of his 
adopted country, as well as himself — me and 
my money. For, alas ! every thing is expensive 
in this world, including the destruction of ty- 
rants and the saving of Freedom. All my money 
went in helping the sacred cause of the people. 
Dictators and filibusters flourished in spite of us. 
Before we had been a year married the Doctor 
had to fly (for the sixteenth time) to escape be- 
ing tried for his life. My husband condemned 
to death in his absence ; and I with my pockets 
empty. This is how the Kepublic rewarded us. 
And yet I love the Republic. Ah, ypjj mon- 
archy people, sitting fat and contented under ty- 
rants, respect that ! 

This time we took refuge in England. The 
afiairs of Central America went on Avithout us. 

I thoaght of giving lessons in music. But my 
glorious husband could not spare me away from 
him. I suppose we should have starved, and 
made a sad little paragraph in the English news- 
papers, if the end had not come in another way. 
My poor Pratolungo was, in truth, worn out. He 
sank under his sixteenth exile. I was left a 
widow — with nothing but the inheritance of my 
busband*s noble sentiments to console me. 

I went back for a while to good Papa and my 
sisters in Paris. But it was not in my nature to 
remain and be a burden on them at home. I 
returned again to London, with recommenda- 
tions, and encounterdtr^in^onceivable disasters 
(n the effort to earn a living honorably. Of all 
the wealth about me — ^the prodigal, insolent, os-* 
tentatious wealth — none fell to my share. What 
right has any body to be rich? I defy you, 
whoever yon may be, to prove that any body has 
a right to be rich. 

Without dwelling on my disasters, let it be 
enough to say that I got up one morning with 
three pounds, seven shillings, and fourpenoe in 
my purse, with my excellent temper, and my 
republican principles, and with absolutely noth- 
ing in prospect — that is to say, with not a half- 
penny more to come to me, unless I could earn 
it for myself. 
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In this sad case what does an honest woman, 
who is bent on winning her own independence 
by her own work, dp ? She takes three and six- 
pence out of her little humble store, and she ad- 
vertises herself in a newspaper. 

One always advertises the best side of one's 
self. (Ah, poor humanity !) My best side was 
my musical side. In the days of my vicissitudes 
(before my marriage) I had at one time had a 
share in a millinery establishment in I /ons. At 
another time I had been bed-chamber «voman to 
a great lady in Paris. But in my present situa- 
tion these sides of myself were, for various rea- 
sons, not so presentable as the piano-forte side. 
I was not a great player — far from it ; but I had 
been soundly instructed, and I had what you call 
a competent skill on the instrument. Brief, I 
made the best of myself, I promise you, in my 
advertisement. 

The next day I borrowed the newspaper to en- 
joy the pride of seeing my composition in print. 

Ah, Heaven ! what did I discover? I discov- 
ered what other wretched advertising people 
have found out before me. Above my own ad- 
vertisement the very thing I wanted was adver- 
tised for by somebody else. Look in any news- 
paper and you will see strangers who (if I may 
so express myself) exactly fit each other adver- 
tising for each other without knowing it. I had 
advertised myself as '* accomplished musical com- 
panion for a lady. With cheerful temper to 
match." And tipere, above me, was my unknown 
necessitous fellow-creature ciying out in print- 
ers' types: "Wanted, a companion for a lady. 
Must be an accomplished musician, and have a 
cheerful temper. Testimonials to capacity and 
first-rate references required." Exactly what I 
had offered. " Apply by letter only in the first 
instance." Exactly what I had said. Fie upon 
me I I had spent three and sixpence for nothing, 
I threw down the newspaper in a transport of 
anger (like a fool), and then took it up again 
(like a sensible woman), and applied by letter 
for the ofiered place. 

My letter brought me into contact with a law- 
yer. The lawyer enveloped himself in mystery. 
It seemed to be a professional habit with him to 
tell nobody any thing if h& could possibly help it. 

Drop by drop this wearisome man let the cir^ 
cumstances out. The lady was a young lady. 
She was the daughter of a clergyman. She lived 
in a retired part of the country. More even than 
that, she lived in a retired part of the house. 
Her father had married a second time. Having 
only the young lady as child by his first marriage, 
he had (I suppose by way of a change) a large 
family by his second marriage. Circumstances 
rendered it necessary for the young lady to live 
as much apart as she could from the tumult of 
a houseful of children. So he went on, until 
there was no keeping it in any longer, and then 
he let it out — the young lady was blind ! 



Young— lonely— blind. I had a sudden inspi- 
ration. I felt I should love her. 

The question of my musical capacity was in 
this sad case a serious one. The poor young 
lady had one great pleasure to illumine her dark 
life — music. Her companion was wanted to 
play from the book, and play worthily, the works 
of the great ipasters (whom this young creature 
adored) ; and she, listening, would take her place 
next at the piano and reproduce the music, mor- 
sel by. morsel, by ear. A professor was appoint- 
ed to pronounce sentence on me, and declare if 
I could be trusted not to misinterpret Mozart, 
Beethoven, and the other masters who have writ- 
ten for the piano. Through this ordeal I passed 
with success. As for my references, they spoke 
for themselves. Not even the lawyer (though he 
tried hard) could pick holes in them. It was ar- 
ranged on both sides that I should, in the first 
instance, go on a month's visit to the young lady. 
If we both wished it at the end of the time, I 
waa to stay, on terms arranged to my perfect 
satisfiu^tion. There was our treaty ! 

The next day I started for my visit by the 
railway. 

My instructions directed me to travel to the 
town of Lewes, in Sussex. Arrived there, I 
was to ask fur the pony-chaise of my young 
lady's father — described on his card as Rever- 
end Tertius Finch. The chaise was to take me 

« 

to the rectory house in the village of IKmchurcb. 
And the village of Dimchurch was situated 
among the South Down Hills, three or four 
miles from the coast. 

When I steppec^into the railway carriage this 
was all I knew. After my adventurous life — 
after the volcanic agitations of my republican 
career in the Doctor's time — was I about to 
bury myself in a remote English village, and 
live a life as monotonous as the life of a sheep on 
a hill ? Ah ! with all my experience, I had yet 
to learn that the narrowest human limits are 
wide enough to contain the grandest human emo- 
tions^ I had seen the Drama of Life amidst 
the turmoil of tropical revolutions. I was to 
see it again, with all its palpitating interest, in 
the breezy solitudes of the South Down Hills. 



CHAPTER THE SECOND. 

HADAMB PRATOLUNG^ MAKES A VOYAGE ON 

LAND. 

A WELL-FED boy, with yellow Saxon hair, a 
little shabby green chaise, and a rough brown 
pony — these objects confronted me at the Lewes 
station. I said to the boy, " Are you Reverend 
Finch's servant?" And the boy answered, "I 

be he." m 

We drove through the town — a hilly town of 
desolate, clean houses. No living creatures vis- 
ible behind the jealously shut windows. No liv- 
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ing creatures entering or departing through the 
sad-colored closed doors. No theatre ; .no place 
of amusement, except an empty town-hall, with 
a sad policeman meditating on its spruce white 
steps. No customers in the shops, and nobody 
to serre them behind the^unter, even if they 
had fumed up. Here and there on the pave- 
ments an inhabitant with a capacity fo^ staring, 
and (apparently) a capacity for nothing else. I 
said to Reverend Finch's boy, *' Is this a rich 
place ?^ Reverend Finch's boy brightaied, and 
answered, " That it be !" Good. At any rate, 
they don't enjoy themselves here — the infamous 
rich! 

Leaving this town of nnamused citizens im- 
mured in domestic tombs, we got on a fine high- 
road — still ascending — ^with a spacious open 
country on either side of it. 

A spacious open country is a country soon ex- 
hausted by a sight-seer's eye. I have learned 
from my poor Pratolungo the habit of searching 
for the political conWctions of my'fellow-creat- 
ttres when I find myself in contact with them 
in strange places. Having nothing else to do, I 
searched Finch's boy. His political programme 
I found to be : As much meat and beer as I can 
contain, and as little work to do for it as. possi- 
ble. In return for this, to touch my hat when I 
meet the Squire, and to be content with the sta- 
tion to which it has pleased God to call me. 
Miserable Finch's boy !. 

We reached the highest point of therroad. On 
our right hand the ground sloped away gently 
into a fertile valley, with* a village and a church 
in it ; and beyond, an abominnble privileged in- 
closure of grass and trees torn from the commu- 
nity by a tyrant, and called a Park, with the 
palace in which this enemy of mankind caroused 
and fattened standing in the midst. On our left 
hand spread the open country — a magnificent 
prospect of grand grassy hills rolling away to 
the horizon, bounded only by the sky. To my 
surprise Finch's boy descended, took the pony 
by the head, and deliberately led him ofi^ the 
high-road, and on to the wilderness of grassy 
hills, on which not so much as a foot-path was 
discernible any where, far or near. The chaise 
began to heave and roll like a ship on the sea. 
It became necessary to hold with both hands to 
keep my place. I thought first of my luggage 
— then of myself. 

" How much is there of this ?" I asked. 

"Three mile on't," answered Finch's boy. 

I insistcid on stopping the ship — I mean the 
chaise — and on getting out. We tied my lug- 
gage fast with a rope ; and then we went on 
again, the boy at the pony's head, and I after 
them on foot. 

Ah, what a wallA was ! What air over my 
head, what grass under my feet! The sweet- 
ness of the inner land and the crisp saltness of 
the distant sea were mixed in that delicious 



breeze. The short turf, fragrant with odorous 
herbs, rose and fell elastic underfoot. The 
mountain piles of white cloud moved in sublime 
procession along the blue field of heaven over- 
head. The wild growth of prickly busies, 
spread in great patches over the grass, was in 
a glory of yellow bloom. On we went ; now up, 
now down.^ ^ow bending to the right, and now 
tufting fi^^the left I looked about me. No 
house, n(^road, no paths, fences, hedges, walls ; 
no landm&ks of any sort. All round us, turn 
which way we might, nothing was to be seen but 
the majestic solitude of the hills. No living 
creatures appeared but the white dots of sheep 
scattered over the soft green distance, and the 
sky-lark singing his hymn of happiness, a speck 
above my head. Truly a wonderful place ! Dis- 
tant not more than a morning's drive from noisy 
and populous Brighton — a stranger to this neigh- 
borhood could only have found his way by the 
compass, exactly as if he had been sailing on the 
sea! The farther we penetrated on our land 
voyage, the more wild and the more beautiful 
the solitary landscape grew. The boy picked 
his way as he chose — ^there were no barriers 
here. Plodding behind, I saw nothing, at one 
time, but the back of the chaise tilted up in the 
air, both boy and pony being invisibly buried in 
the steep descent of the hill. At other times 
the pitch was all the contrary way ; the whole 
interior of.t^e ascending chaise was disclosed to 
my view, and above the chaise the^ny, and 
above the pony the boy — and, ah, my luggage 
swaying and rocking in the frail embraces of the 
rope that held it. Twenty times did I confident- 
ly expect to see baggage, chaise, pony, boy, all 
rolling down into the bottom of a valley togeth- 
er. But no ! Not the least little accident hap- 
pened to spoil my enjoyment of the day. Polit- 
ically contemptible, Finch's boy had his merit — 
he was master of his subject as guide and pony- 
leader among the South Down Hills. 

Anived at the top of (as it seemed to me) our 
fiftieth grassy summit, I began to look about for 
signs of the village. 

Behind me rolled back the long undulations of 
the hills, with the cloud-shadows moring over the 
solitudes that we had left. Before me, at a break 
in the purple distance, I saw the soft white line 
of the sea. Beneath me, at my feet, opened the 
deepest valley I had noticed yet — ^with one first 
sign of the presence of Man scored hideously on 
the face of Nature, in the shape of a square 
brown patch of cleared and plowed land on the 
grassy slope. I asked if we were getting near 
the village now. Finch's boy winked, and an- 
swered, '^ Yes, we be." 

Astonishing Finch's boy ! Ask him what ques- 
tions I might, the resources of his vocabulaiy re- 
mained invariably the same. Still this youthfiil 
Oracle answered always in three monosyllabic 
words! 
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We plunged into the Talley. 

Arrived at the bottom, I discovered another 
sign of Man. Behold the first road I had seen 
yet — a rough wagon-road plowed deep in the 
chalky soil ! We crossed this, and turned a cor- 
ner of a hill. More signs of human life. Two 
small boys started up out of a dry ditch — appar- 
ently set as scouts to give notice of our approach. 
They yelled and set off running before us by 
some short-cut known only to themselves. We 
turned again, round another winding of the val- 
ley, and crossed a brook. I considered it my 
duty to make myself acquainted with the local 
names. What was the brook called? It was 
called ''The Cockshoot!" And the great hill, 
here, on my right? It was called **The Over- 
blow!" Five minutes more, and we saw our 
first house — lonely and little — built of mortar 
and flint from the hills. A name to this also ? 
Certainly! Name of "Browndown." Another 
ten minutes of walking, involving us more and 
more deeply in the mysterious green windings of 
the valley, and the great event of the day hap- 
pened at last. Finch's boy pointed before him 
with his whip, and said (even at this supreme 
moment still in three monosyllabic words), 

"Here we be!" 

So this is Dimchurch! I shake out the chalk- 
dust from the skirts of my dress. I long (quite 
vainly) for the least bit of looking-glass to see 
myself in. Here is the population (to the num- 
ber of at least five or six) gathered together, in- 
formed by the scouts, and it is my woman's 
business to produce the best impression of my- 
self that I can. We advance along the little 
road. I smile upon the population ; the popu- 
lation stares at me in return. On one side I re- 
mark three or four 'cottages and a bit of open 
ground ; also an inn named " The Cross-Hands, " 
and a bit more of open ground ; also a tiny, tiny 
butcher-shop, with sanguinary insides of sheep 
on one blue pie-dish in the window, and no 
other meat than that, and nothing to see beyond 
but again the open ground, and again the hills, 
indicating the end of the village on this side. 
On the other side there appears for some dis- 
tance nothing but a long flint wall guarding the 
outhouses of a farm. Beyond this comes anoth- 
er little group of cottages, with the seal of civ- 
ilization set upon them in the form of a post- 
office. The post-ofiice deals in general com- 
modities — in boots and bacon, biscuits and 
flannel, crinoline petticoats and religious tracts. 
Farther on, behold another flint wall, a garden, 
and a private dwelling-house, proclaiming itself 
as the rectory. Farther yet, on rising ground, 
a little desolate church, with a tiny white circular 
steeple topped by ait' 'ttsctingnisher in red tiles. 
Bevond this, the hilla and the heavens once more. 
And there is Dimchurch ! 

As for the inhabitants — ^what am I to say ? I 
suppose I must tell the truth. 



I remarked one bom gentleman among the 
inhabitants, and he was a sheep-dog. He alone 
did the honors of the place. He had a stump 
of a tail, which he wagged at me with extrema 
difficulty, and a good, honest white and black 
face which he poked companionably into my 
hand. "Welcome, Madame Pratolungo, to 
Dimchurch ; and excuse these male and female 
laborers who stand and stare at you. The good 
God who makes us all has made them too, but 
has not succeeded so well as with yon and me." 
I hq>pen to be one of the few people who can 
read dogs* language as written in dogs' faces. I 
correctly report the language of the gentleman- 
sheep-dog on this occasion. 

We opened the gate of the rectory and passed 
in. So my Land Voyage over the South Down 
Hills came prosperously to its end. 



CHAPTER THE THIRD. 

POOR MISS FINCH. 

The rectory resembled, in one respect, this 
narrative that I am now writing. It was in 
Two Parts. Part the First, in front, composed 
of the everlasting flint and mortar of the neigh- 
borhood, failed to interest me. Part the Sec- 
ond, running back at a right angle, asserted it- 
self as ancient. It had been in its time, as I 
afterward heard, a convent of nuns. • Here were 
snug little Grothic windows, and dark ivy-cov- 
ered walls of venerable stone, repaired in places 
at some past period with quaint red bricks. I 
had hoped that I ghoald enter the house by this 
side of it. But no. The boy — after appearing 
to be at a loss what to do with me — ^led the way 
to a door on the modem side of the building, 
and rang the bell. 

A slovenly young maid-servant admitted me 
to the house. 

Possibly this person was new to the duty of 
receiving visitors. Possibly she was bewildered 
by a sudden invasion of children in dirty frocks 
darting out on us in the hall, and then darting 
back again into invisible back regions, screech- 
ing at the sight of a stranger. At any rate, she, 
too, appeared to be at a loss what to do with 
me. After staring hard at my foreign face, she 
suddenly opened a door in the wall of the pas- 
sage, and admitted me into a small room. Two 
more children in dirty frocks darted, screaming, 
out of the asylum thus offered to me. I men- 
tioned my name as soon as I could make myself 
heard. The maid appeared to be terrified at the 
length of it. I gave her my card. The maid 
took it between a dirty finger and thumb, looked 
at it as if it was some extraordinary natural cu- 
riosity, tumed it round, exhibiting correct black 
impressions in various parts of it of her finger 
and thumb, gave up understanding it in despair, 
and left the ixiom. She was stopped outside (as 



POOR MISS FINCH, 



I gfttbered from the soands) bf a returning in- 
vBsioD of children in the haU. There waa whis- 
pering, there was gigsling. there was, every now 
and then, a loud thump on the door. Prompted 
by the children, us I sappog^^pushed in bj 
Uiem, certaiolj — Che maid suddenly ra-appeared 
with ft jerk. "Oh, if you please, come this 
way," she said. The invasion of children re- 
treated again up the stairs, one of them in pos- 
sesiuon of my card, and waving it in trininph on 
the first landing. We penetrated to (lie other 
end of the passage. Again a door was opened. 
Unannonnced, I entered another and a larger 
iXMm. What did I see? 

Fortune had favored me at last My lucky 
star had led me to the mistress of the house. 

1 made my best courtesy, and found myself 
confronting a large, light-haired, hrnguid, lym- 
phatic lady, who had evidenlly been amusing 
herself by walking ap and down the room at 
the moment when I appeared. If there can be 
such a thing as a damp woman, this was one. 
There was a hamid shiuo on her colorless white 
bee, and an overflow of water in her pale hloe 
eyes. Her hair was not dressed, and her lace 
c^> was all on one side. The upper part of her 
was clothed in a looae jacket of blue merino ; the 
lower part was robed in a dimity dressing-gown 
of doobtfut white. In one hand she held a dirty 
dog-eared book, which I at once delected to be 
a drcnlating lihraiy novel. Her other hand 
supported a baby enveloped in flannel, sucking 
at her breast. Such wag my first ei^rieuce of 
Keverend Rnch's wife — destined to be also the 
experience of all after-time. Never completely 
dressed, never completely dry ; always with a 
baby in one band and a novel in the other — such 
was Finch's wife! 

"Oh, Madame Pratolnngo? Yes. I hopo 
somebody has told Miss Finch you are here, 
Khe has her own establishment, and manages ev- 
ery thing herself. Have you bad a pleasant 
joumey?" (These wordswere spoken vacantly, 
as if her -mind i^as occupied with something 
else. My Srst impression of her suggested that 
she was a weak, good-natnred woman, and that 
she must have ori(^aaUy occupied a 
the humbler ranks of life.) 

"Thank you, Mrs. Finch," I said. "I have 
enjoyed most heartily my journey among your 
beautiful hills." 

"Oh, you like the hills? Excuse my dress. 
I was half an hour late this morning. When 
yon lose half an hour in this house yoi 
ran pick it up again, try how you may." 
discovered that Mrs. Finch was always losing 
half an bom' oat of her day. and that she never, 
by any chance, succeeded in finding it again, as 
she had just told me.) 

' ' I understand, 1""^""' The cares of 
merons family — " 

"Ah! that's just where it Is." (This was a 



fcvorite phrase with Mrs. Finch.) "There's 
Finch, he gets up in the morning mid goes and 
works in the garden. Then there's Che washing 
of the children, and the dreadful waste that goes 
in the kitchen. And Finch, be come* in 
without any notice, and wants his breaklhst. 
And, of course, I can't leave the baby. And 
half an hour does slip away so ea^j that how 
ivertake it again I do assure you I really 
don't know, " Here the baby began to exhitnt 
ijmpioms of having taken more maternal noiuv 
sbmenc than his inbnc stomach conld comfbrt- 
ibly contain. I held the novel while Mrs. Rnch 
learched for her handkerchief— first, in her bed- 
gown pocket ; secondly, here, there, and every 
where in the room. 

At this interesting moment there was a knock 
the door. An elderly woman appeared, who 
offered a moet re&eahing contrast to the mem- 
bers of the household with whom I had made 
acquaintance thus far. She was neatly dressed; 
and she sainted me with the pobte composure of 
a dvilized being. 

"I beg your pardon, ma'am. Myyonnglady 
has only this moment heard of your arrival. Will 
you bo BO kind as to follow me ?" 

I turned to Mrs. Finch. Ste had found her 
handkei-cbief, and had put her overflowing baby 
to rights again. I respectfully handed back (he 
noreL "Thank you," sud Mrs. Finch. "I 
find novels compose my mind. Do yon read 
novels too? Hemind me, and 111 lend yon this 
I one to-morrow." 1 expressed my acknowledg- 
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mente, and withdrew. At the door I looked 
roand, salating the lady of the house. Mrs. 
Finch was promenading the room, ^vith the haby 
in one hand and the novel in the other, and the 
dimity bed-gown trailing behind her. 

We ascended the stairs, and entered a bare 
whitewashed passage, with drab-colored doors 
in it, leading, as I presumed, into the sleeping 
chambers of the hoase. 

Every door opened as we passed; children 
peeped out at me, screamed at me, and banged 
the door to again. ^' What family has the pres- 
ent Mrs. Finch ?" I asked. The decent elderly 
woman was obliged to stop and consider. *' In- 
cluding the baby, ma'am, and two sets of twins, 
and one seven months' child of deficient intel- 
lect — fourteen in all," Hearing this, I began — 
though I consider priests, kings, and capitalists 
to be the enemies of the human race — to feel a 
certain exceptional interest in Beverend Finch. 
Did he never wish that he had been a priest of 
the Roman Catholic Church, mercifully forbid- 
den to many at all ? While the question passed 
through my mind my guide took out a key and 
opened a heavy oaken door at the further end of 
the passage. 

''We are obliged to keep the door locked, 
ma*am,'' she explained, '' or the children would 
be in and out of our part of the house all day 
long." 

After my experience of the children I own I 
looked at the oaken door with mingled senti- 
ments of gratitude and respect. 

We turned a comer, and found ourselves in 
the vaulted corridor of the ancient portion of 
the house. 

The casement windows on one side — sunk 
deep in recesses — looked into the garden. Each 
recess was filled with groups of flowers in pots. 
On the other side the old wall was gayly deco- 
rated with hangings of bright chintz. The doors 
were colored of a creamy white, with gilt mould- 
ings. The brightly ornamented matting under 
our feet I at once recognized as of South Ameri- 
can origin. The ceiling above was decorated in 
delicate pale blue, with borderings of flowers. 
Nowhere down the whole extent of the place was 
so much as a single morsel of dark color to be 
seen any where. 

At the lower end of the corridor a solitary 
figure in a pure white robe was bending over the 
flowers in the window. This was the blind girl 
whose dark hours I had come to cheer. In the 
scattered villages of the South Downs the simple 
people added their word of pity to her name, and 
called her, compassionately, ' ' Poor Miss Finch. " 
As for me, I can only think of her by her pretty 
Christian name. She is ''Lucilla" when my 
memory dwells on her. Let me call her " Lu- 
ciUa" here. 

When my eyes first rested on her she was 
picking off the dead leaves from her flowers. 



Her delicate ear detected the sound of my 
strange footstep long before I reached the place 
at which she was standing. She lifted her head 
and advanced quickly to meet me, with a faint 
flush on her fiice, which came and died away 
again in a moment I happen to have visited 
the picture-gallery at Dresden in former years. 
As she approached me, nearer and nearer, I was 
irresistibly reminded of the g^n of that superb 
collection — ^the matchless Virgin of Raphael, 
caUed " The Madonna di San Sisto." The fair 
broad forehead ; the peculiar fullness of the flesh 
between the eyebrow and the eyelid ; the delicate 
outline of the lower face ; the tender, sensitive 
lips ; the color of the complexion and the hair — 
all . reflected with a startling fidelity the lovely 
creature of the Dresden picture. The one fisital 
point at which the resemblance ceased was in 
the eyes. The divinely beautiful eyes of Rn- 
phaeFs Virgin were lost in the living likeness of 
her that confronted me now. There was no de- 
formity, there was nothing to recoil from, in my 
blind Lucilla. The poor, dim, sightless eyes 
had a faded, changeless, inexpressive look — ^and 
that was alL Above them, below them, round 
them to the very edges of her eyelids, there was 
beauty, movement, life. In them— death. A 
more charming creature — with that one sad 
drawback — I never saw. There was no other 
personal defect in her. She had the fine height, 
the well-balanced figure, and the length of the 
lower limbs which make all a woman's move- 
ments graceful of themselves. Her voice was 
delicious — clear, cheerful, sympathetic. This, 
and her smile, which added a charm of its own 
to the beauty of her mouth, won ^y heart be- 
fore she had got close enough to me to put her 
hand in mine. ''Ah, my dear!" I said, in my 
headlong way, " I am so glad to see you ! " The 
instant the words passed my lips I could have 
cut my tongue out for reminding her in that 
brutal manner that she was blind. 

To my relief she showed no sign of feeling it 
as I did. "May I see you in my way?" she 
asked, gently, and held up her pretty white 
hand. ' * May I. touch your face ?'* 

I sat down at ondb on the window-seat. The 
soft, rosy tips of her fingers seemed to cover my 
whole face in an instant. Three separate times 
she passed her hand rapidly over me, her own 
face absorbed all the while in breathless atten- 
tion to what she was about. "Speak again!" 
she said, suddenly, holding her hand over me in 
suspense. I said a few words. She stopped nie 
by a kiss. " No more ! " she exclaimed, joyous- 
ly, "Your voice says to my ears what your 
face says to my fingers. I know I shall like 
you. Come ifl and see the rootes we are going 
to live in together." 

As I rose she put her arm round my waist — 
then instantly drew it away again, and shook her 
fingers impatiently, as if something had hurt them. 
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"A pin ?" I asked. 

'* No ! no I What colored dress have yot got 
on?" 

"Purple." 

'* Ah ! I knew it ! Pray don't wear dark col- 
ors. I have my own blind horror of any thing 
that is dark. Dear Madame Pititolungo, wear 
pretty bright colors, to please me!" She put 
her arm caressingly round me again — around my 
neck, however, this time, where her hand could 
rest on my linen collar. '* Yon will change your 
dress before dinner — ^won't you ?" she whispered. 
"Let me unpack for you, and choose which 
dress I like." 

The brilliant decorations of the corridor were 
explained to me now. 

We entered the rooms ; her bedroom, my bed- 
room, and our sitting-room between the two. I 
was prepared to find them, what they proved to 
be — as bright as looking-glasses and gilding and 
gayly colored ornaments and cheerful knick- 
knacks of all sorts could make them. They were 
more like rooms in my lively native country than 
rooms in sober, colorless England. The one 
thing which, I own, did still astonish me was 
that all this sparkling beauty of adornment in 
LucilWs habitation should have been provided 
for the express gratification of a young lady who 
could not see. Experience was yet to show me 
that the blind can live in their imaginations, and 
have their favorite foncies and illusions like the 
rest of us. 

To satisfy Lucilla by changing my dark pur- 
ple dress it was necessary that I should first 
have my boxes. So far as I knew. Finch's boy 
had taken my luggage, along with the pony, to 
the stables. Before Lucilla could ring the bell 
to make inquiries my elderly guide (who had 
silently left us while we were talking together in 
the corridor) re-appeared, followed by the boy 
and a groom,* carrying my things. These serv- 
ants also brought with them certain parcels for 
th^ young mistress, purchased in the town, to- 
gether with a bottle, wrapped in fair white pa- 
per, which looked like a bottle of medicine — and 
which had a pait of its own to play in our pro- 
ceedings later in the day. 

" This is my old nurse," said Lucilla, present- 
ing her attendant to me. " Zniah can do a lit- 
tle of every thing — cooking included. She has 
had lessons at a London club. Yon must like 
Zillah, Madame Pratolnngo, for my sake. Are 
your boxes open ?" 

She went down on her knees before the boxes, 
as she asked the question. No girl with the full 
use of her eyes could have enjoyed more thor- 
oughly than she did the trivial amusement of un- 
packing my clothes. This tinie, however, her 
wonderful delicacy of touch proved to be at foult. 
Of two dresses of mine which happened to be 
exactly the same in texture, though widely dif- 
ferent in color, she picked out the dark dress as 



being the light one. I saw that I disappointed her 
sadly when I told her of her mistake. The next 
guess she made, however, restored the tips Of 
her fingers to their place in her estimation : she 
discovered the stripes in a smart pair of stock- 
ings of mine, and brightened up directly. 
'* Don't be long dressing," she said, on leaving 
me. " W<e shall have dinner in half an hour — 
French dishes, in honor of your arrival. I like 
a nice dinner ; I am what you call in your coun- 
try gourmande. See the sad consequences!" 
She put one finger to her pretty chin. " I am 
getting fat ; I am threatened with a double chin 
— at two-and-twenty. Shocking ! shocking !" 

So she left me. And such was the first im- 
pression produced on my mind by " Poor Miss 
Finch." 

CHAPTER THE FOURTH. 

TWILIGHT VIEW OF THB MAN. 

OvB nice dinner had long since come to an 
end. We had chattered, chattered, chattered — 
as usual with women — all about ourselves. The 
day had declined, the setting sun was pouring 
its last red lustre into our pretty sitting-room, 
when Lucilla started as if she had suddenly re- 
membered something, and rang the belL 

Zillah came in. '* The bottle from the chem- 
ist's," said Lucilla. *'I ought to have remem- 
bered it hours ago." 

*' Are you going to take it to Susan yourself, 
my dear ?" 

I was glad to hear the old nurse address her 
young lady in that familiar way. It was sO 
thoroughly un-English. Down with the devilish 
system of separation between the classes in this 
country — that is what I say. 

'*Yes; I am going to take it to Susan my- 
self." 

"Shall I go with your 

"No, no. Not the least occasion." She 
turned to me. " I suppose you are too tired to 
go out again after your walk on the hills ?" she 
said. 

I had dined ; I had rested ; I was quite ready 
to go out again, and I said so. 

Lucilla's face brightened. For some reason 
of her own she had apparently attached a cer- 
tain importance' to persuading me to go out with 
her. 

" It's only a visit to a poor rheumatic woman 
in the village," she said. "I have got an em- 
brocation for her ; and I can't very well send it. 
She is old and obstinate. If I take it to her, she 
will believe in the remedy. If any body else 
takes it, she will throw it away. I had utterly 
forgotten her in the interest of our nice long 
talk. Shall we>get ready ?" 

I had hardly closed the door of my bedroom 
when there was a knock at it. Lucilla? No: 
the old nurse entering on tiptoe, with a face of 
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mystery, and ii finger confidentially placed on 
her lips. 

** I beg yonr pardon, ma'am," she began, in a 
whisper. " I think you ought to know that my 
young lady has a puqjose in taking you out with 
her this evening. She is burning with cariosity 
— like all the rest of as, for that matter. She 
took me out and used my eyes to set with yes- 
terday evening, and they hare not satisfied her. 
iShe is going to try your eyes now.'- 

*'*' What is Miss Lucilla so curioos about ?" I 
inquired. 

*' It's natural enongh, poor dear," pursued the 
old woman, following her own train of thought, 
without the slightest reference to my question. 
*'We none of us can find out any thing about 
him. He usually takes his walk at twilight. 
Yoa are pretty sure to meet him to-night ; and 
you will judge for yourself, ma am — with an in- 
nocent young creatare like Miss Lucilla — what 
it may be best to do." 

This extraordinary answer set my cariosity in 
a flame. 

"My good creature," I said, "you forget 
that I am a stranger. I know nothing about it. 
Has this mysterious man got a name ? Who is 
* He r " 

As I said that there was another knock at the 
door. Zillah whispered, eagerly, "Don't tell 
upon me, ma'am ! You will see for yourself. I 
only speak for my young lady's good." She 
hobbled away and opened the door — and there 
was Lucilla, with her smart garden hat on, wait- 
ing for me. 

We went out by our own door into the gar- 
den, and, passing through a gate in the wall, 
entered the village. 

After the caution. which the nurse had given 
me it was impossible to ask any questions, ex- 
cept at the risk of making mischief in our little 
household on the first day of my joining it. I 
kept my eyiss wide open, and waited for events. 
I also committed a blunder at starting — I ofl^red 
Lucilla my hand to lead her. She burst out 
laughing. 

"My dear Madame Pratolungo, I know my 
way better than yoa do. I roam all over the 
neighborhood with nothing to help me but this." 

She held up a smart ivory walking-cane, with 
a bright silk tassel attached. With her cane in 
one hand, and her chemical bottle in the other — 
and her roguish little hat on the top of her head 
— she made the quaintest and prettiest picture I 
had seen for many a long day. " You shall 
guide me, my dear," I said, and took her arm. 
We went on down the village. 

Nothing in the least like a mysterious figure 
passed us in the twilight. The few scattered 
laboiing people whom I had already seen I saw 
again, and that was alL Lucilla was silent — 
suspiciously silent, as I thought, after what Zil- 
lah had told me. She had, as I fimcied, the 



look of a person who was listening intentl}'. Ar- 
rived at the cottage of the rheumatic woman,, 
she stopped and went in, while I waited outside. 
The afi'air of the embrocation was not long. 
She was out again in a minute, and this time 
she took my arm of her own accord. 

" Shall we go a little further ?" she said. ' * It 
is so nice and cool at this houi^ of the evening." 

Her object in view, whatever it might be, was 
evidently an object that lay beyond the village. 
In the solemn, peaceful twilight we followed the 
lonely windings of the valley along which I had 
passed in the morning. When we came oppo- 
site the little solitary house, which I had already 
learned to know as "Browndown," I felt her 
hand unconsciously tighten on my arm. ^ * Aha ! " 
I said to myself. "Has Browndown any thing 
to do with this?" 

" Does' the view look very lonely to-night ?" she 
asked, waving her cane over the scene before us. 

The tra6 meaning of that question I took to 
be, " Do yoa see any body walking out to-night ?" 
It was not my business to interpret her meaning 
before she had thought fit to confide her secret 
to me. "To my mind, dear," was all I said, 
" it is a very beautiful view. " 

She fell silent again, and absorbed herself in 
her own thoughts. We turned into a new wind- 
ing o^ the valley, and there, walking toward us 
from^he opposite direction, was a human figure 
at last — the figure of a solitary man ! 

As we got nearer to each other I perceived that 
he was a gentleman ; dressed in a light shoot- 
ing-jacket, and wearing a felt hat of the conical 
Italian shape. A little nearer, and I saw that he 
was young. Nearer still, and I discoverad that 
he was handsome, though in rather an effeminate 
way. At the same moment Lucilla heard bis 
footstep. Her color instantly rose, and once 
again I felt her hand tighten involuntarily round 
my arm. (Good! Here was the mysterious 
object of Zillah's warning to me found at last !) 

I have, and I don't mind acknowledging it, 
an eye for a handsome man. I looked at him as 
he passed us. Now, I solemnly assure you, I 
am not an ugly woman. Nevertheless, as our 
eyes met, I saw the strange gentleman's ^face 
suddenly contract, with an expression which told 
me plainly tfiat I had produced a disagreeable 
impression on him. With some difficulty — for 
my companion was holding my arm, and seemed 
to be disposed to stop altogether — I quickened 
my pace so as to get by him rapidly ; showing 
him, I dare say, that I thought the change in hi;i 
face when I looked at him an impertinence on 
his part. However that may be, after a mo- 
mentary interval I heard his step behind. . The 
man had turned, and had followed us. ^g 

He came close to me, on the opposite side 
Lucilla, and took off his hat. ^^^ 

" I beg your pardon, ma'am," he said. ^\^ \^q^ 
looked at me just now. " ^t ^^^^ 
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At the first sonnd of his voice I felt Lucilla 

'' man. Her hand began to tremblG ou mj ann 
jj with BOme sudden agitation incoacdvable lo me. 
J'ln iJie double surprise of discovering tbie and of 
I finding myself cliarged so abruptly witti the of- 
I fense of looking at a gentleDian, I Buffered the 
' most exceptional of all losses (where a woman 
' i h concerned) — the loea of my tongue. 
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HSB at Exeter in my life, Sir," I an- 
swered. "May I aeli, on my side, why yon put 
the question to me?" 

Instead of replying, he looked at Lucillo. 

" Pardon me once mora. Perhaps ibis young 
lady—" 
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mind, in the tone of a perfectly well-bred man, 
vi'ith nothing wild in his took and nothing odd in 

"Excuse meif IveDtare on asking you a very 
xtrange question," be weot on. "Did yon hap- 
)>eutobe at Exeter on the third of last month?" 

(T must have been more or less ilun wonun 
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checked himself. In the breathless interest 
which she felt in what was going on ehe had 
turned her full face upon him. There was still 
light enough left for her eyes lo tell their own 
sad Bto>7, in thur own mute way. As he read 
the truth in them the roan's face changed from 
^e keen loofcof scrutiny which it had worn Ihiu 
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n of compassion — I liad al- 
most said of flistresB. Ho again tooii o9' bis bat, 
and bowed to me witli the deq>eet respect. 

"I beg joucpiinion,"be said, very earnestly; 
"I beg the young ladj'g pardon. Praj fbrgire 
me. My strange behavior has it* ezcnae — if I 
conld bring mj^elf to explain it. Yon distressed 
me nben joa looked at me. I can't explain 
why. Good-evening." 

He tamed away hastily, like a man confused 
and ashamed of himself, and left ns. I can 
only repeat that tbere wae nothing strange or 
A perfect gentleman, 
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exaggerated and the just description of him. 

I looked at Lncilla. She was standing with ber 
blind face raised to the skj, lost in herself like 
a person rapt in ecstasy. 

" Who U that man 7" I asked. 

My qaeetion brooj^l her down suddenly from 
heaven to earth. " Oh [" she « " 
fully, " I had his Toice still in my ears, and 
I have lost it ! ' Who is he ! ' " she added, after 
a moment, repeating my question; "nobody 
knows. Tell me — what is be like ? Is be bean- 
tiful F He nnuf be beautiful, with (hat voice !" 

"Is this the first time yon have heard Ub 
voice?" I inquired. 

" Yes. He passed us yesterday, when I whs 
out with ZilUh ; but he never spoke. What is 
be like ? Do, pray, tell me — what is he like ?" 

There was a passionate impatience in ha 
tone which warned me not to trifie with her. 
The darkness wai coming. I thought it wise to 
propose returning to the boose. She consented 
to do any thing I liked, as long as I consented, 
on my side, to descrilM the unknown man. 

All the way back I wag questioned and cross- 
questioned, till I felt like a witness under skill- 
ful examination in a coart of law. Lucills ap- ' 
peared U> be satislied so for with the resnlls. 

"Ah!" she exclaimed, letting out the secret 
which her old nnrse had conSded to ne. " You 
can use your eyes. Zillah could tsU me nothing. " 

When we got home again her curiosity took 
another turn. " Exeter?" she said, considering 
with herselE "He meniioned Exeter. I am 
like you— I never was there. What will books 
teU us about Exeter?" She dispatched Zillah 
to the other side of the house for a gazcitcer. 

I followed the old woman into tha corridor, 
and set her mind at essoin a whisper. "I have 
kept what yon lold me a secret," 1 said. "The 
man was out in the twilight, as yon foretold. I 
have spoken to him ; and I am quite as curious 
as the rest of yon. Get the boot. " 

LaciUa bad, to confess the truth, infected me 
with her idea that the gaietleer might help us 
in interpreting the stranger's remarkable ques^on 
relating to the third of last month, and his ex- 
traordinary asser^n that I had distressed him 
when I looked at him. With the nurse breath- 



less ou one side of tne, and Lndlla breathless on 
the other, I opened the boot at the letter " E," 
and fonnd the place, and read aloud these lines, 
as follows : 

'^ BxKTVB. A city snd Bea-port la DevouHhire. For- 
merlytheseBtotthflWeitSuanKliigB. IthasaUise 
f ord^ ud home comuiaics. PopulaUaa BS,138. Tbe 
AnlEeAfor DavoDshSre an held at Exeter in UjeBpring 

" Is that all f " asked Lndlla. 
I shut tbe book, and answered, like Finch 'a 
boy, in three monosyllabic words : 
"That baa" 



CHAPTEE THE FIFTH. 

Thebe had been barely light enough left for 
me to read by. Zillah lit the candles, and drew 
the curtains. The silence which betokens apro- 
fotind disappointment reigned in the room. 

"Who con he be?" repeated Lueilla, for tha 
hundredth time. "And whyshould your looi;- 
ing at him have distressed himP Guess, Ma- 
dame Fratolungo !" 

The last sentence in the gazetteer's description 
of Exeter himg a bttle on my mind. In conse- 
qnence of there being one word in it which I did 
not quite understand — the wor<^"Asfiizes." I 
have, I hope, shown that I possess a competent 
knowledge of the English language by this time. 
But my experience feila a little on the side of 
phrases consecrated to the use of (he law. I in- 
quired into the meaning of " Assizes," and was 
informed that it ugniRed movable conrts, for 
trying prisoners at given times in Tarions' parts 
of England. Bearitig this, I had anotherof my 
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inspiri^dhs. I guessed immediately that the 
inte^ting sUanger was a criminal escaped from 
the 'Assizes. 

l^orthj old ZiUah started to h6r feet, con- 
yinoed tjaatlk 1 had hit him off (as the English say- 
ing is) j^ a Ti " Mercy preserve us !" cried the 
nurse, ^''^ haven't bolted the garden door!" 

She hurried out of the room to rescue us from 
robbery and murder before it was too late. I 
looked at Lucilla. She was leaning back in her 
chair, with a smile of quiet contempt on her pret- 
ty &ce. ' ' Madame Pratolungo, "she remarked, 
' * that is the first (oolish thing you have said since 
you have been here." 

" Wait a little, my dear," I rejoined. " You 
have declared that nothing is known of this man. 
Now you mean by that — nothing which satisfies 
you. He has not dropped down from heaven, I 
suppose ? The time when he came here must be 
known. Also, whether he came alone or not. 
Also, how and where he- has found a lodging in 
the village* Befbre I admit that my guess is 
completely wrong, I want to hear what general 
observation in Dimohurch has discovered on the 
subject of this gentleman. How long has he been 
here ?" 

Lucilla did not, at first, appear to be much in- 
terested in the purely practical view of the ques- 
tion which I had just placed before her. 

"He has been here a week," she answered, 
carelessly. 

'' Did he come, as I came, over the hills?" 

" Yes." 

" With a guide, of course ?" 

Lucilla suddenly sat up in her chair. 

*'With his brother," she said. "His twin 
brother, Madame Pratolungo." 

/ sat up in my chair. The appearance of his 
twin brother in the story was a complication in 
itself. Two criminals escaped from' the Assizes, 
instead of one ! 

" How did they find their way here ?" I asked 
next. 

"Nobody knows." 

" Where did they go to when they got here?" 

" To the Cross-Hands — the little public-house 
in the village. The landlord told Zillah he was 
perfectly astonished at the resemblance between 
them. It was impossible to know which was 
which — it was wonderful, even for twins. They 
arrived early in the day, when the tap-room was 
empty; and they had a long talk together in 
private. At the end of it, they rang for the 
landlord, and asked if he had a bedroom to let 
in the house. You must have seen for yourself 
that the Cross-Hands is a mere beer-shop. The 
landlord had a room that he could spare — a 
wretched place, not fit for a gentleman to sleep 
in. One of the brothers took the room, for all 
that." 

** What became of the other brother ?" 

" He went away the same day— very unwill- 



ingly. The parting between them was most 
affecting. > The brother who spoke to us to- 
night insisted on it, or the other would have re- 
fused to leave him. They both shed tears — " 

" They did-worse than that," said old Zfllah, 
re-entering the room at the moment. " I have 
made all the doors and windows fast down stairs ; 
he can't get in now, my dear, if he tries.' 

" What did they do that was worse than cry- 
ing?" I inquired. 

" Kissed each other !" said Zillah, with a look 
of profound disgust. "Two men!" 

"Perhaps they are foreigners," I suggested. 
"Did they give themselves a name?" 

" The landlord asked the one who staid be- 
hind for his name," replied Lucilla. " He said 
it was *Dubourg.'" 

This confirmed me in my belief that I had 
guessed right. "Dubourg" Is as common a 
name in my country as " Jones" or " Thompson" 
is in England-^jnst the sort of feigned name that 
a man In difficulties would give among us. Was 
he a criminal countryman of mine ? No ! There 
had been nothing foreign in his accent when he 
spoke. Pure English — there could be no doubt 
of that. And yet he had given a French name. 
Had he deliberately insulted my nation ? Yes ! 
Not content vrith being stained by innumerable 
crimes, he had added to the list of 14s atrocities 
— ^he had insulted my nation ! 

"Well?" I resumed. "We have left this 
undetected ruffian deserted in the public-house. 
Is he there still?" 

"Bless your heart!" cried the old nurse, "be 
is settled in the neighborhood. He has taken 
Browndown." 

I turned to Lucilla. "Browndown belongs 
to Somebody," I said, hazarding another guess. 
" Did Somebody let it without a reference ?" 

* ' Browndown belongs to a gentleman at Brigh- 
ton," answered Lucilla. " And the gentleman 
was referred to a well-known name in London — 
one of the great City merchants. Here is the 
most provoking part of the whole mystery. The 
merchant said, * I have known Mr. Dubourg from 
his childhood. He has reasons for wishing to 
live in the strictest retirement. I answer for his 
being an honorable man, to whom you can safely 
let your house. More than this I am not au- 
thorized to tell you.* My father knows the land- 
lord of Browndown ; and.that is what the refer- 
ence said to him, word for word ! Isn't it pro- 
voking ? The house was let for six months, cer- 
tain, the next day. It is wretchedly furnished. 
Mr. Dubourg has had several things that he 
wanted sent from Brighton. Besides the fur- 
niture, a packing-case from London arrived at 
the house to-day. It was so strongly nailed up 
that the carpenter had to be sent for to open it. 
He reports that the case was full of thin plates 
of gold and silver ; and it was accompanied by 
a box of extraordinary tools, the use of which 
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was a mysteiy to the carpenter himself. Mr. 
Dubourg locked np these things in a room at the 
back of the honse, and pat the key in his pocket. 
He seemed to be pleased — he whistled a tane, 
and said, * Now we shall do !' Hie landlady at 
the Cross-Hands is our authority for this. She 
does what little cooking he requires ; and her 
daughter makes his bed, and so on. They go to 
him ip the morning, and return to the inn in the 
evening. He has no servants with him. He is 
all by himself at night. Isn't it interesting? A 
mystery in real life. It baffles every body." 

^* You must be very strange people, my dear," 
I said, '* to make a mystery of such a plain case 
as this." 

"Plain!" repeated Lucilla, in amazement. 

*' Certainly ! The gold and silver plates, and 
the strange tools, and the living in retirement, 
and the sending the servants away at night — all 
point to the same conclusion. My guess is the 
right one. The man is an escaped criminal ; and 
his form of crime is coining false money. He 
has been discovered at Exeter, he has escaped 
the officers of justice, and he is now going to 
begin again here. Tou can do as you please. 
If I happen to want change, I won't get it in 
this neighborhood." 

LuciUa laid herself back in her chair again. I 
could see that she gave me up, in the matter of 
Mr. Dubom'g, as a person willfully and incorrigi- 
bly wrong. 

'^ A coiner of false money recommended as an 
honorable man by one of the first merchants in 
London!" she esCclaimed. ' "We do some very 
eccentric things in England occasionally; but 
there is a limit to our national madness, Ma- 
dame Pratolungo, and you have reached it 
Shall we have some music ?" 

She spoke a little sharply. Mr. Dubourg was 
the hero of her romance. She resented — seri- 
ously resented — any attempt on my part to lower 
him in her estimation. 

I persisted in my unfavorable opinion of him, 
nevertheless. The question between us (as I 
might have told her) was a question of believing 
or not believing in the merchant of London. To 
her mind it was a sufficient guarantee of his in- 
tegrity that he was a rich man. To my mind 
(speaking as a good Socialist) that very circum- 
stance told dead against him. A capitalist is a 
robber of one sort, and a coiner is a robber of 
another sort. Whether the capitalist recom- 
mends the coiner, or the coiner the capitalist, is 
all one to me. In either case (to quote the lan- 
guage of an excellent English play) the honest 
people are the soft, easy cushions on which 
these knaves repose and fatten. It was on the 
tip of my tongue to put this large and liberal 
view of the subject to Lucilla. But (alas!) it 
was easy to see that the poor child was infected 
by the narrow prejudices of the class amidst 
"vhich she lived. How could I find it in my 



heart to run the risk of a disagreement betweeik 
us on the first dav ? No — ^it was not to be done. 
I gave the nice pretty blind girl a kiss. And 
we went to *tbe piano together. And I put off 
making a good Socialist of Lucilla till a more 
convenient opportunity. 

We might as well have left the piano unopen- 
ed. The music was a failure, 

I played my best. From Mozart to Beetho- 
ven. From Beethoven to Schubert. From 
Schubert to Chopin. She listened with all the 
will in the world to be pleased. She thanked 
me again and again. She tried, at my invita- 
tion, to play herself, choosing the familiar com- 
positions which she knew by ear. No! The 
abominable Dubourg, having got the uppermost 
place in her mind, kept it. She tried and tried 
and tried, and could do nothing. His voice 
was still in her ears — the only music which could 
possess itself of her attention that night. I took 
her place, and began to play again. She sud- 
denly snatched my hands ofif the keys. "Is 
Zillah here?" she whispered. I told her Zillah 
had left the room. She laid her charming head 
on my shoulder, and sighed hysterically. " X 
can't help thinking of him," she burst out. " 1 
am miserable for the first time in my life — ^no ! 
I am happy for the first time in my life. Oh, 
what must you think of me! I don't know 
what I am talking about. Why did you en- 
courage him to speak to us? I might never 
have heard his voice but for you." She lifted 
her head again, with a little shiver, and com- 
posed herself. One of her hands wandered here 
and there over the keys of the piano, playing 
softly. " His charming voice !" she whispered, 
dreamily, while she played. "Oh, his charm- 
ing Toice!" She paused again. Her hand 
dropped from the piano and took mine. "Is 
this love?" she said, half to herself, half to me. 

My duty as a respectable woman lay clearly 
before me — my duty was to tell her a lie. 

"It is nothing, my dear, but too' much ex- 
citement, and too much fatigue," I said. " To- 
morrow you shall be my young lady again. To- 
night you must be only my child. Come and 
let me put you to bed." 

She yielded with a weary sigh. Ah, how 
lovely she looked in her pretty night-dress, on 
her knees at the bedside — ^the-innocent, afiiicted 
creature — saying her prayers ! 

I am, let me own, an equally headlong wom- 
an at loving and hating. When I had left her 
for the night, I could hardly have felt more 
tenderly interested in her if she had been really 
a child of my own. You have met with people 
of my sort — unless you are a very forbidding 
person indeed — who have talked to you in the 
most confidential manner of all their private af- 
fairs on meeting you in a railway carriage, or 
sitting ne]!tt to you at a table d'h6te. For my- 
self, I believe I shall go on running up sudden 
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friendships with strangers to my dying day. In- 
famous Dnbonrg! If I conld have got into 
Browndown that hight I shoald have liked to 
have done to him what a Mexican maid of mine 
(at the Central American period of my career) 
did to her drunken husband, who was a kind of 
peddler dealing in whips and sticks. She sewed 
him strongly up one night in the sheet while he 
lay snoring off his liquor in bed ; and then she 
took his whole st6tk in trade out of the comer 
of the room and broke it on him, to the last article 
on sale, until he was beaten to a jelly from head 
to foot. 

Not having this resource open to me, I sat 
myself down in my bedroom to consider — if the 
matter of Dubourg went any farther — what it 
was my business to do next. 

■r 

I have already mentioned that Lucilla and I 
had idled away the whole afternoon, woman- 
like, in talking of ourselves. You will best un- 
derstand what course my reflections took if I 
here relate the chief particulars which Lucilla 
communicated to me concerning her own singu- 
lar position in her father's house. 



CHAPTER THE SIXTH. 

A CAGE OF FINCHES. 

Labge families are — as my experience goes — 
of two sorts. There are the families whose mem- 
bers all admire each other. And there are the 
families whose members all detest each other. 
For myself I prefer the second sort. Their 

I quarrels are their own affair; and they have a 
merit which the first sort are never known to 
^possess — the merit of being sometimes able to 
see the good qualities of persons who do not 
possess the advantage of being related to them 
by blood. The families whose members all ad- 
mire each other, are families saturated with in- 
sufferable conceit. Ton happen to speak of 
Shakspeare among these people as a type of su- 
prdme intellectual capacity. A female member 
of the family will not fail to convey to yon that 
you would have illustrated your meaning far 
more completely if you had referred her to 
*' dear papa." You are out walking with a male 
member of the household, and you say of a wom- 
an who passes, ** What a charming creature !" 
Your companion smiles at your simplicity, and 
wonders whether you have ever seen his sister 
when she is dressed for a ball. These are the 
families who can not be separated without cor- 

, responding with each other every day. They 
read you extracts from their letters, and say, 
"Where is the professional writer who can 
equal this ?" They talk of their private affairs 
in your presence, and appear to think that you 
ought to be interested too. ' They enjoy their 
own jokes across you at table, and wonder how 



it is that you are not amused. In domestic cir- 
cles of this sort the sisters sit habitually on the 
brothers' knees ; and the husbands inquire into 
the wives' ailments in public as unconcernedly 
las if they were closeted in their own room. 
When we arrive at a more advanced stage of 
civilization, the state will supply cages for these 
intolerable people ; and notices will be posted at 
the comers of streets, '* Beware of Number 
twelve : a family in a state of mutual admira- 
tion is hung up there!" 

I gathered from Lucilla that the Finches were 
of the second order of large families, as mention- 
ed above. Hardly one of the members of this 
domestic group was on speaking terms with the 
other. And some of them had been separated 
for years without once troubling her Majesty's 
Post-oflSce to convey even the slightest expression 
of sentiment from one to the other. 

The first wife of Reverend Finch was a Miss 
Batchford. The members of her family (limit- 
ed at the time of the marriage to her brother and 
her sister) strongly disapproved of her choice of 
a husband. The rank of a Finch (I laugh at 
these contemptible distinctions !) was decided, in 
this case, to be not equal to the rank of a Batch- 
ford. Nevertheless, Miss married. Her brother 
and sister declined to be present at the cere- 
mony. First quarrel. 

Lucilla was bom. Reverend Finch's elder 
brother (on speaking terms with no other mem- 
ber of the family) interfei*ed with a Christian 
proposal — namely, to shake hands across the 
baby's cradle. Adopted by the magnanimous 
Batchfords. First reconciliation. 

Time passed. Reverend Finch — then officia- 
ting in a poor curacy near a great manufacturing 
town — felt a want (the want of money), and took 
a liberty (the liberty of attempting to borrow of 
his brother-in-law). Mr. Batchford, being a 
rich man, regarded this overture, it is needless 
to say, in the light of an insult. Miss Batch- 
ford sided with her brother. Second quarrel. 

Time passed, as before. M^. Finch the first 
died. Reverend Finch's elder brother (still at 
daggers drawn with the other members of the 
family) made a second Christian proposal — name- 
ly, to shake hands across the wife's grave. 
Adopted once more by the bereaved Batchfords. 
Second reconciliation. 

Another lapse oC time. Reverend Finch, lefc 
a widower with one daughter, became personal- 
ly acquainted with an inhabitant of the great 
citv near which he ministered, who was also a 
widower with one daughter. The status of the 
parent in this case — social-political-religious — was 
Shoe-maker-Radical-Baptist. Reverend Finch, 
still wanting money, swallowed it all, and mar- 
ried the daughter, with a dowry of three thou- 
sand pounds. This proceeding alienated from 
him forever, not the Batchfords only, but the 
peace-making elder brother as well. This ex- 
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ceUent Christian ceaeed to be on speaking terms 
now with his brother the clergyman as well as 
with all the rest of the family. The complete 
isolation of Reverend Einch fc^owed.. Regular- 
Ijr every year did the second Mrs. Finch afford 
opportunities of shaking hands, not only over 
one cradle, but sometimes over two. Vain and 
meritorious fertility ! Nothing came of it but a 
kind of compromise. Lucilla, quite overlooked 
among the rector's rapidly increasing second 
family, was allowed to visit her maternal uncle 
and aunt at stated periods in every year. Bom, 
to all appearance, with the full possession of her 
sight, the poor cluld had become incurably blind 
before she was a year old. In all other respects 
she presented a striking resemblance to her moth- 
er. Bachelor Uncle Batchford and his old maid- 
en sister both conceived the strongest affection 
for the child. '^ Our niece, Lucilla," they said, 
^' has justified our ibndest hopes — she is a Batch- 
ford, not a Finch !" LnciUa's father Cpromoted 
by this time to the rectory of Dimchnrch) let 
them talk. ** Wait a bit, and money will come 
of it, " was all he said. Truly, money was want- 
ed! — with fruitful Mrs. Finch multiplying cradles 
year after year till the doctor himself (employed 
on contract) got tired of it, and said one day, 
'*It is not true that there is an end to ev^y 
thing : there is no end to the multiplying capac- 
ity of Mrs. Finch." 

Lucilla grew up from childhood to womanhood. 
She was twenty years old before her father's ex- 
pectations were realized, and the money came of 
it at last. 

Uncle Batchford died a single man. He di- 
vided his fortune between his maiden sister and 
his niece. When she came of age Lucilla was 
to have an income of fifteen hundred pounds a 
year — on certain conditions, which the will set 
forth at great length. The effect of these con* 
ditions was (first) to render it absolutely impos- 
sible for Reverend Finch, under any circum- 
stances whatever, to legally inherit a single far* 
thing of the money, and (secondly) to detach 
!tiucilla from her father's household, and to place 
her under the care of her maiden aunt, so long as 
she remained unmarried, for a period of three 
months in every year. 

The will avowed the object of this last condi- 
tion in the plainest words. *' I die as I have 
lived" (wrote Uncle Batchford^ * * a High-Chnrch- 
man and a Tory. My legacy to my niece shall 
only take effect on these terms — ^namely, that she 
shall be removed at certain stated periods from 
the Dissenting and Radical influences to which 
&he is subjected under her father's roof, and shall 
be placed under the care of an English gentle- 
woman who unites to the advantages of birth and 
breeding the possession of high and honorable 
principles," et csBtera, et csetera. Can you con- 
ceive Reverend Finch's feelings, sitting, with his 
Sughter by his side, among the company, while 



the wiU was read, and hearing this ? He got up, 
like a true Englishman, and made them a speech. 
''Ladies and gentlemen," he said, ''I admit 
that I am a Liberal in politics, and that my 
wife's family are Dissenters. As an example of 
the principles thus engendered in my household, 
I beg to inform you that my daughter accepts 
this legacy with my full permission, and that I 
forgive Mr. .Batchford." With that, he walked 
ont, with his daughter on his arm. He had 
heard enough, please to observe, to satisfy him 
that Lucilla (while she lived unmarried) could 
do what she liked with her income. Before 
th^ had got back to Dimchnrch, Reverend 
Finch had completed a domestic arrangement 
which permitted Ms daughter to occupy a per- 
fectly independent position in the rectory, and. 
which placed in her father's pockets — as Miss 
Finch's contribution to the housekeeping — ^fi'Vie' 
hundred. a year. 

(Do yon know what I felt when I heard this ? 
I felt the deepest regret that Finch of the liberal 
principles had not made a third with my poor 
Pratolungo and me in Central America. With 
him to advise us, we should have saved the sa- 
cred cause of Freedom withont spending a single 
farthing on it !) 

The old side of the rectory, hitherto nninhab- 
ited, was put in order and furnished — of course 
at Lucilla's expense. On her twenty-first birth- 
day the repairs were completed ; the first install- 
ment of the housekeeping money was paid ; and 
the daughter was Established, as an independent 
lodger, in her own father's house ! 

In order to thoroughly appreciate Finch's in- 
genuity it is necessary to add here that Lucilla 
had shown, as she graw up, an increasing dislike 
of liring at home. In her blind state, the end- 
less turmoil of the children distracted her. She 
and her step-mother did not possess a single sym- 
pathy in common. Her rdations with her fa- 
ther were in much the same condition. She 
could compassionate his poverty, and she could 
treat him with the forbearance and respect due 
to him from his child. As to really venerating 
and loving him — the less said about that the bet- 
ter. Her happiest days had been the days she 
spent with her uncle and aunt ; .her visits to the 
Batehfords had grown to be longer and longer 
visits with every succeeding year. If the father, 
in appealing to the daughter's sympathies, had 
not dextrously contrived to unite the preserva- 
tion of her independence with the continuance 
of her residence under his roo^ she would, on^ 
coming of age, either hare lived altogether wilfei 
her aunt, or have set up an establishment of hftJ§i 
own. As it was, the rector had secured his dve 
hundred a year on terms acceptoble to both sides 
— and, more than that, lie had got her safe under 
his own eye. For, remark, thera was one terries'- 
ble possibility threatening him in the future — thd- 
possibility of Lucilla's marriage ! **'' 
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Such was the strange domestic position of this 
interesting creatore at the time when I entered 
the honseu 

You will now nnderstand how completely puz- 
zled I was when I recalled what had happened 
on the eTening of my anival, and when I asked 
myself—in the matter of the mysterious sti'anger 
— what cours^ I was to take next. I had found 
Lncilla a solitary being, helplessly dependent, 
in her blindness, on others; and in that sad 
condition — withoat a mother, without a sister, 
without a friend even in whose sympathies she 
could take refuge, in whose advice she could 
trust — I had produced a first favorable impres- 
sion on her; I had won her likmg at once, as 
she had won mine. I had accompanied her on 
an evening walk, innocent of all suspicion of 
what was going on in her mind« I had by pure 
accident enabled a stranger to intensify the im- 
aginai7 interest which she felt in him, by provok- 
ing him to speak in her hearing for the first time. 
In a moment of hysterical agitation — and in 
sheer despair of knowing who else to confide in 
— the poor, foolish, blind, lonely girl had opened 
her heart to me. What was I to do ? 

If the case had been an ordinary one, the 
whole affair would have been simply ridiculous. 

But the case of Ludlla was not the case of 
girls in general. 

The minds of the blind are, by cruel necessity, 
forced inward on themselves. They live apart 
from us — ah, how hopelessly far apart ! — in liieir 
own dark sphere, of which we know nothing. 
What relief could come to Lucilla from the 
world outside ? None 1 It was part of her des- 
olate liberty to be free to dwell unremittingly on 
the ideal creature of her own di-eam. Within 
the narrow limit of the one impression that it 
had been possible for her to derive of this man 
— the impression of the beauty of his voice — her 
fancy was left to work unrestrained in the 
changeless darkness of her life. What a pic- 
ture! I shudder as I draw it. Oh yes, it is 
easy, I know, to look at it the other way; to 
langh at the foUy of a girl, who first excites her 
imagination about a total stranger, and then, 
when she hears him speak, falls in love with his 
voice ! But add that the girl is blind ; that the 
girl lives habitually in the world of her own im- 
agination ) that the girl has nobody at home who 
can exercise a wholesome influence over her. 
Is there nothing pitiable in such a state of tilings 
♦his ? For myself — though I come of a light- 
4«d nation that laughs at every thing — ^I saw 
. owt face looking horribly grave and old as I 
68 vefore the glass that night brushing my 
.^ 

X^ at my bed. Bah ! what was the use 
.f ig k> bed ? 

1^ e wj^ her own mistress. She was perfectly 

*iu to t^ her next walk to Browndown alone, 

Snd to ^ce herself, for all I knew to the con- 



trary, at the mercy of a dishonorable and design- 
ing man. What was I ? Only her companion. 
I had no right to interfere — and yet, if any thing 
happened, I should be blamed. It is so easy to 
say, '* You ought to have done something. " Who 
could I consult ? The worthy old nurse only held 
the position of servant. Could I address myself 
to the lymphatic lady mth the baby in one hand 
and the novel in the other? Absurd ! Her step- 
mother was not to be thought of. Her father ? 
Judging by hearsay, I had not derived a favor-^ 
able impression of the capacity of Reverend 
Finch for interfering successfully in a matter of 
this sort. However, he wtu her father ; and I 
could feel my way cautiously vrith him at first. 
Hearing Zillah moving about the corridor, I went 
out to her. In the course of a little gossip I 
introduced the name of the master of the house. 
How was it I had not seen him yet ? For an ex- 
cellent reason. He had gone to visit a friend 
at Brighton. It was then Tuesday. He was ex- 
pected back on ''sermon-day" — that is to say, 
on Saturday in the same week. 

I returned to my room a little out of temper. 
In this state my mind works with wondei*ful 
freedom. I had another of my inspirations. 
Mr. Dubourg had taken the liberty of speaking 
to me that evening. Good. I determined to go 
alone to Browndown the next morning, and take 
the liberty of speaking to Mr. Dubourg. . 

Was this resolution inspired solely by my in- 
terest in Lucilla? Or had my own curiosity 
been all the time working under the surface, and 
influencing the course of my reflections unknown 
to myself? I went to bed without inquiring. I 
recommend you to go to bed without inquiring too. 



CHAPTER THE SEVENTH. 

t>ATLIGHT VIEW OF THE MAN. 

Whek I put out my candle that night I made 
a mistake — I trusted entirely to myself to wake 
in good time in the morning. I ought to hav6 
told Zillah to call me. 

Hours passed before. I could close my eyes. 
It was broken rest when it came until the day 
dawned. Then I fell asleep at last in good ear- 
nest When I awoke, and looked at my watch, 
I was amazed to find that it was ten o'clock. 

I jumped out of bed, and rang for the old 
nurse. Was Lucilla at home? No. She had 
gone out for a little walk. By herself? Yes — 
by herself. In what direction ? Up the valley, 
toward Browndown. 

I instantly arrived at my own condnsion. 

She had got the start of me — thanks to my 
laziness in sleeping away the precious hours of 
the morning in bed. The one thing to do was 
to follow her as speedily as possible. In half 
an hour more /was out for a little walk by my- 
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•elf — and (what do yoa think?) my direction b1m> 
uos ap the vallej, toward Brovndown. 

A pastoral solitnde reigned roand (he bnelj 
little house. I went on bejond it into the next 
wiodiog of the valley. Not a hDmaa creatare 
was to be seen. I retamed to Browndown to 
reconnoitro. Ascending the rising ground on 
which the house was built, I approached it from 
the back; The windows were all open. I list- 



"Wonderfql!" Iheardhim aay. "1 believe 
yon hsTB eyes in the ends of yonr flngen. Take 
this, now, and try if you can tell me what it is." 

"A little vase," aha answered, Bpeaking, I 
give you mj word of honor, as composedly as 
if she had known him for years. "Wait! what 
met^ is it? Silver? No. Gold. Did you 
really make this younelf, as well aj the box?" 

"Yes. It is an odd taste of mine, isn't it? 



un^coBEl^ni^' as this? Oh,pooh1 pooht who 
but a fbol would have felt any thing of tlie sort !) 
I listened vith both my ears. Through a win- 
dow at the side of the house I heard the sound 
of voices. Advancing noiselessly on the turf, I 
heard the voice of Duboiirg. He was answered 
by a woman. Aha, I had caught herl Lncilla 
henelfl 



ago I met with a man in Italy who tai 
It amused me then, and it amiises i 
When I was recovering from 
spring I shaped that vase oat of the pi 
and made the 



il'nos' 



"Another mystery revealed!" she ftchiintc-, 
' Now I know what you wanted with -hose jrol 
ind silver plates that came loyoafi-ol iMnd.i: 
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Are yoa awai'e of what a character yon have got 
here ? There are some of us who suspect you 
of coining false money I" 

They both burst ont laughing as gayly as a 
couple of children. I declai*e I wished myself 
one of the party ! But no. I had my duty to 
do as a respectable woman. My duty was to 
steal a little nearer, and see if any familiarities 
wei'e passing between these two merry, young 
people. One-half of the open window was shel- 
tered, on the outer side, by a Venetian blind. 
I stood behind the blind and peeped in. (Duty ! 
oh, dear me, painful but necessary duty I) Du- 
bourg was sitting with his back to the window. 
Lucilla faced me opposite to him. Her cheeks 
were flushed with pleasure. She held in her lap 
a pretty little golden vase. Her clever fingers 
were passing over it rapidly, exactly as they had 
passed, the previous evening, over my face.' . - 

*' Shall I tell you what the pattern is on yonr 
vase ?" she went on. 

** Can you really do that ?" 

*' You shall judge for yourself. The pattern 
is made of leaves, with birds placed among them, 
at intel-vals. Stop! I think I have felt leaves 
like these on the old side of the rectory, against 
thewaU. Ivy?" 

Amazing! iti^ivy." 

The birds," she i-esumed. '^I shaVt be 
satisfied till I have told yoii what the birds are. 
Haven't I got silver birds like them — only much 
larger — for holding pepper and mustard and su- 
gar and so on? Owls !" she exclaimed, with a 
C17 of triumph. ''Little owls, sitting in ivy 
nests. What a delightful pattern! I never 
heard of any thing like it before." 

" Keep the vase, " he said. ** You will honor 
me, you will delight me, if you will keep the vase.^' 

She rose and shook her head — ^without giving 
him back the vase, however. 

'' I might take it, if you were not a stranger," 
she said. ** Why don't you tell us who you are, 
and what your reason is for living all by your- 
self in this dull pkice ?" 

He stood before her, with his head down, 
and sighed bitterly. 

''I know I ought to explain myself," he an- 
swered.. " I can't be surprised if people are sus- 
picious of me." He paused, and added, very 
earnestly, '* I can't tell it to you. Oh no, not to 
you r 

'* Why not?" 

"Don't ask me." 

She felt for the table with her ivory cane, and 
put the vase down on it very unwillingly. 

"Good-morning, Mr. Dubourg," she said. 

He opened the door of the room for her in si- 
lence. Waiting close against the side of the 
house, I saw them appear under the porch and 
cross the little walled inclosure in front. As she 
stepped ont on the open turf beyond she tamed 
and spoke to him again. 

B 



"If you won't tell me your secret,** she said, 
" will you t€ll. it to some one else ? Will you 
tell it to a friend of mine ?" 

" To what friend ?" he asked. 

"To the lady whom you met ^vith me last 
night." 

He hesitated. "I am afraid I offended the 
lady," he said. 

" So much the more reason for your explain • 
ing yourself," she rejoined. **If you will only 
satisfy Aer, I might ask you to oome and see u» 
— I might even take the vase. " With that strong 
hint she actually gave him her hand at parting. 
Her peifect self-possession, her easy familiarity 
with this stranger — so bold and yet so innocent 
— petrified me. " I shall send my friend to you 
this morning," she said, imperiously, striking her 
cane on the turf. "I insist on your telling her 
the whole tmth." 

With that she signed to him that he was to 
follow her no farther, and went her way back to 
the village- 
Does it not surprise you, as it surprised me? 
Instead of her blindness making her neiTous in 
the presence of a man unknown to her, it ap- 
peared to have exactly the contrary effect. It 
made her feadess. . . 

He stood on the spot where she had left him, 
watching h6r' as she receded in. the distance. 
His manner toward her, in the house and out of 
the house, had exhibited, it is only fair to say, 
the utmost consideration and respect. Whatever 
shyness there had been between them wa3 shy- 
ness entirely on his side. I had -a short stuff 
dress on, which made no noise over the grass. I 
skirted the wall of the inclosure, and approached 
him unsuspected from behind. " The charming 
creature ! " he said to himself, still following her 
with his eyes. As the words passed his lips I 
touched him smartly on the shoulder with my 
parasol. 

"Mr. Dubourg," I said, "I am waiting to 
hear the truth." 

.'He started violently, and confronted me in 
speechless dismay, his. color coming and going 
like the color of a young girl. Any body who 
understands women will understand that this be- 
havior on his part, far from softening me toward 
him, only encouraged me to bullyhinfi * 

"In your present position in this place. Sir," 
I went on, "do you think i-tj honorable cqndi\ct 
on your part to decoy a young 'lady, to whom 
you are a perfect stranger, into your chouse — a 
young lady who claims, in right of h^r sad a|pic- 
tion, even more than the usual forbearance and 
respect which a gentleman owes to' her selt?^ ' 

His shifting color settled for the time into an 
angry red. 

" Yon are doing me a great injustice, ma'am," 
he answered. " It is a shame to say that I have 
failed in respect to the young lady. I feel the 
sincerast admiration and compassion for her^ 
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Circnmstances justify me in what I have done. 
I conld not have acted otherwise. I refer you 
to the yoang lady herself." 

His voice rose higher and higher. He was 
thoroughly offended with me. Need I add (see- 
ing the prospect not far off of his bullying me) 
that I unblushingly shifted my ground, and tried 
a little civility next ? 

''If I have done yon an injustice, Sir, I ask 
your pardon,*' I answered. "Having said so 
much, I have only to add that I shall be satisfied 
if I hear what the circumstances are from your- 
self." 

This soothed his offended dignity. His gen- 
tler manner began to show itself again. 

" The truth is," he said, " that I owe my in- 
troduction to the young lady to an ill-tempered 
little dog belonging to the people at the inn. 
The dog had followed the person here who at- 
tends on me j and it startled the lady by flying 
out and barking at her as she passed this house. 
After I had driven away the dog I begged her 
to come in and sit down until she had recovered 
herself. Am I to blame for doing that ? I don't 
deny that I felt the deepest interest in her, and 
that I did my best to amuse her while she hon- 
ored me by remaining in my house. May I ask 
if I have satisfied you?" 

With the best will in the world to maintain 
my unfavorable opinion of him, I was, by this 
time, fairly forced to acknowledge to myself that 
the opinion was wrong. His explanation was, 
in tone and manner, as well as in language, the 
explanation of a gentleman. 

And, besides — ^though he was a little too ef- 
feminate for my taste — he really was such a 
handsome young man ! His hair was of a fine 
bright chestnut color, with a natural curl in it. 
His eyes were of the lightest brown I had ever 
seen — with a singularly winning, gentle, modest 
expression in them. As for his complexion — 
so creamy and spotless and fair — ^he had no right 
to it : it ought to have been a woman's complex- 
ion, or at least a boy's. He looked, indeed, 
more like a boy than a man ? his smooth face 
was quite uncovered, either by beard, whisker, 
or mustache. If he had asked me, I should 
have guessed him (though he was really three 
years older) to have been younger than Ludlla. 

"Our acquaintance has begun rather oddly, 
Sir," I said. "You spoke strangely to me last 
night', and I have spoken hastily to you this 
morning. Accept my excuses — and let us try 
if we can't do each other justice in the end. I 
have something more to say to you before we 
part. Will you think me a very extraordinary 
woman if I suggest that you may as well invite 
me next to take a chair in your house?" 

He laughed with the pleasantest good temper, 
and led the way in. 

We entered the room in which he had re- 
ceived Lueilla, and sat down together on the 



two chairs near the window — with this difference, 
that I contrived to possess myself of the seat 
which he had occupied, and so to place him witli 
his face to the light 

"Mr. Dubourg," I began, "yon will already 
have guessed that I overheard what Miss Finch 
said to you at parting ?" 

He bowed in silent acknowledgment that it 
was so, and began to toy nervously with the 
gold vase which Lueilla had left on the table. 

"What do you propose to do?" I went on. 
"You have spoken of the interest you feel in 
my young friend. If it is a true interest, it will 
lead you to merit her good opinion by comply- 
ing with her request. Tell me plainly, if you 
please. Will you come and see us, in the char- 
acter of a gentleman who has satisfied two ladies 
that they can receive him as a neighbor and a 
friend ? Or will you oblige me to warn the rec- 
tor of Dimchurch that his daughter is in danger 
of permitting a doubtful character to force his 
acquaintance on her?" 

He put the vase back on the table and turned 
deadly pale. 

" If you knew what I have suffered," he said ; 
"if you had gone through what I have been 
compelled to endure — " His voice failed him ; 
his soft brown eyes moistened ; his head drooped. 
He said no more. 

In common with all women I like a man to be 
a man. There was, to my mind, something 
weak and womanish in the manner in which this 
Dubourg met the advance which I had made to 
him. He not only failed to move my pity — he 
was in danger of stirring up my contempt. 

"I too have suffered," I answered. "I too 
have been compelled to endure. But there is 
tins difference between us. My courage is notf 
worn out In your place, if I knew myself to bqf 
an honorable man, I would not allow the breath 
of suspicion to rest on me for an instant Cost 
what it might, I would vindicate myself. I should 
be ashamed to cry. I should speak." 

That stung him. He started up on his feet 

"Have you been stared at by hundreds of 
cruel eyes ?" he burst out, passionately. " Have 
you been pointed at without mercy wherever you 
go? Have you been put in the pillory of the 
newspapers? Has the photograph proclaimed 
your infamous notoriety in all the shop win- 
dows?" He dropped back into his chair, and 
wrung his hands in a frenzy. "Oh, the pub- 
lic!" he exclumed — "the horrible public! I 
can't get away from them. I can't hide myself 
even here. You have had your stare at me like 
the rest," he cried, turning on me fiercely. " I 
knew it when you passed me last night." 

"I never saw you out of this place," X an- 
swered. " As for the portraits of you, whoever 
you may be, I know nothing aboat them. I was 
fiEir too anxious and too wretched to amuse my- 
self by looking into shop windows before I came 
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here. You nod your name are eqaall; Btronge 
lo me. If you have any respect for yourself, cell 
me wbo you are. Out willi the troth. Sir. You 
know M well as I do that you have gone too fiir 

I s^zed him by the hand. I was wrought up 
by the extrsordinaiy outburst that had escaped 
bim to the highest pitch of excitement. I was 
hardly couscioiis of what I said or did. At that 
supreme moment we enraged, we maddened each 
other. His hand closed convulsively on my hand. 
His eyes looked wildly into mine. 

" Do yon read the newspapers ?" be asked. 

"Yes." 

" I have not seen the name of Duhourg." 

"My name is not 'Dubourg.' " 

"What is it?" 

He suddenly Gtooped over me and whispered 

In my tnra 1 started, thundersttuck, to my 
feet. 

"Good God!" I cried. "Yon are the man 
who was tried for murder last month, and who 
was all but hanged on the ialse tesdmony of a 
clock 1" 



CHAPTER THE EIGHTH. 



We looked at one another in silence. Both 
alike, we were obliged to wait a little and re- 
cover ourselves. 

I may occupy the interval hy answering two 
questions which will arise in your minds in this 
place. Haw did Dabonrg come to be tried for 
his life ? And what was the connection between 
this serious matter and the false lesdmony of a 
clock? 

The reply to both tbese inqniries is to be 
fodnd in the story which I cull the Peijury of 
the Clock. 

In briefly relating this cnrions incidental nar- 
rative (which I take from a, etAtement of the 
circumstances placed in my possession) I shall 
speak of our new acquwntance at Browndown — 
and shall continue to speak of him throughout 
these pages— by his assamed name. In the first 
place, it was the maiden name of his mother, and 
he had a right to take it if he pleased. In the 
second place, iJie date of our domestic drama al 
Dimchorch goes back as for as the years 'fiftj- 
dght and 'fifty-nine j and real names are (now 
that it is all over) of do consequence to an; 
body. Witii "Dubourg" we have begun. With 
"Dubourg" let us go on to the end. 

On a summer evening, some years ago, a 
WM foand murdered in a field near a ce 
tnwn in the West of Eagland. The nam 

the Aeld was ' ' Pardon's Piece. " 



The man was a small carpenter and builder 
I the town, who bore an indifferent chorac- 
r. On the evening in question, a distant rela- 
te of his, employed as &nn bailiflT by a gentle- 
isn in the neighborhood, happened to be pass- 
ing a stile which led from the field into a road, 
saw a gentleman leaving the field by way 
of this stile rather in a hnrrj. He recognized 
the gentleman (whom he knew by sight only) as 
Mr. Dnbonrg. 
The two passed each other on the road in op- 
isile directioos. After a certain lapse of time 
-estimated as being half an hoar — the farm 
bailiff had occasion to pass back along the same 
road. On reaching the stile he heard an alaim 
rwsed, and entered the field fo see what was the 
matter He fonnd several persons running from 
farther side of Pardon's Piece toward a boy 
I was standing at the back of a cattle-shed, 
, remote part of the inclosura, soeaming with 
or. At the boy's feet lay, face downward, 
the dead body of a man, with his head horribly 
beaten in. His watch was under him, hanging 
oat of bis packet hy the chain. It had stopped 
— evidently in consequence of the concussion of 
its owner's fall on it— at half past dght The 
body was still warm. All the other valuables, 
like the watch, were left on it The ferm bailiff 
instantly recognized the man as the caqienier 
and builder mentioned above. 

At the preliminary inquiry the stoppage of the 
watch at half past eight was taken aa oHering 
good drcumstantial evidence that the blow which 
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had killed the man bad- been struck at that 
time. 

The next question was — if any one had been 
seen near the body at half past ei^t ? The farm 
bailiff declared that he had met Mr. Dubourg 
hastily leaving the field by the stile at that very 
time. Asked if he had looked at his watch, he 
owned that he had not done ^o. Certain pre- 
vious circumstances, wliich he mentioned as hav- 
ing impressed themselves on his memory, en- 
abled him to feel sure of the truth of this asser- 
tidn without having consulted his watch. He 
was pressed on this important point, but he held 
to his declaration. At half past eight he had seen 
Mr. Dubourg hurriedly leave the field. At half 
past eight the watch of the murdered man had 
stopped. 

Had any other person been observed in or 
near the field at that time ? 

No witness could be discovered who had seen 
any body else near the place. Had the weapon 
turned up with which the blow had been struck ? 
It had not been found. Was any one known 
(robbery having plainly not been the motive of 
the crime) to have entertained a grudge against 
the murdered man. It was no secret that he as- 
sociated with doubtful characters, male and fe- 
male; bnt suspicion failed to point to any one 
of them in particular. 

In this state of things there was no alternative 
but to request Mr. Dubourg — well known, in and 
out of the town, as a young gentleman of inde- 
pendent fortune, bearing an excellent character 
—to give some account of himself. 

He immediately admitted that he had passed 
through the field. But, in contradiction to the 
farm bailiff, he declared that he had looked at his 
watch at the moment before he crossed the stile, 
and that the time by it was exactly a quarter 
past eight. Five minutes later — that is to say, 
ten minutes before the murder had been com- 
mitted, on the evidence of the dead man's watch 
— he had paid a visit to a lady living near Par- 
don's Piece, and had remained with her until his 
watch, consulted once more on leaving the lady's 
house, informed him that it was a quarter to 
nine. 

Here was the defense called an "alibi." It 
entirely satisfied Mr. Dubourg's friends. To 
satisfy justice also it was necessary to call the 
lady as a witness. In the mean time another 
purely formal question was put to Mr. Du- 
bourg. Did he know any thing of the murdered 
man? 

With some appearance of confusion, Mr. Du- 
bourg admitted that he had been induced (by a 
friend) to employ the man on some work. Fur- 
ther interrogation extracted from him the follow- 
ing statement of facts : 

That the work had been very badly done ; that 
an exorbitant price had been charged for it ; that 
tiie man, on being remonstrated with, had behaved 



in a grossly impertinent manner ; that an alter- 
cation had taken place between them ; that Mr. 
Dubourg had seia^ the man by the collar of his 
coat, and had turned him out of the house ; that 
he had called the man an infernal scoundrel (be- 
ing in a passion at the time), and had threatened 
to " thrash him within an inch of his life" (or 
words to that effect) if he ever presumed to come 
near the house again ; that he had sincerely re- 
gretted his own violence the moment he recovered 
his self-possession ; and lastly, that, on his oath 
(the altercation having occurred six we6ks ago), 
he had never spoken to the man, or set eyes on 
the man, since. 

As the matter then stood these circumstances 
were considered as being unfortunate circum- 
stances for Mr. Dubourg — nothing more. He 
had his " alibi" to appeal to, and his character 
to appeal to ; and nobody doubted the result. 

Th<& lady appeared as witness. 

Confronted with Mr. Dubourg on the question 
of time, and forced to answer, she absolutely con- 
tradicted him, on the testimony lof the clock on 
her own mantel-piece. In substance her evi- 
dence was simply this. She had looked at her 
clock when Mr. Dubourg entered the room, 
thinking it rather a late hour for a visitor to 
call on her. The clock (regulated by the maker 
only the day before) pointed to twenty-five min- 
utes to nine. Practical experiment showed that 
the time required to walk the distance, at a rapid 
pace, from the stile to the lady's house, was just 
five minutes. Here, then, was the statement of 
the farm bailiff (himself a respectable witness) 
corroborated by another witness of excellent po- 
sition and character. The clock, on being ex- 
amined next, was found to be right. The evi- 
dence of the clock-maker proved that he kept the 
key, and that there had been no necessity to set 
the clock and wind it up again, since he had 
performed both those acts on the day preceding 
Mr. Dubourg's visit. The accuracy of the clock 
thus vouched for, the conclusion on the evidence 
was irresistible. Mr. Dubourg stood convicted 
of having been in the field at the time when 
the murder was committed ; of having, by his 
own admission, had a quarrel with the murdered 
man not long before, terminating in an assault 
and a threat on his side ; and, lastly, of having 
attempted to set up an alibi by a fiilse statement 
of the question of time. There was no alterna- 
tive but to commit him to take his trial at the 
Assizes, charged with the murder of the builder 
in Pardon's Piece. 

The trial occupied two days. 

No new facts of importance were discovered in 
the interval. The evidence followed the course 
which it had taken at the preliminary examina- 
tions — with this difference only, that it was more 
carefully sifted. Mr. Dubourg had the double 
advantage of securing the services of the leading 
barrister in the circuit, and of moving the irre- 
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pressible sympathies of the jury, shocked at his 
position, and eager for proof of his innocence. 
By the end of the first day the evidence had 
told against him with sach irresistible force that 
his own coansel despaired of the result. When 
the prisoner took his place in the dock on the 
second day there was but one conviction in the 
minds of the people in coart : every body said, 
"The clock will hang him." 

It was nearly two in the afternoon ; and the 
proceedings were on the point of being adjourned 
for half an hour, when the attorney for the pris- 
oner was seen to hand a paper to the counsel for 
the defense. 

The counsel rose, showing signs of agitation 
which roused the curiositv of the audience. He 
demanded the immediate hearing of a new wit- 
ness, whose evidence in the prisoner's favor he 
declared to be too important to be delayed for a 
single moment. After a short colloquy between 
the judge and the barristers on either side the 
Court decided to continue the sitting. 

The witness, appearing in the box, proved to 
be a young woman in delicate health. On the 
evening when the prisoner had paid his visit to 
the lady she was in that lady's service as house- 
maid. The day after she had been permitted 
(by previous arrangement with her mistress) to 
take a week's holiday, and to go on a visit to 
her parents, in the west of Cornwall. While 
there she had fallen ill, and had not been strong 
enough since to return to her employment. Hav- 
ing givep this preliminary account of herself, the 
house-maid then stated the following extraor- 
dinary particulars in relation to her mistress's 
clock. 

On the morning of the day when Mr. Du- 
bourg had called at the house she had been 
cleaning the mantel-piece. She had rubbed the 
part of it which was under the clock with her 
duster, had accidentally struck the pendulum, 
and had stopped it. Having once before done 
this, she had been severely reproved. Clearing 
that a repetition of the offense, only the day aft- 
er the clock had been regulated ,by the maker, 
might lead perhaps to the withdrawal of her 
leave of absence, she had determined to put 
matters right again, if possible, by herself. 

After poking under the clock in the dark, and 
failing to set the pendulum going again properly 
in that way, she next attempted to lift the clock, 
and give it a shake. It was set in a marble 
case, with a bronze figure on the top, and it was 
so heavy that she was obliged to hunt for some- 
thing which she could use as a lever. The thing 
proved to be not easy to find on the spur of the 
moment. Having at last laid her hifend on what 
she wanted, she contrived so to lift the clock a 
few inches and drop it again on the mantel- 
piece as to. set it going once more. 

The next necessity was, of course, to move the 
hands on. Here again she was met by an ob- 



stacle. There was a difficulty in opening the 
glass case which protected the dial. After use- 
lessly searching for some instrument to ^lelp her, 
she got from the footman (without telling him 
what she wanted it for) a small chisel. With this 
she opened the case — ^after accidentally scratch^ 
ing the brass frame of it — and set the hands of 
the clock hy guess. She was flurried at the time, 
fearing that her mistress would discover her. 
Later in the day she found that she had over- 
estimated the interval of time that had passed 
while she was trying to put the clock right. 
She had, in fact, set it exactly a quarter of an 
hour too fast. 

No safe opportunity of secretly putting the 
clock right again had occurred until the last 
thing at night. She had then moved the hands 
back to the right time. At the hour of the even- 
ing when Mr. Buboiirg had called on her mis- 
tress she positively swore that the clock was a 
quarter of an hour too fast. It had pointed, as 
her mistress had declared, to twenty-five min- 
utes to nine — ^the right time then being, as Mr. 
Dubourg had asserted, twenty minutes past eight. 

Questioned as to why she had refrained from 
giving this extraordinary evidence at the inquiry 
before the magistrate, she declared that in the 
remote Cornish village to which she had gone 
the next day, and in which her illness had de- 
tained her from that time, nobody had heard of 
the inquiry or the trial. She would not have 
been then present to state the vitally important 
circumstances to which she had ju§t sworn if 
the prisoner's twin brother had not found her 
out on the previous day, had 'not questioned her 
if she knew any thing about the clock, and had 
not (hearing what she had to tell) insisted on 
her taking the journey with him to the court the. 
next morning. 

This evidence virtually decided the trial. 
There was a great burst of relief in the crowded 
assembly when the woman's statement had come 
to an end. 

She was closely cross-examined, as a matter 
of course. Her character was inquired into; 
corroborative evidence (relating to the chisel and 
the scratches on the frame) was sought for, and 
was obtained. The end of it was that, at a late 
hour on the second evening, the jury acquitted 
the prisoner without leaving their box. It was 
not too much to say that his life had been savdd 
by his brother. His brother alone had persi^^ed, 
from first to last, in obstinately disbelievii;!g the 
clock — for no better reason than that tbd doek 
was the witness which asserted the prisoner's 
guilt! He had worried every body irlth inces* 
sant inquiries ; he had discovered th^abs^ce of 
the house-maid after the trial ha<^ begun; and 
he had started off to interrogate ^e giri, know- 
ing nothing and suspecting notbing^-Hsiniply de* 
termined to persist in the on^: everlasting ques- 
tion with which he persecuted every body: "The 
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clock is going to hang my brother ; can yon tell 
me any thing about the clock?" 

Four months later the mystery of the crime 
was cleared np. One of the disreputable com- 
panions of the murdered man confessed on his 
death-bed that he had done the deed. There 
was nothing interesting or remarkable in the cir- 
cumstances. Chance, which had put innocence 
in peril, had offered impunity to guilt. An in- 
famous woman, a jealous quarrel, and an ab- 
sence at the moment of witnesses on the spot — 
these were really the commonplace materials 
which had composed the tragedy of Pardon's 
Piece. 



CHAPTER THE NINTH. 

THE HBBO OF THE TBIAL. 

"You have forced it out of me. Now you 
have had your way, never mind my feelings. 
Gor 

Those were the first words the Hero of the 
Trial said to me, when he was able to speak 
again. He withdrew, with a curious sullen res- 
ignation, to the farther end of the room. There 
he stood looking at me as a man might have 
looked who carried some contagion about him, 
and who wished to preserve a healthy fellow- 
creature from the peril of touching him. 

" Why should I go ?" I asked. 

** You are a bold woman," he said, "to re- 
main in the same room with a man who has 
been pointed at as a murderer, and who has been 
tried for his life." 

The same unhealthy state of mind which had 
brought him to Dimchnrch, and which had led 
him to speak to me as he had spoken on the 
previous evening, was, as I understood it, now ir- 
ritating him against me as a person who had 
made his own quick temper the means of entrap- 
ping him into letting out the truth. How was I 
to deal with a man in this condition ? I decided 
to perform the feat which you caU in England 
** taking the bull by the horns." 

"I see but one man here," I said: "a man 
honorably acquitted of a crime which he was in- 
capable of conmiitting — a man who deserves my 
interest, and claims my sympathy. Shake hands, 
Mr. Dubourg." 

I spoke to him in a good hearty voice, and I 
gare him a good hearty squeeze. The poor, 
yreak, lonely, persecuted young fellow dropped 
his hiful on my shoulder like a child, and burst 
out crjing. 

^^Dotit despise me," he said, as soon as he 
had got l4s breath again. *' It breaks a man 
down to ha«e stood in the dock, and to have had 
hundreds of !iard-hearted people staring at him 
in horror, without his deserving it. Besides, I 
have been very \onely, ma'am, since my brother 
left me." 



We sat down again side by side. He was the 
strangest compound of anomalies I had ever met 
with. Throw him into one of those passions in 
which he flamed out so easily, and you would 
have said, This is a tiger. Wait till he had 
cooled down again to his customary mild tem- 
perature, and you would have said, with equal 
truth, This is a lamb. 

"One thing rather surprises me, Mr. Du- 
bourg," I went on, "I can't quite under- 
stand—" 

"Don't call me *Mr. Dubourg,'" he inter- 
posed. " You remind me of the disgrace which 
has forced me to change my name. Call me by 
my Christian name. It's a foreign name. You 
are a foreigner by your accent — ^you will like me 
all the better for having a foreign name. I was 
christened * Oscar,' after my mother^s brother— 
my mother was a Jersey woman. Call me * Os- 
car. * What is it you don't understand ?" 

"In your present situation," I resumed, "I 
don't understand your brother leaving you here 
all by yourself." 

He was on the point of flaming out again at 
that. 

"Not a word against my brother!" he ex- 
claimed, fiercely. " My brother is the noblest 
creature that God ever created ! You must own 
that yourself; you know what he did at the tri- 
al. I should have died on the scaffold but for 
that angel. I insist on it that he is not a man. 
He is an angd!" 

(I admitted that his brother was an angel. 
The concession instantly pacified him.) 

"People say there is no difference between 
us," he went on, drawing his chair companion- 
ably close to mine. " Ah, people are so shal- 
low! Personally, I grant you, we are exactly 
alike. (You have heard that we are twins?) 
But there it ends, unfortunately for me. Nugent 
(my brother was christened Nugent, after my 
father) — ^Nugent is a hero ! Nugent is a genius ! 
I should have died if he hadn't taken care of me 
after the trial. I had nobody but him. We are 
orphans ; we have no brothers or sisters. Nu- 
gent felt the disgrace even more than I felt it, 
but he could control himself. It fell more heavi- 
ly on him than it did on me. I'll tell you why. 
Nugent was in a fair way to make our family 
name — the name that we have been obliged to 
drop — &mous all over the world. He is a paint- 
er — a landscape painter. Have you never heard 
of him ? Ah, you soon will ! Where do you 
think he has gone to ? He has gone to the wilds 
of America in search of new subjects. He is 
going to found a school of landscape painting. 
On an immense scale! A scale that has never 
been attempted yet ! Dear fellow ! Shall I tell 
you what he said when he left me here ? Noble 
words — I call them noble words. * Oscar, I go 
to make our assumed name famous. You shall 
be honorably known — ^you shall be illustrious — ^as 
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the brother of Nugent Daboarg.' Do 70a think 
I could stand in the way of such a career as that ? 
After what he has sacrificed for me, could I let 
Such a Man stagnate here — ^for no better purpose 
than to keep me company ? What does it mat- 
ter about my feeling lonely ? Who am I ? Oh, 
if yon had seen how he bore with the horrible 
notoriety that followed us after the trial ! He 
was constantly stared at and pointed at, for 
im. Not a word of complaint escaped him. He 
snapped his fingers at it. * That for public opin- 
ion!' he said. What strength of mind — eh? 
From one place after another we moved and 
moved, and still there were the photographs 
and the newspapers and the whole infamous 
story ('romance in real life,' they called it) 
known beforehand to every body. He never lost 
heart. ' We shall find a place yet' (that was the 
cheerful way he put it). ' You have nothing to 
do with it, Oscar ; you are safe in my hands ; I 
promise you exacUy the place of refuge you 
Want.' It was he who got all the information, 
and found out this lonely part of England where 
you live. / thought it pretty as we wandered 
about the hills ; it wasn't half grand enough for 
him. We lost ourselves. I began to feel nerv- 
ous. He didn't mind it a bit. *' You have Me 
with you, ' he said. *' My luck is always to be de- 
pended on. Mark what I say ! We shall stum- 
ble on a village I' You will hardly believe me 
— ^in ten minutes more we stumbled, exactly as 
he had foretold, on this place. He didn't leave 
me — ^when I had prevailed on him to go — with- 
out a recommendation. He recommended me' 
to the landlord of the inn here. He said, *■ My 
brother is delicate; my brother wishes to live 
in retirement; you will oblige me by looking 
after my brother.' Wasn't it kind ? The land- 
lord seemed to be quite affected by it. Nugent 
cried when he took leave of me. Ah, what would 
I not give to have a heart like his, and a mind 
like his! It's something — ^isn't it? — to have a 
foce like him. I often say that to myself when I 
look in the glass. Excuse my running on in 
this way. When I once begin to talk of Nugent, 
I don't know when to leave off." 

One thing, at any rate, was plainly discernible 
in this otherwise inscrutable young man. He 
adored his twin brother. 

It would have been equally clear to me that 
Mr. Nugent Dubourg deserved to be worshiped 
if I could have reconciled to my mind his leav- 
ing his brother to shift for himself in such a place 
as Dimchurch. I was obliged to remind myself 
of the admirable service which he had rendered 
at the trial before I could decide to do him the 
justice of suspending my opinion of him in his 
absence. Having accomplished this act of, mag- 
nanimity, I took advantage of the first oppor- 
tunity to change the subject. The most tire- 
some information that I am acquainted with is 
the information which tells us of the virtues of 



an absent person — ^when that absent person hap- 
pens to be a stranger. 

** Is it true that you have taken Browndown 
for six months ?" I asked. *■ *■ Are you really go- 
ing to settle at Dimchurch ?" 

** Yes — ^if you keep my secret," he answered. 
''The people here know nothing about me. 
Don't, pray don't, tell them who I am! You 
will drive me away if you do."> 

"I must tell Miss Einch who yon are," I 
said. 

" No ! no ! no ! " he exclaimed, eagerly. " I 
can't bear the idea of her knowing it. I have 
been so horribly degraded. What will she think 
of me ?" He burst into another explosion of 
rhapsodies on the subject of Lucilla — mixed up 
with renewed petitions to me to keep his story 
concealed from every body. I lost all patience 
with his want of common fortitude and common 
sense. 

"Young Oscar, I should like to box your 
ears!" I said. "You are in a villainously un- 
wholesome state about this moieer. Have you 
nothing else to think of? Have you no profes- 
sion ? Are you not obliged to work for your 
living?" 

I spoke, as you perceive, with some force of 
expression, aided by a corresponding asperity of 
voice and manner. 

Mr. Oscar Dubourg looked at me with the 
puzzled air of a man who feels an overflow of 
new ideas forcing itself into his mind. He mod- 
estly admitted the degrading truth. From his 
childhood upward he had only to put his hand in 
his pocket and to find the money there, without 
any preliminary necessity of earning it first. His 
father had been a fiishionable portrait painter, 
and had married one of his sitters, an heiress. 
Oscar and Nugent had been left in the detesta- 
ble position of independent gentlemen. The dig- 
nity of labor yfba a dignity unknown to these de- 
graded young men. ' ' I despise a wealthy idler," 
I said to Oscar, with my republican severity. 
" You want the ennobling influences of labor to 
make a man of you. Nobody has a right to be 
idle ; nobody has a right to be rich. You would 
be in a more wholesome state of mind about 
yourself, my young gentleman, if you had to earn 
your bread and cheese before you ate it." 

He stared at me piteously. The noble senti- 
ments which I had inherited from Doctor Fza-. 
tolungo completely bewildered Mr. Oscar Du- 
bourg. 

" Don't be ungiy with me," he said, in his in- 
nocent way. " I couldn't eat my cheese if I did i 
earn it. I can't digest cheesa Besides, I em- 
ploy myself as much as I can. " He took his lit- 
tle golden vase from the table birtiind him, and 
told me what I had already heard h&n tell Lu- 
cilla while I was listening at the window. " You 
would have found me at work this morning," he 
went on, "if the stupid people who send me my 
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metal plates had not made a mistake. The al- 
loj, in the gold and silver both, is all wrong this 
time. I most return the plates to be melted 
again before I can do any thing with theuL Thej 
are all ready to go back to-day when the cart 
comes. If there are any laboring people here 
who want money, I'm sure I will give them some 
of mine with the greatest pleasure. It isn't my 
fault, ma'am, that my father married my moth- 
er. And how could I help it if he left two thou- 
sand a year eadi to my brother and me ?" 

Twx> thousand a year each to his brother and 
him ! And the illustrious Pratolungo had never 
known what it was to have five pounds sterling 
at his disposal before his union with Me ! 

I lifted my eyes to the ceiling. . In my right- 
eous indignation I forgot Lucilla and her curios- 
ity about Oscar ; I forgot Oscar and his horror 
of Lucilla discovering who he was. I opened 
my lips to speak. In another moment I should 
have launched my! thunder-bolts against the whole 
Infamous system of modem society, when I was 
silenced by the most extraordinary and unexpect- 
ed interruption that ever closed a woman's lips. 



CHAPTER THE TENTH. 

FIRST APPKARANCB OF JICKS. 

There walked in at the open door of the 
room— softly, suddenly, composedly — a chubby 
female child, who could not possibly have been 
more than three years old. She had no hat or 
cap on her head. A dirty pinafore covered her 
from her chin to her feet This amazing appa- 
rition advanced into the middle of the room, 
holding hugged under one arm a ragged and dis- 
reputable-looking doll ; stared hard, first at Os- 
car, then at me ; advanced to my knees, laid the 
disreputable doll on my lap, and pointing to a 
vacant chair at my side, claimed the rights of 
hospitality in these words : 

** Jicks will sit down." 

How was it possible, under these circum- 
stances, to attack the in&mous system of mod- 
em society? It was only possible to kiss 
"Jicks." 

" Do you kqow who this is ?" I inquired, as I 
lifted our visitor on to the chair. 

Oscar burst out laughing. Like me, he now 
saw this mysterious young lady for the first time. 
Like me, he wondered what 4he extraordinary 
nickname under which she had presented herself 
could possibly mean. 

We looked at the child. The child— with its 
legs stretched out straight before it, terminating 
in a pair of little dusty boots with holes in them 
— ^lifted its large round eyes, overshadowed by a 
penthoase of unbrushed flaxen hair, looked grave- 
ly at us in return, and n^de a second call on our 
hospitality as follows : 

** Jicks ^^ill have something to drink." 



While Oscar ran into the kitchen for some 
milk, I succeeded in discovering the identity of 
■ "Jicks." 

Something — I can not well explain what — ir 
the manner in which the child had drifted intc 
the room with her doll reminded me of the lym- 
phatic lady of the rectory, drifting backwaid and 
forward with the baby in one hand and the nov- 
el in the other. I took the liberty of examining 
" Jicks's" pinafore, and discovered the mark in 
one comer, " Selina Finch." Exactly as I had 
supposed, here was a member of Mrs. Finch's 
numerous family. Rather a young member, it 
strack me, to be wandering Imtless round the en- 
virons of Dimchurch all by herself. 

Oscar returned with the milk in a mug. The 
child, insisting on taking the mug into her own 
hands, steadily. emptied it to the last drop, re- 
covered her breath with a gasp, looked at me 
with a white mustache of milk on her upper lip, 
and announced the conclusion of her visit in these 
terms: 

"Jicks will get down again." 

I deposited our young friend on the floor. She 
took her doll, and stood for a moment deep in 
thought. What was she going to do next ? We 
were not kept long in suspense. She suddenly 
put her little, hot, fat hand into mine, and tried 
to pull me after her out of the room. 

" What do you want ?" I asked. 

Jicks answered in one untranslatable com- 
pound word, 

"Man-Gee-gee." 

I sufiered myself to be pulled out of the room 
to see " Man-Gee-gee," to play " Man-Gee-gee," 
or to eat "Man-Gee-gee," it was impossible to 
tell which. I was pulled along the passage ; I 
was pulled out to the front-door. There — hav- 
ing approached the house iuaudibly to us over 
the grass — stood the horse, cart, and man wait- 
ing to take the case of gold and silver plates 
back to London. I looked at Oscar, who had 
followed me. We now underetood not only the 
masterly compound word of Jicks (signifyi|»g 
man and horse, and passing over cart as unim- 
portant), but the polite attention of Jicks in en- 
tering the house to inform us, after a rest and a 
drink, of a circumstance which had escaped our 
notice. The driver of the cart had, on his own 
acknowledgment, been investigated and qnes- 
tioned by this extraordinary child, strolling up 
to the door of Browndown to see M'hat he was 
doing there. Jicks was a public character at 
Dimchurch. The driver knew all about yher. 
She had been nicknamed " Gypsy" from her 
dering habits, and had shortened the nai 
her own dialect into ** Jicks." There w; 
keeping her in at the rectory, try how yon 
They had long since abandoned the effort ]|n 
spair. Sooner or later she turned' up 
somebody bronght her back, or one of the/she^- 
dogs found her asleep under a bush and Jave the 
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alami. "What goes on in that child's liead," 
satil the driTer, regarding Jlcks with a sort of 
s'liperslftiona admiration, "the Lord only knows. 
Mhe haa anill of her own and away of her own. 
Sh«y« a child, and shB ain't a child. At three 
;es .> of age she's a riddle none of ns can gneas. 
jnd diKt's the long and the short of what I ttnow 
abo* her." 



"a lift" to Brighton. Carpenter se 
burly man— made a joke. " It's a lonely conn- 
try between this and Brighton, Sir," he said to 
Oscar. "Three of us will l>e none too nxany to 
see your precious packing-case safe into the rail- 
way station. Oscar look it seriously. "Are 
there any robben in this neighborhood?" he 
asked. "Lord bre yon. Sir!" said the driver, 



e this explanation was in progress the 
Br who had nailed np the case, and the 
it's son, accompanying bim, j<nned ns in 
the house. They followed Oscar in, and 
It agun bearing the heavy bnrden of 
- metal— more than one man could con- 
' lift — l>etween them. 
ue deposited in the cart, carpenter sen- 
^rpenler junior got in after it, wanting 



"robbers wonld starve in these pans; we have 
got nothing worth thieving here." Jicks, still 
watching the proceedings with an interest whicli 
allow»d no detail to escape her notice, assntned the 
responiibililyofstarting the men on their jonnicy. 
The odd child waved her chubby hand imperi- 
oasly to her friend the driver, and cried in her 
loudest voice, "Away!" The driver touched his 
hat with comic respect. " All right, miss ; time's 
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money, ain't it ?*' He cracked his whip, and the 
cart rolled off noiselessly over the thick, close 
turf of the South Downs. 

It was time for me to go hack to the rectory, 
and to restore the wandering Jicks, for the time 
being, to the protection of home. I turned to 
Oscar to say good-by. 

'^ I wish I was going back with you," he said. 

*' You will be as free as I am to come and 
to go at the rectory," I answered, ''when they 
know what has passed this morning between you 
and me. In your own interests I am deter- 
mined to tell them who yon are. You have 
nothing to fear, and every thing to gain, by my 
speaking out. Clear your mind of fancies and 
suspicions that are unworthy of you. By to- 
morrow we shall be good neighbors ; by the end 
of the week we shall be good Mends. For the 
present, as we say in France, au revoir .'" 

I turned to take Jicks by the hand. While 
I had been speaking to Oscar the child had 
slipped away from me. Not a sign of her was 
to be seen. 

Before we could stir a step to search for our 
lost Gypsy, her voice reached us, raised shrill 
and angry, in the regions behind us, at the side 
of the house. 

" GrO away!" we heard the child cry out im- 
patiently. " Ugly men, go away !" 

We turned the corner, and discovered two 
shabby strangers resting themselves against the 
side-wall of the house. Their cadaverous faces, 
their brutish expressions, and their frowsy clothes 
proclaimed' them, to my eye, as belonging to the 
vilest blackguard type that the civilized earth 
has yet produced — the blackguard of London 
growth. There they lounged, with their hands 
in their pockets and their backs against the wall, 
as if they were airing themselves on the outer 
side of a public-house, and there stood Jicks, 
with her legs planted wide apart on the turf, 
asserting the rights of property (even at that 
early age !), and ordering the rascals off. 

"What are you doing there?" asked Oscar, 
sharply. 

One of the men appeared to be on the point 
of making an insolent answer. The other — ^the 
younger and the viler-looking villain of the two 
— checked him, and spoke first. 

" We've had a longish walk. Sir," said the 
fellow, with an impudent assumption of humil- 
ity ; ** and we've took the liberty of resting our 
backs against your wall, and feastin' our eyes on 
the beauty of your young lady here." 

He pointed to the child. Jicks shook her fist at 
him, and ordered him off more fiercely than ever. 

"There's an inn in the village," said Oscar. 
" Rest there, if you please — ^my house is not an 
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The elder man made a second effort to speak, 
beginning with an oath. The younger checked 
him again. 



" Shut up, Jim !" said the superior blackguarc 
of the two. "The gentleman recommends th< 
tap at the inn. Come and drink the gentle 
man's health." He turned to the child, and 
took off his hat to her with a low bow. "Wish 
you good-moming, miss I You're just the style, 
you are, that I admire. Please don't engage 
yourself to be married till I come back." 

His savage companion was so tickled by this 
delicate pleasantry that he burst suddenly into a 
roar of laughter. Arm in arm the two ruffians 
walked off together in the direction of the vil- 
lage. Our funny little Jicks became a tragic 
and terrible Jicks all on a sudden. The child 
resented the insolence of the two men as if she 
really understood it. I never saw so young 
a creature in such a furious passion before. 
She picked up a stone and threw it at them be- 
fore I could stop her. She sci^eamed, and 
stamped her tiny feet alternately on the ground, 
till she was purple in the face. She threw her- 
self down and rolled in fury on the grass. 
Nothing pacified her but a rash promise of Os- 
car's (which he was destined to hear of for many 
a long day afterward) to send for the police, and 
to have the two men soundly beaten for daring 
to laugh at Jicks. She got up from the ground, 
and dried her eyes with her knuckles, and fixed 
a warning look on Oscar. " Mind !" said this 
curious child, with her bosom still heaving under 
the dirty pinafore, " the men are to be beaten. 
And Jicks is to see it." 

I said nothing to Oscar at the time, but I felt 
some secret uneasiness on the way home — an 
uneasiness inspired by the appearance of the two 
men in the neighborhood of Browndown. 

It was impossible to say how long they might 
have been lurking about the outside of the house 
before the child discovered them. They might 
have heard, through the open window, what 
Oscar had said to me on the subject of his plates 
of precious metal; and they might have seen 
the heavy packing-case placed in the cart. I 
felt no apprehension about the safe arrival of 
the case at Brighton : the three men in the cart 
were men enough to take good care of it. My 
fears were for the future. Oscar was living, 
entirely by himself, in a lonely house more than 
half a mite distant from the village. His fancy 
for chasing in the precious metals might have 
its dangers, ,as well as its attractions, if it be- 
came known beyond the pastoral limits of Dim- 
church. Advancing from one suspicion to an- 
other, I asked myself if the two men had roamed 
by mere accident into our remote part of the 
world, or whether they had deliberately found 
their way to Browndown with a purpose in view. 
Having this doubt in my mind, and happening 
to encounter the old nurse, Zillah, in the garden 
as I entered the rectory gates with my little 
charge, I put the question to her plainly, "Do 
you see many strangers at Dimchurch ?" 
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* ' Stranger^ ?" repeated the old woman. * * Ex- 
ceptiirg yourself, ma'am, we see no such thing 
as a stranger here from one year's end to an- 
other." 

I determined to say a warning word to Oscar 
at the first convenient opportunity. 



CHAPTER THE ELEVENTH. 

BLIND LOVE. 

LuciLLA was at the piano when I entered the 
sitting-room. 

" I wanted you of all things," she said. " I 
have sent all oyer the house in search of yon. 
Where have you been ?" 

I told her. 

She sprang to her feet with a cry of delight. 

" You have persuaded him to trust you — ^you 
have discovered every thing. You only said * I 
have been at Browndown' — and I heard it in 
your voice. Out with it! out with it!" 

She never moved — she seemed hardly to 
breathe — ^while I was telling her all that had 
passed at the interview between Oscar and me. 
As soon as I had done she got up in a violent 
harry, flushed and eager, and made straight for 
her bedroom door. 

" What are you going to do?" I asked. 

'^ I want my hat and my stick," she answered. 

" You are going out?" 

"Yes." 

"Where?" 

' ' Can you aak the question ? To Browndown, 
of course I" 

I begged her to wait a moment, and hear a 
word or two that I had to say. It is, I sup- 
pose, almost needless to add that my object in 
speaking to her was to protest against the glaring 
impropriety of her paying a second visit, in one 
day, to a man who was a stranger to her. I 
declared, in the plainest terms, that such a pro- 
ceeding would be sufficient, in the estimation of 
any civilized community, to put her reputation 
in peril. The result of my interference was cu- 
rious and interesting in the extreme. It showed 
me that the virtue called Modesty (I am not 
speaking of Decency, mind) is a virtue of purely 
artificial growth ; and that the successful culti- 
vation of it depends, in the first instance, not on 
the influence of the tongue, but on the influence 
of the eye. 

Suppose the case of an average young lady 
(conscious of feeling a first love) to whom I 
might have spoken in the sense that I have just 
mentioned — ^what would she have done? 

She would assuredly have shown some natural 
and pretty confusion, and would, in all human 
probability, have changed color more or less while 
she was listening to me. Lucilla's charming 
&ce revealed but one expression — an expression 



of disappointment, slightly mixed, perhaps, with 
surprise. I believed hei' to be then, what I knew 
her to be afterward, as pure a creature as ever 
walked the earth. And yet of the natural and 
becoming confusion, of the little inevitable femi- 
nine changes of color which I had expected to 
see, not so much as a vestige appeared — and 
this, remember, in the case of a person of unusu- 
ally sensitive and impulsive nature : quick, on 
the most trifling occasions, to feel and to express 
its feelings in no ordinary degree. 

What did it mean ? 

It meant that here was one strange side shown 
to me of the terrible affliction that darkened her 
life. It meant that modesty is essentially the 
growth of our own consciousness of the eyes of 
others judging us, and that blindness is never 
bashful, for the one simple reason that blindness 
can not see. The most modest girl in existence 
is bolder with her lover in the dark than in the 
light. The female model who "sits'* for the 
first time in a drawing academy, and who shrinks 
from the ordeal, is persuaded, in the last resort, 
to enter the students' room by having a bandage 
bound over her eyes. My poor Lucilla had al- 
ways the bandage over her eyes. My poor Lu- 
cilla was never to meet her lover in the light. 
She had grown up with the passions of a wom- 
an, and yet she had never advanced beyond the 
fearless and primitive innocence of a child. Ah, 
if ever th^e was a sacred charge confided to any 
mortal creature, here surely was a sacred charge 
confided to Me ! I could not endure to see the 
poor pretty blind face turned so insensibly toward 
mine, after such words as I had just said to her. 
She was standing within my reach. I took her 
by the arm, and made her sit on my knee. ' ' My 
dear," I said, very earnestly, "you must not go 
to him again to-day." 

" I have got so much to say to him !" she an- 
swered, impatiently. " I want to tell him how 
deeply I feel for him, and how anxious I am to 
make his life a happier one if I can." 

"My dear Lucilla! you can't say this to a 
young man. It is as good as telling him, in 
plain words, that you are fond of him !" 

"I aw fond of him." 

"Hush ! hush ! Keep it to yourself until you 
are sure that he is fond of you. It is the man's 
place, my love, not the woman's, to own the 
truth first in matters of this sort." 

" That is very hard on the women. If they 
feel it first, they ought to own it first." She 
paused for a moment, considering with herself, 
and abruptly got off my knee. "I must speak 
to him!" she burst out; "I mtM^tell him that 
I have heard his story, and that I think all the 
better of him after it, instead of the worse!" 

She was again on^ her way to get her hat. My 
only chance of stopping her was to invent a 
compromise. 

"Write him a note," I said, and then sud- 
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denly remembered that she was blind. '*Yon 
shall dictate," I added, **and I will hold the 
pen. Be content with that for to-day. For 
my sake, Lucilla!" 

She yielded, not very willingly, poor thing. 
Bat she jealously declined to let me hold the 
pen. 

**' My first note to him must be all written by 
me," she said. **I can write, in my own 
roundabout way. It*s long and tiresome; but 
still I can do it. Come, and see." 

She led the way to a writing-table in the cor- 
ner of the room, and sat for a while, with the 
pen in her hand, thinking. Her irresistible 
smile broke suddenly like a glow of light over 
her face. ** Ah ! " she exclaimed, ** I know how 
to tell him what I think !" 

Guiding the pen in her right hand with the 
lingers of her left hand, she wrote slowly, in 
large childish characters, these words : 

"Dear Mr. Oscar, — I have heard all about 
you. Please send me the little gold vase. 

* * Your friend, Lucilla. " 

She inclosed and directed the letter, and 
clapped her hands for joy. "He will know 
what that means ! " she said, gayly. 

It was useless to attempt making a second re- 
monstrance; I rang the bell, under protest (im- 
agine her receiving a present from a gentleman 
to whom she had spoken for the first time that 
morning !), and the groom was sent off to Brown- 
down with the letter. In making this conces- 
sion I privately said to myself, " I shall keep a 
tight hand over Oscar ; he is the most manage- 
able person of the two !** 

The interval before the return of the nurse was 
not an easy interval to fill up. I proposed some 
music. Lucilla was still too full of her new in- 
terest to be able to give her attention to any 
thing else. She suddenly remembered that her 
father and her step-mother ought both to be in- 
formed that Mr. Dubourg was a perfectly pre- 
sentable person at the rectory. She decided on 
writing to her father. 

On this occasion she made no difficulty about 
permitting me to hold the pen while she told 
me what to write. We produced between us 
rather a flighty, enthusiastic, high-flown sort of 
letter. I felt by no means sure that we should 
raise a favorable impression of our new neighbor 
in the mind of Reverend Finch. That was, 
however, not my affair. I appeai'ed to excellent 
advantage in the matter as the judicious foreign 
lady who had insisted on making inquiries. For 
the rest, it was a point of honor with me — ^wiit- 
ing for a person who was blind — not to change 
a single word in the sentences which Lucilla dic- 
tated to me. The letter completed, I wrote. the 
address of the house in Bnghton at which Mr. 
Finch then Happened to be staying; and I wa9 



next about to close tlie envelope in due course — 
when Lucilla stopped nie. 

" Wait a little," she said. "Don't close the 
letter yet." 

I wondered why the envelope was to be left 
open, and why Lucilla looked a little confused 
when she forbade me to close it. Another un- 
expected revelation of the influence of their af- 
fliction on the natures of the blind was waiting 
to enli^ten me on those two points. 

After consultation between us it had been 
decided, at Lncilla's express request, that I 
should inform Mrs. Finch that the mystery at 
Browndown was now cleared up. Lucilla openly 
owned to having no gi'eat relish for the society 
of her step-mother, or for the duty invariably 
devolving on any body who was. long in the com- 
pany of that fertile lady of either finding her 
handkerchief or holding her baby. A duplicate 
key of the door of communication between the 
two sides of the house was given to me, and I 
left the room. 

Before performing my errand I went for a 
minute into my bed-chamber to put away my 
hat and my parasol. Returning into the corri- 
dor, and passing the door of the sitting-room, I 
found that it had been left ajar by some one who 
had entered after I had left, and I heai'd Lncil- 
la's voice say, "Take that letter out of the en- 
velope, and read it to me." 

I pursued my way along the passage — ^vfery 
slowly, I own — and I heard the first sentences 
of the letter which I had written under Luctila's 
dictation read aloud to her in the old nurse s 
voice. The incurable suspicion of the blind — 
always abandoned to the same melancholy dis- 
trust of the peraons about them, always doubt- 
ing whether some deceit is not. being practiced 
on them by the happy people who can see — had 
urged Lucilla, even in the trifling matter of the 
letter, to put me to the test behind my back. 
She was using Zillah's eyes to make sure that I 
had really written all that she had dictated to 
me, exactly as, on many an after occasion, she 
used my eyes to make sure of Zillah's complete 
performance of tasks allotted to her in the house. 
No experience of the faithful devotion of those 
who live with them ever thoroughly satisfies the 
blind. Ah, poor things, always in the dark ! al- 
ways in the dark! 

. In opening the door of communication it ap- 
peared as. if I had also opened all the doors of 
all the bed-chambers in the rectory, . The mo- 
ment I stepped into the passage, out popped the 
children from one room after another, like rab- 
bits out of their burrows. 

* * Where is your mamma ?" I asked. 

The rabbits answered by one universal shriek, 
and popped back again into their burrows. 

I went down the stairs to try my luck on the 
ground-floor. The window on the landing had 
a view over the front garden. I looked out, and 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



37 



saw the irrepressible Arab of the family, oar 
small, chubby Jicks, wandering in the garden all 
by herself, evidently on the watch for her next 
opportunity of escaping from the house. This 
curious little creature cared nothing for the so- 
ciety of the other children. In-doors, she sat 
gravely retired in comers, taking her meals 
(whenever she could) on the floor. Out-of- 
doore, she roamed till she could walk no longer, 
and then lay down any where, like a little ani- 
mal, to sleep. She happened to look up as I 
stood at the window. Seeing me, she waved 
her hands indicatively in the direction of the rec- 
tory gate. '1 What is it ?" I asked. The Arab 
answered, '* Jicks wants to get out." 

At the same moment the screaming of a baby 
below informed me that I was in the near neigh- 
borhood of Mrs. Finch. 

I advanced toward the noise, and found my- 
self standing before the open door of a large 
store-room at the extreme end of the passage. 
In the middle of the room (issuing household 
commodities to the cook) sat Mrs. Finch. She 
was robed this time in a petticoat and a shawl ; 
and she had the baby and the novel laid together 
flat on their backs in her lap^ 

'^ Eight pounds of soap ? Where does it all 
go to, I wonder!" groaned Mrs. Finch, to the 
accompaniment of the baby's screams. " Five 
pounds of soda for the laundry? One would 
think we did the washing for the whole village. 
Six pounds of candles ? Yon must eat candles 
like the Russians. Who ever heard of burning 
six pounds of candles in a we^ ? Ten pounds 
of sugar ? Who gets it all ? I never taste sugar 
from one year's end to another. Waste, nothing 
bnt waste!" Here Mrs. Finch looked my way, 
and saw me at the door. '* Oh, Madame Pra- 
tolungo ? ' How d'ye do ? Don't go away. I've 
just ^ done. — A bottle of blacking? My shoes 
are a disgrace to the house. Five pounds of 
rice ? If I had Indian servants, five pounds of 
rice would last them for a year. There ! take 
the things away into the. kitchen. — ^Excuse my 
dress, Madame Pratolungo. How am 1 to dress, 
with all I have got to do ? What do you say ? 
My time must, indeed, be fully occupied ? Ah, 
that's just where it is ! When you have lost half 
an hour in the morning, and can't pick it up 
again — to say nothing of having the store-room 
on your mind, and the children's dinner late, 
and the baby fractious — one slips on a petticoat 
and a shawl, and gives it up in despair. What 
can I have done with my handkerchief? ^Tonld 
you mind looking among those bottles behind 
you ? Oh, here it is under the baby. Might I 
trouble you to hold my book for one moment ? 
I think the baby will be quieter if I put him the 
)ther way." Here Mrs. Finch turned the baby 
»v6r on his stomach, and patted him briskly on 
.ns back. At this change in his circumstances 
the unappeasable infiint only roared louder than 



ever. His mother appeared to be perfectly un- 
affected by the noise. This resigned domestic 
martyr looked placidly up at me as I stood be- 
fore her, bewildered, with the novel in my hand. 
'* Ah, that's a very interesting story," she went 
on. " Plenty of love in it, you know. You 
have come for it, haven't you? I remember I 
promised to lend it to you yesterday." Before 
I could answer, the cook appeared again in search 
of more household commodities. Mrs. Finch 
i-epeated the woman's demands, one by one as 
she made them, in tones of despair. *' Another 
bottle of vinegar? I believe you water the gar- 
den with vinegar! More starch? The Queen's 
washing, I'm firmly persuaded, doesn't come to 
as much as ours. Sand-paper? Sand-paper 
means waste-paper in this profligate house. I 
shall tell your master. I really can not make 
the housekeeping money last at this rate. — Don't 
go, Madame Pratolungo! I shall have done 
directly. What ? You must go ? Oh, then, 
put the book back on my lap, please, and look 
behind that sack of flour. The first volume 
slipped down there this morning, and I haven't 
had time to pick it up since. — Sand-paper ! Do 
you think I'm made of sand-paper? — Have you 
found the first volume ? Ah, that's it. All over 
flour ! There's a hole in the sack, I suppose^ — 
Twelve sheets of sand-paper used in a week! 
What for ? I defy any of you to tell me what 
for. Waste! waste! shameful, sinful waste!" 
At this point in Mrs. Finch's lamentations I 
made my escape with the book, and left the sub- 
ject of Oscar Dubourg to be introduced at a fit- 
ter opportunity. The last words I heard, through 
the screams of the baby, as I ascended the stairs, 
were words still relating to the week's prodigal 
consumption of sand-paper. Let us drop a tear, 
if you please, over the woes of Mrs. Finch, and 
leave the British matron apostrophizing domes- 
tic economy in the odorous seclusion of her own 
store-room. 

I had just related to Lucilla the failure of my 
expedition to the other side of the house, when 
the groom returned, bringing with him the gold 
vase and a letter. 

Oscar's answer was judiciously modeled to im- 
itate the brevity of Lucilla's note. '* You have 
made me a happy man again. When may I fol- 
low the vase?" There, in two sentences, was 
the whole letter. 

I had another discussion with Lucilla relating 
to the propriety of our receiving Oscar in Rever- 
end Finch's absence. It was only possible to per- 
suade her to wait until she had at least heard from 
her father by consenting to take another walk 
toward Browndown the next morning. This 
new concession satisfied her. She had received 
his present ; she had exchanged letters with him 
— that was enough to content her for the time. 

**Do you think he is getting fond of me?" 
she asked, the last thing at night, taking her 
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gold vase to bed with her, poor dear — exactly as 
she might have taken a new toy to bed with her 
when she was a child. '*Give him time, my 
love," I answered. "It isn't every body who 
can travel at your pace in such a serious matter 
as this." My banter had no effect upon her. 
'* Go away with your candle," she said. " The 
darkness makes no difference to me. 1 can see 
him in my thoughts. " She nestled her head com- 
fortably on the pillows, and tapped me saucily 
on the cheek as I bent over her. ''Own the 
advantage I have over you now," she said. 
" You can't see at night without your candle. 
/ could go all over the house at this moment 
without making a false step any where." 

When I left her that night, I sincerely believe 
"poor Miss Finch" was the happiest woman in 
England. 



CHAPTER THE TWELFTH. 

MR. FINCH SMELLS MONEY. 

A DOMESTIC alarm deferred for some hours 
our proposed walk to Browndown. 

The old nurse, Zillah, was taken ill in the 
night. She was so little relieved by such reme- 
dies as we were able to apply that it became, nec- 
essary to summon the doctor in the morning. 
He lived at some distance from Dimchurch; 
and he had to send back to his own house for 
the medicines required. As a necessary result 
of these delays, it was close on one o'clock in 
the afternoon before the medical remedies had 
their effect, and the nurse was sufficiently re- 
covered to permit of oiir leaving her in the serv- 
ants' care. 

We had dressed for our walk (Lucilla being 
ready long before I was), and had got as far as 
the garden gate on our way to Browndown, 
when we heard, on the other side of the wall, a 
man's voice, pitched in superbly deep bass tones, 
pronouncing these words : 

"Believe jne, my dear Sir, there is not the 
least difficulty. I have only to send the check 
to my bankers at Brighton." 

Lucilla started, and caught hold of me by the 
arm. 

"My father!" she exclaimed, in the utmost 
astonishment. " Who is he talking to ?" 

The key of the gate was in my possession. 
"What a grand voice your lather has got!" I 
said, as I took the key out of my pocket. I 
opened the gate. There, confronting us on the 
threshold, arm in arm as if they had known each 
other from childhood, stood Lucilla's father and 
' — Oscar Dnbourg ! 

Beverend Finch opened the proceedings by 
folding his daughter affectionately in his arms. 

" My dear child !" he said, "I received your 
letter — ^your most interesting letter — this morn- 
ing. The moment I read it I felt that I owed a 



duty to Mr. Dnfaoni^. As pastor of Dimchurch, 
it was clearly incumbent on me to oomfoit a 
brother in affliction. I really felt, so to speak^ 
a longing to hold out the right hand of friend- 
ship to this sorely tried man. I borrowed my 
friend's carriage, and drove straight to Brown- 
down. We have had a long and cordial talk. 
I have brought Mr. Dnboui^ home with me. 
He most be one of us. My dear child, Mr. 
Dubourg must be one of us. Let me introduce 
you. My eldest daughter — ^Mr. Dubourg." 

He performed the ceremony of presentation 
with the most impenetrable gravity, as if he really 
believed that Oscar and his daughter now met 
each other for the first time ! 

Never had I set my eyes on a meaner-looking 
man than this rector. In height he barely 
reached up to my shoulder. In substance he 
was so miserably lean that he looked the living 
picture of starvation. He would have made his 
fortune in the streets of London if he had only 
gone out and shown himsdf to the public in 
ragged clothes. His face was deeply pitted with 
the small-pox. His short grizzly hair stood np 
stiff and straight on his head like hair fixed in a 
broom. His small whitish-gray eyes had a rest- 
less, inquisitive, hungry look in them indescrib- 
ably irritating and uncomfortable to see. The 
one personal distinction he possessed consisted 
in his magnificent bass voice — a voice which had 
no sort of right to exist in the person who used 
it. Until one became accustomed to the con- 
trast there was something perfectly unbearable 
in hearing those superb big tones come out 
of that, contemptible little body. The famous 
Latin phrase conveys, after all, the best descrip- 
tion I can give of Reverend Finch. He was in 
very truth— Voice, and nothing else. 

"Madame Pratolungo, no doubt?" he went 
on, turning to me. "Delighted to make the 
acquaintance of my daughter's judicious com- 
panion and friend. You must be one of us — 
like Mr. Dubourg. Let me introduce you. Ma- 
dame Pratolungo — Mr. Dubourg. — ^This is the 
old side of the rectory, my dear Sir. We had it 
put in repair — ^let me see : how long since ? — we 
had it put in repair just after Mrs. Finch's last 
confinement but one." (I soon discovered that 
Mr. Finch reckoned time by his wife's confine- 
ments.) " You will find it very curious and in- 
teresting inside. Lucilla, my child! — (It has 
pleased Providence, Mr. Dubourg, to afflict my 
daughter with blindness. Inscrutable Provi 
dence \) — ^Lucilla, this is your side of the houF 
Take Mr. Dubonrg's arm, and lead the w 
Do the honors, my child. — Madame Pratolr 
let me ofier you my arm. I regret tl 
not present when you arrived, to welco> 
the rectory. Consider yourself— do j 
sider yourself— one of us." He stopi 
lowered his prodigious voice to a com 
growl. "Delightful person, Mr. Dubor 
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oui't tell joa how pleased I am with Mid. And 
wliu a tad atorj 1 Cultirnte m. Dnbonrg, 1117 
ilaai madam. As a favor to Me— coltivsla Mr. 
DuboQT^!" 

He said tbU with an appeamnce oT the deepest 
anxiety — and more, hs enphasized it b; affec- 
tionately BqaeeuDg cnj hand, 

I have met with a great man/ aodacioQS peo- 
ple in my time. BnC the audacity of Beverend 



through his daughter, and my memory of what 
we had heard him saj on the other Bide of the 
wall, suggested that his coadact might mean — 

We assembled in the sitting-room. 

The only person among us whowas quite at 
his ease was Mr. Finch. Ue never let bis daugh- 
ter and hia guest alone for a single moment. 
" My child, show Mr. Dubourg this ; show Mr. 



X— persisting to our faces in the assumption 

,f , had been the first lo discover our nejgh- 

<l.that Lacilla and I were perfectly inca- 

iiljerstanding and i^reciating Oscar 

L fA Mn — was entirely without a paral- 

.^erience. I asked myself what his 

^is matlar— so entirely unexpected 

f- .// as well afl by me — could possibly 

jfV knowledge of his character, obtained 



Dnbonrg that. — Mr, Dnbourg, my daughter pos- 
sesses this; my daughter poesesaes that." So 
he went on all round the room. Oscar appeared 
10 feel a little daunted by the overwhelming at- 
tentions of his new friend. Lacilla was, as I 
could see, secretly irritated at finding herself au- 
thorized by her father to pay those attantiona to 
Oscar which she would have preferred oflering 
to him of her own accoid. As for me, I was 
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ab-eady beginning to weary of the patronizing 
politeness of the little priest with the big voice. 
It was a relief to us all when a message on do- 
mestic affairs arrived in the midst of the pro- 
ceedings from Mrs. Finch, requesting to see her 
husband immediately on the rectory side of the 
house. 

Forced to leave us, Reverend Finch made his 
farewell speech. Taking Oscar's hand into a 
kind of paternal custody in both his own hands, 
he spoke with such sonorous cordiality that the 
china and glass ornaments on Lucilla's chifibn- 
nier actually jingled an accompaniment to his 
booming bass notes. 

" Come to tea, my dear Sir. Without cere- 
mony. To-night at six. We must keep up 
your spirits, Mr. Dubourg. Cheerful society 
and a little music. — Lucilla, my dear child, you 
will play for Mr. Dubourg, won't you ? Madame 
Pratolungo will do the same — at My request — I 
am sure. We shall make even dull Dimchurch 
agreeable to our new neighbor before we have 
done. What does the poet say ? * Fixed to no 
spot is happiness sincere; 'tis nowhere to be 
found, or every where.' How cheering! how 
true! Good-day; good-day.'' 

The glasses left off jingling. Mr. Finch's 
wizen little legs took him out of the room. 

The moment his back was turned we both as- 
sailed Oscar with the same question. What had 
passed at the interview between the rector and 
himself? 

Men are all alike incompetent to satisfy wom- 
en when the question between the sexes is a ques- 
tion of small details. A woman in Oscar's posi- 
tion would have been able to relate to us not 
only the whole conversation with the rector, but 
every little trifling incident which had noticeably 
illustrated it. As things were, we could only ex- 
tract from our unsatisfactory man the barest 
outline of the interview. The coloring and the 
filling in we were left to do for ourselves. 

Oscar had, on his own confession, acknowl- 
edged his visitor's kindness by opening his whole 
heart to the sympathizing rector, and placing 
that wary priest and excellent man of business 
in possession of the completest knowledge of all 
his affairs. In return. Reverend Finch had spoken 
in the frankest manner on his side. He had 
drawn a sad picture of the poverty-stricken con- 
dition of Dimchurch, viewed as an ecclesiastical 
endowment ; and he had spoken in such feeling 
terms of the neglected condition of the ancient 
and interesting church that poor simple Oscar, 
smitten with pity, had produced his check-book, 
and had subscribed on the spot toward the fund 
for repairing the ancient round tower. They 
had been still occupied with the subject of the 
tower and the subscription when we had opened 
the garden gate and had let them in. Hearing 
this, I now understood the motives under which 
our reverend friend was acting as well as it they 



had been my own. It was plain to my mind 
that the rector had taken his financial measure 
of Oscar, and had privately satisfied himself that 
if he encouraged the two young people in culti- 
vating each other's society, money (to use his 
own phrase) might come of it. He had, as I 
believed, put forward *Uhe round tower," in the 
first instance, as a feeler ; and he would follow 
it up in due time by an appeal of a more personal 
nature to Oscar's well-filled purse. Brief, he 
was, in my opinion, quite sharp enough (after 
having studied his young friend's character) to 
foresee an addition to his income rather than a 
subtraction from it, if the relations between Os- 
car and his daughter ended in a marriage. 

Whether Lucilla arrived, on her side, at the 
same conclusion as mine is what I can not ven- 
ture positively to declare. I can only relate that 
she looked ill at ease as the facts came out, and 
that she took the first opportunity of extinguish- 
ing her father, viewed as a topic of conversation. 

As for Oscar, it was enough for him that he 
had already secured his place as friend of the 
house. He took leave of us in the highest spir- 
its. I had my eye on them when he and Lu- 
cilla said good-by. She squeezed his hand. I 
saw her do it. At the rate at which things were 
now going on I began to ask myself whether 
Reverend Finch would not appear at tea-time in 
his robes of ofiice, and celebrate the marriage 
of his " sorely tried" young friend between the 
first cup and the second. 

At our little social assembly in the evening 
nothing passed worthy of much remark. 

Lucilla and I (I can not resist recording this) 
wera both beautifully dressed in honor of the 
occasion, Mrs. Finch serving us to perfection by 
way of contrast. She had made an immense 
effort — she was half dressed. Her evening cos- 
tume was an ancient green silk skirt (with traces 
of past babies visible on it to an experienced 
eye), topped by the everlasting blue merino jack- 
et. *' I lose every thing belonging to me," Mrs. 
Finch whispered in my ear. ''I have got a 
body to this dress, and it can't be found any 
where." The rector's prodigious voice was never 
silent: the pompous and plausible little man 
talked, talked, talked in deeper and deeper bass, 
until the very tea-cups on the table shuddered 
under the influence of him. The elder children, 
admitted to the family festival, ate till they could 
eat no more, stared till they could stare no more, 
yawned till they could yawn no more — and then 
went to bed. Oscar got on well with every body. 
Mrs. Finch was naturally interested in him as 
one of twins, though she was also surprised and 
disappointed at hearing that his mother had be- 
gun and ended with his brother and himself. As 
for Lucilla she sat in silent happiness, absorbed 
in the inexhaustible delight of hearing Oscar's 
voice. She found as many varieties of expres- 
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don in lifltening to her beloved tones as the rest 
of ns find in looking at our beloved face. We 
Iiad music later in the evening, and I then heard 
for the first time how charmingly Lucilla-played. 
She was a bom musician, with a delicacy and 
subtlety of touch such as few even of the great- 
est virtuon possess. Oscar was enchanted. In 
a word, the evening was a success. 

I contrived when our guest took his departure 
to say my contemplated word to him in private 
on Uiesubject of his solitary position at Brown- 
down. 

Those doubts of Oscar's security in his lonely 
hoUse, which I have described as having been 
suggested to me by the discovery of the two 
ruffians lurking under the wall, still maintained 
their place in my mind, and still urged me to 
warn him to take precautions of some sort be- 
fore the precious metals which he had sent to 
London to be melted came back to him again. 
He gave me the opportunity I wanted by looking 
at his watch and apologizing for protracting his 
visit to a terribly late hour for the country — ^the 
hour of midnight. 

'* Is your servant sitting up for you ?" I asked, 
assuming to be ignorant of his domestic arrange- 
ments. 

He pulled out of his pocket a great clumsy key. 

'* This is my only servant at Browndown," he 
said. '^By four or- -five in the afternoon the 
people at the inn have done all for me that I 
want. After that time there is nobody in the 
house but myself." 

He shook hands with us. The rector escorted 
him as fiir as the front-door. I slipped out while 
they were saying their last words, and joined 
Oscar when he advanced alone into the garden. 

'' I want a breath of fresh air,'' I said. '' TU 
go with yon as fiir as the gate." 

He b^n to talk of Lucilla directly. I sur- 
prised him by returning abruptly to the subject 
of his position at Browndown. 

*' Do you think it's wise ?" I asked, *< to be all 
by yourself at night in such a lonely house as 
yours ? Why don't you have a man-servant ?" 

' *■ I detest strange servants," he answered. *■ ' I 
infinitely prefer being by myself." 

''When do you expect your gold and silver 
plates to be returned to you ?" 

'' In about a week." 

*' What would be the value of them in money, 
at a rough guess ?" 

'* At a rough guess, about seventy or eighty 
pounds." 

*'In a week's time, then," I said, ''you will 
have seventy or eighty pounds' worth of proper- 
ty at Browndown — property which a thief need 
only put into the melting-pot to have no fear of 
He being traced into his hands." 

Oscar stopped and looked at me. 

"What can yon be thinking of?" he asked. 

There are no thieves in this primitive place." 

C 
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"There are thieves in other places," I an- 
swered, " and they may come here. Have you 
forgotten those two men whom we caught hang- 
ing about Browndown yesterday ?" « 

He smiled. I had recalled to him a humorous 
association — ^nothing more. 
"It was not we who caught them," he said. 
"It was that strange child. What do you say 
to my having Jicks to sleep in the house and 
take care of me ?" 

" I am not joking, " I rejoined. ' ' I never met 
with two more ill-looking villains in my life. The 
window was open when you were telling me about 
the necessity for melting the plates again. They 
may know as well as we do that your gold and 
silver will be returned to you after a time." 

"What an imagination you have got !" he ex- 
claimed. "You see a couple of shabby excur- 
sionists from Brighton who have wandered to 
Dimchurch, and you instantly transform them 
into a pair of house-breakers in a conspiracy to 
rob and murder me. You and my brother Nu- 
gent would just suit each other. His imagina- 
tion runs away with him exactly like yours." 

"Take my advice," I answered, gravely. 
"Don't persist in sleeping at Browndown with- 
out a living creature in the house with you." 

He was in wild good spirits. He kissed my 
hand, and th^ked me in his voluble, exagger- 
ated way for the interest that I took in him. 
"All right!" he said, as he opened the gate. 
"I'll have a living creature in the house with 
me. I'll get a dog." 

We parted. I had told him what was on my 
mind. I could do no more. After all, it might 
be quite possible that his view was the right one, 
and mine the wrong. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTEENTH. 

8ECOKD APPBABANGB OF JICKS. 

FiVJB more days passed. 

During that interval,we saw our neighbor con- 
stantly. Either Oscar came to the rectory or 
we went to Browndown. Reverend Finch wait- 
ed, with a masterly assumption of suspecting 
nothing, until the relations between the two young 
people were ripe enough to develop into rela- 
tions of acknowledged love. They were already 
(under Lucilla's influence) advancing rapidly to 
that point. You are not to blame my poor blind 
girl, if you please, for frankly encouraging the 
man she loved. He was the most backward man 
— ^viewed as a suitor — ^whom I ever met with. 
The fonder he grew of her the more timid and 
self-distrustful he became. I own I don't like a 
modest man ; and I can not honestly say that 
Mr. Oscar Dubourg, on closer acquaintance, ad- 
vanced himself much in my estimation. How- 
ever, Lucilla understood him, and that was 
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enongh. She was determined to have the com- 
pletest possible image of him in her mind. £y- 
ery body in the house who had seen him (the 
children included) she examined and cross-ex- 
amined on the subject of his personal appear- 
ance, as she had already examined and cross- 
examined me. His features and his color, his 
height and his breadth, his ornaments and his 
clothes — on all these points she collected evi- 
dence in every direction and in the smallest de- 
taiL . It was an especial i^ef and delight to her 
to hear on all sides that his complexion was fair.' 
There was no reasoning with her against her 
blind horror of dark shades of color, whether 
seen in men, women, or things. She was quite 
unable to account for itj she could only de- 
clare it. 

''I have the strangest instincts of my own 
about some things," she said to me one day. 
f ^ For instance, I knew that Oscar was bright and 
fair — I mean I felt it in myself — on that delight- 
ful evening when I first heard the sound of his 
voice. It went straight from my ear to my 
heart, and it described him just as the rest of you 
have described him to me since. Mrs. Finch 
tells me his complexion is lighter than mine. 
Do yon think so too ? I am so glad to hear that 
he is fairer than I am I IMd you ever meet be- 
fore with a person like me? I have the oddest 
ideas in this blind head of mine. I associate 
Hie and beauty with light colors, and death and 
crime with dark colors. If I married a man 
with a dark complexion, and if I recovered my 
sight afterward, I should run away from him.'' 

This singular prejudice of hers against dark 
people was a little annoying to me on personal 
grounds. It was a sort of reflection on my 
own taste. Between ourselves, the late Doctor 
Pratolungo was of a fine mahogany brown all 
over. 

As for affairs in general at Dimchurch, my 
chronicle of the five days finds little to dwell on 
that is worth recording. 

We were not startled by any second appear- 
ance of the two ruffians at Browndown ; neither 
was any change made by Oscar in his domestic 
establishment. He was fisivorpd with more than 
one visit from our little wandering Jicks. On 
each occasion the child gravely reminded him of 
his rash promise to appeal to the police, and visit 
with corporal punishment the two ugly strangers 
who had laughed at her. When were the men 
to be beaten ? and when was Jicks to see it ? 
Such were the 4serious questions with which this 
young lady regularly opened the proceedings on 
each occasion when she favored Oscar with a 
morning call. 

On the sixth day the gold and silver plates 
were returned to Browndown from the manufac- 
tory in London. 

The next morning a note arrived for me from 
Oscar. It ran thus: 



"Dear Madame Pbatolunoo, — I regret to 
inform yon that nothing happened to me last 
night. My locks and bolts are in their nsaal 
good order, my gold and silver plates are safe in 
the workshop, and I myself am now eating my 
breakfost with an uncut throat 

" Yours ever, Oscab." 

After this there was no more to be said. Jicks 
might persist in remembering the two ill-looking 
strangers. Older and wiser people dismissed 
them from all further consideration. 

Saturday came — making (he tenth day since 
the memorable moining when I had forced Os- 
car to disclose himself to me in the little side 
room at Browndown. 

In the forenoon we had a visit from him at 
the rectory. In the afternoon we went to Brown- 
down to see him begin a new piece of chasing in 
gold — a casket for holding gloves — destined to 
take its place on Lucilla's toilet-table when it 
was done. We left him industriously at work de- 
termined to go on as long as the daylight lasted. 

Early in the evening Lucilla sat down at her 
piano-forte, and I paid a visit by appointment to 
the rectory side of the house. 

Unhappy Mrs. Finch had determined to insti- 
tute a complete reform of her wardrobe, ^he 
had entreated me to give her the benefit of my 
French taste" in the capacity of confidential crit- 
ic and adviser. ^* I can't afford to buv anv nQV 
things,'! said the poor lady. '' But a deal mighl 
be done in alteiing what I have got by me if a 
clever person took the matter up." Who could 
resist that piteous appeal ? I resigned myself to 
the baby, the novel, and the children in general ; 
and (Reverend Finch being out of the way, writ- • 
ing his sermon) I presented myself in Mrs. 
Finch's parlor, full of ideas, with my scissors 
and my pattern-paper ready in my hand. 

We had only begun our operations when one 
of the elder children arrived with a message from 
the nursery. 

It was tea-time; and, as usual, Jicks was 
missing. She was searched for, first, in the low- 
er regions of the house ; secondly, in the garden. 
Not a trace of her was to be discovered in either 
quarter. Nobody was surprised or alarmed. 
We said, *' Oh dear ! she has gone to Brown- 
down again !" and immeraed ourselves once more 
in the shabbv recesses of Mrs. Finch's wardrobe. 

I had just decided that the blue merino jacket 
was an article of wearing apparel which had 
done its duty, and earned its right to final re- 
tirement from the scene, when a plaintive cry 
reached my ear through the open door which 
led into the back garden. 

I stopped and looked at Mrs. Finch. 

The cry was repeated, louder and nearer- 
recognizable this |ime as a cry in a child's voice. 
The door of the room had been left ajar when 
we sent the messenger back to the nursery. I 
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threw it open, and foand mvBalf face to face with \ froze. Her mother, etauding behind nii 
Jicks in the passage. ed with horror. 

I felt evety nerve in my body ghndder at the The dear little thing's white froctt wi 
eight of the child. and splashed with wei blood. Not 

The poor Utile thing was white and wild with ' blood. There was not a scratch on 
terror. She wa» incapable of uttering a word, looked cloaer at the horrid marks. ' 
When I knelt down to fondle and soothe her . been drawn purposelj on ber — dra 
she canght convulsivelj' at m; hand, and at- : seemed, with a finger. 1 t«ok her ou 
tempted to raise me. I got on mj [bet again. | light. It was writing ! A word bad bi 



weak that she staggered under the effort. I 
took her up in mj arms. One of my bands, as 
I embraced her, touched the top of her frock, 
jast below the bacli of her neck. I felt some- 
thing on my fingers. I looked at them. Gra- 
cious God 1 I was stained with blood 1 
I turned the child round. My own blood 



which it was impossible to read. Then another 
next to it, which might have been "l," or might 
have been "j." Then a hist letter, which I 
guessed to be " p." 

Was the word— "Help?" 

Yes! — traced on the back of the cbiid'e frock, 
with a finger dipped in blood—" hbu." 
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CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH. 

DIBCOYERLBS AT BROWMDOWIT. 

It is needless to tell yon ^ what conclasion I 
arrived as soon as I was sufficiently myself to 
think at alL 

Thanks to my adventurous past life, I have got 
the habit of deciding quickly in serious emer- 
gencies of all sorts. In the present emergency 
— as I saw it — ^there were two things to be done. 
One, to go instantly with help to Browndown : 
the other, to keep the knowledge of what had 
happened from Lucilla until I could get back 
again and. prepare her for the discovery. 

I looked at Mfg. Finch. She had dropped 
helplessly into a chair. '* Rouse yourself!" I 
said, and shook her. It was no time for sympa^ 
thizing with swoons and hysterics. The child 
was still in my arms, fast yielding, poor little 
* thing, to the exhaustion of fatigue and terror. I 
could do nothing until I had relieved myself of 
the charge of her. Mrs. Finch looked up at me, 
r trembling and sobbing. I put the child in her 
lap. Jicks feebly resisted being parted from me ; 
but soon gave up, and dropped her weary little 
head on her mother's bosom. '^Can you take 
off her frock ?" I asked, with another shake — ^a 
good one this time. 

The prospect of a domestic occupation (of any 
sort) appeared to rouse Mrs. Finch. She looked 
at the baby, in its cradle in one comer of the 
room, and at the novel, reposing on a chair in 
another corner of the room. The presence of 
these two familiar objects appeared to encour- 
age her. She shivered, she swallowed a sob, 
she recovered her breath, she began to undo the 
frock. 

"Put it away carefully," I said, "and say 
nothing to any body of what has happened until 
I come back. Yon can see for yourself that the 
child is not hurt. Soothe her, and wait here. 
Is Mr. Finch in the study ?" 

Mrs. Finch swallowed another sob, and said, 
Yes. The child made a last effort. " Jicks will 
go with you," said the indomitable little Arab, 
faintly. I ran out of the room, and left the 
three babies — big, little, and least — together. 

After knocking at the study door without get- 
ting any reply, I opened it and went in. Rev- 
erend Finch, comfortably prostrate in a large 
arm-chair (with his sermon-paper spread out in 
fair white sheets by his side), started up, and 
confronted me in the character of a clergyman 
that moment awakened from a sound sleep. 

The rector of Dimchnrch instantly recovered 
his dignity. 

" I beg your pardon, Madame Pratolnngo, I 
was deep in thought. Please state your business 
briefly. " Saying those words, he waved his hand 
magnificently over his empty sheets of paper, and 
added in his deepest bass : " Sermon day !" 

I told him in the plainest words what I had 



seen on his child's frock, and what I feared had 
happened at Browndown. He turned deadly 
pale. If I ever yet set my two eyes on a man 
thoroughly frightened, Reverend Finch was that 
man. 

"Do you anticipate danger?" he inquired. 
"Is it your opinion that criminal persons are in 
or near the house ?" 

" It is my opinion that there is not a moment 
to be lost," I answered. " We must go to 
Browndown ; and we must get what help we can 
on the way." 

I opened the door, and waited for him to come 
out with me. Mr. Finch (still apparently pre- 
occupied with the question of the mminal per- 
sons) looked as if he wished himself a hundred 
miles from his own rectory at that particular 
moment. But he was the master of the house ; 
he was the principal man in the place — he had 
no other alternative, as matters now stood, than 
to take his hat and go. 

We went put together into the village. My 
reverend companion was silent for the first time 
in my limited experience of him. We inquired 
for the one policeman who patrolled the district. 
He was away on his rounds. We asked if any 
body had seen the. doctor. No; it was not the 
doctor's day for visiting Dimcharch. I had 
heard the landlord of the Cross Hands described 
as a capable and respectable man ; and I sug- 
gested stopping at the inn and taking him with 
us. Mr. Finch instantly brightened at that pro- 
posaL His sense of his own importance rose 
again, like the mercury in a thermometer when 
you put it into a warm bath. 

" Exactly what I was about to suggest," he 
said. "Gootheridge, of the Cross Hands, is a 
very worthy person — for his station in life. Let 
us have Gootheridge, by all means. Don't be 
alarmed, Madame Pratolnngo. We are all in 
the hands of Providence. It is most fortunate 
for you that I was at home. What would you 
have done without me ? Now don't, pray don't, 
be alarmed. In case of criminal persons — I 
have ray stick, as you see. I am not tall, but I 
possess immense physical strength. I am, so to 
speak, all muscle. Feel !" 

He held out one of his wizen little arms. It 
was about half the size of my arm. If I had not 
been far too anxious to think of playing tricks^ I 
should certainly have declared that it was need- 
less, with such a tower of strength by my side, 
to disturb the landlord. I dare not assert that 
Mr. Finch actually detected the turn my thoughts 
were taking — I can only declare that he did cer- 
tainly shout for Gootheridge in a violent hurry 
the moment we were in sight of the inn. 

The landlord came out; and, hearing what 
our errand was, instantly consented to join us, 

"Take your gun," said Mr. Finch. 

Grootheridge took his gun. We h^tened on 
to the house. 
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" Were Mrs. Gootheridge or your daughter at 
Browndown to-day ?" I asked. 

" Yes, ma'am ; they were both at Browndown. 
They finished up their work as usual, and left 
the house more than an hour since." 

*' Did any thing out of the common happen 
while they were there ?" 

'* Nothing that I heard of, ma'am." 

I considered with myself for a minute, and 
ventured on putting a few more questions to Mr. 
Gootheridge. 

''Have any strangers been seen here this 
evening?" I inquired. 

' ' Yes, ma'am. Nearly an hour ago two stran- 
gers drove by my house in a chaise." 

"In what direction?'* 

'* Coming from Brighton way, and going to- 
ward Browndown." 

" Did you notice the men ?" 

' ' Not particularly, ma'am. I was busy at the 
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time. 

A sickening suspicion that the two strangers 
in the chaise might be the two men whom I had 
seen lurking under the wall forced its way into 
my mind. I said no more until we reached the 
house. 

All was quiet. The one sign of any thing un- 
usual was in the plain traces of the passage of 
wheels over the turf in front of Browndown. 
The landlord was the first to see them. '' The 
chaise must have stopped at the house. Sir," he 
said, addressing himsdf to the rector. 

Beverend Finch was suffering under a second 
suspension of speech. All he could say as we 
approached the door of the silent and solitary 
building — and he said that with extreme diffi- 
culty — was, "Pray let us be careful!" 

The landlord was the first to reach the door. 
I was behind him. The rector — at some little 
distance — acted as rear-guard, with the South 
Downs behind him to retreat upon. Goothe- 
ridge rapped smartly on the door, and called 
out, "Mr. Dubourg!" There was no answer. 
There was only a dreadful silence. The sus- 
pense was more than I could end^ure. I pushed 
by the landlord, and turned the handle of the 
unlocked door. 

"Let me go first, ma'am," said Goothe- 
ridge. 

He pushed by me in his turn. I followed him 
dose. We entered the house, and called again. 
Agun there was no answer. We looked into 
the little sitting-room on one side of the passage, 
•.and into the dining-room on the other. Both 
were empty. We went on to the back of the 
house, where the room was situated which Oscar 
called his workshop. When we tried the door 
of the workshop it was locked. 

We knocked, and called again. The horrid 
silence was all that followed, as before. 

I tried the key-hole with my finger. The key 

was not in the lock. I knelt down and looked 



through the key-hole. The next instant I was 
up again on my feet, wild and giddy with horror. 
' ' Burst open the door !" I screamed. " I can 
just see his hand Iving on the floor !" 

The landlord, hke the rector, was a little 
man ; and the door, like every thing else at 
Browndown, was of the clumsiest and heavi- 
est construction. Unaided by instruments, we 
should all three together have been too weak to 
burst it open. In this difficulty, Reverend Finch 
proved to be — for the first time, and also for the 
last — of some use. 

" Stay !" he said. "My friends, if the back 
garden gate is open, we can get in by the window." 
Neither the landlord nor I had thought of the 
window. We ran round to the back of the 
house, seeing the marks of the chaise wheels 
leading in the same direction. The gate in the 
wall was wide open. We crossed the little gar- 
den. The window of the workshop — opening to 
the ground — gave us admission, as the rector had 
foretold. We entered the room. 

There he lay — poor, hamdess, unlucky Oscar 
— senseless, in a pool of his own blood. A blow 
on the left side of his head had, to all appear- 
ance, felled him on the spot. The wound had 
split the scalp. Whether it had also split the 
skull was more than I was surgeon enough to be 
able to say. I had gathered some experience 
of how to deal with wounded men when I served 
the sacred cause of Freedom with my glorious 
Pratolungo. Cold water, vinegar, and linen for 
bandages — these were all in the house, and these 
I called for. Gootheridge found the key of the 
door flung aside in a corner of the room. He 
got the water and the vinegar, while I ran up 
stairs to Oscar's bedroom and provided myself 
with some of his handkerchiefs. In a few min- 
utes I had a cold-water bandage over the wound, 
and was bathing his face in vinegar and water. 
He was still insensible ; but he lived. Beverend 
Finch — not of the slightest help to any body — 
assumed the duty of feeling Oscar's pulse. He 
did it as if, under the circumstances, this was 
the one meritorious action that could be per- 
formed. He looked as if nobody could feel a 
pulse but himself. "Most fortunate," he said, 
counting the slow, faint throbbing at the poor 
fellow's wrist — "most fortunate that I was at 
home. What would youhave done without me ?" 
- The next necessity was, of course, to send for 
the doctor, and to get help in the mean time to 
carry Oscar up stairs to his bed. 

Gootheridge volunteered to borrow a horse, 
and to ride ofi^ for the doctor. We arranged 
that he was to send his wife and his wife's broth- 
er to help me. This settled, the one last em- 
barrassment left to deal with was the embarrass- 
ment of Mr. Finch. Now that we were free 
from all fear of encountering bad characters in 
the house, the boom-boom of the little man's big 
voice went on unintermittingly, like a machine 
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at work in the neighborhood. I had another of 
my inspirations — sitting on the floor with Oscar's 
head on my lap. I gave my reverend compan- 
ion something to do. ** Look about the room/' 
I said: ''see if the packing-case with the gold 
and silver plates is here or not." 

Mr. Finch did not quite relish being treated 
like an ordinaiy mortal, and being told what he 
was to do. 

''Compose yourself, Madame Pratolungo," 
he said. " No hysterical activity, if you please. 
This business is in My hands. Quite needless, 
ma am, to tell Me to look for the packing-case." 

"Quite needless," I agreed. "I know be- 
forehand the packing-case is gone." 

That answer instantly set him fussing about 
the room. Not a sign of the case was to be seen. 

All doubt in' my mind was at an end now. 
The two ruffians lounging against the wall had 
justified— horribly justified— my worst suspi- 
cions of them. 

On the arrival of Mrs. Gootheridge and her 
brother we carried liim up to his room. We 
laid him on the bed, with his neck-tie off and 
his throat free, and the air blowing over him 
from the open window. He showed no sign yet 
ef coming to his senses. But still the pulse went 
faintly on. No change was discernible for the 
worse. 

It was useless to hope for the doctor's arrival 
before another hour at least. I felt the necessi- 
ty of getting back at once to the rectory, so as 
to be able to tell Lucilla (with all needful prepa- 
ration) the melancholy truth. Otherwise, the 
news of what had happened would get abroad in 
the village, and might come to her ears, in the 
worst possible way, through one of the servants. 
To my infinite relief, Mr. Finch, when I rose to 
go, excused himself from accompanying me. 
He had discovered that it was his duty, as rec- 
tor, to give the earliest information of the out- 
rage at Browndown to the legal authorities. He 
went his way to the nearest magistrate. And I 
went mine — ^leaving Oscar under the care of 
Mrs. Gootheridge and her brother — back to the 
house. Mr. Finch's last words at parting re- 
minded me once more that we had one thing at 
least to be thankful for under the circumstances, 
sad as they otherwise were. 

" Most fortunate, Madame Pratolnngo, that 
I was at home. What would you have done 
without me?" 



CHAPTER THE FIFTEENTH. 

EVENTS AT THE BEDSIDE. 

I AM, if yon will be so good as to remember, 
constitutionally French, and, therefore, constitu- 
tionally averse to distressing myself, if I can 
possibly help it. For this reason, I really can 
not summon courage to describe what passed be- 



tween my blind Lucilla and me when I returned 
to our pretty sitting-room. She made me cry at 
the time ; and she would make me (and perhaps 
you) cry agfun now, if I wrote the little melan- 
choly story of what this tender young creature 
suffered when I told her my miserable news. I 
won't write it ! I am dead against tears. They 
affect the nose ; and my nose is my best feature. 
Let us use our eyes, my fair friends, to conquer — 
not to cry. 

Be it enough to say that when I went back to 
Browndown Lucilla went with me. 

I now obser^'ed her, for the first time, to be 
jealous of the eyes of us happy people who 
could see. The instant she entered she insisted 
on being near enough to the bed to hear us or to 
touch us as we waited on the injured man. This 
was at once followed by her taking the place oc- 
cupied by Mrs. Gootheridge at the bed-head, and 
herself bathing Oscar's face and forehead. She 
was even jealous of r/ie, when she discovered that 
I was moistening the bandages on the wound. 
I irritated her into boldly kissing the poor in- 
sensible face in our presence ! The landlady of 
the Cross Hands was one of my sort — she took 
cheerful views of things. "Sweet on him, eh, 
ma'am ?" she whispered in my ear ; "we shall 
have a wedding in Dimchurch." In presence 
of these kissings and whisperings Mrs. Goothe- 
ridge's brother, as the only man present, began 
to look very uncomfortable. This worthy creat- 
ure belonged to that large and respectable order 
of Englishmen who don't know what to do with 
their hands, or how to get out of a room. I 
took pity on him ; he was, I assure you, a fine 
man. "Smoke your pipe. Sir, in the garden,'* 
I said ; "we will call to you from the window if 
we want you up here. " Mrs. Gootheridge's broth- 
er cast on me one look of unutterable gratitude, 
and escaped as if he had been let out of a trap. 

At last the doctor arrived. 

His first words were an indescribable relief 
to us. The skull of our poor Oscar was not 
injured. There was concussion of the brain, and 
there was a scalp wound — inflicted evidently 
with a blunt instrument. As to the wound, I 
had done all that was necessary in the doctor's 
absence. As to the injury to the brain, time 
and care would put every thing right again. 
" Make your minds easy, ladies," said this angel 
of a man. " There is no reason for feeling Uie 
slightest alarm about him." 

He came to his senses — that is to say, he 
opened his eyes and looked vacantly about him — 
between four and five hours after the time when 
we had found him on the fioor of the workshop. 

His mind, poor fellow, was still all astray. 
He recognized nobody. He imitated the action 
of writing with his finger, and said, very ear- 
nestly, over and over again, " Go home, Jicks ; 
go home, go home!" — fancying himself (as I 
suppose) lying helpless on the floor, and send^ 
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ing the thild back to qb to Rive the alarm. Lat- 
er in the night he fe«l aeleep. All through the 
next day he still wandered in his mind when be 
spoke. It was not ^11 the day after that he be- 
gan feeblj (o recover his reaeon. The Srsi per- 
son he recognized was Lucilla. She was en- 
gaged at the moment in brushing his beantiful 
chestnut hair. To her unntteiahle joy he patted 
her hand and muroiiiTed her name. She bent 



be bis wife." 



In a week m 



.n l!rgt to cure him ; and then I ii 



ehew 



lete possession 
of his faculties, but still wretchedly weak, and 
only gluing ground ver; slowly after the shock 
that he hod suffered. 

He was now able to tell us, by a tittle at a 
time, of what had happened in the workshop. 



over )iim ; and, under cover «f the halr-bmsh, I After Mrs. Goothetidge and her danghler had 
whispered something in his ear which made ihe ] quitted the honse at iheir nsual hour he bad 
joung fellow's pale f&ca flueh, and his dull eyes gone up to his room, had remained there some 
brighten with pleasure. A day or two afterward little time, and had then gone down stairs 
she owned to tne that she had said, "Getwell,for again. On approaching the workshop he heard 
my lake." She waa not in the least ashamed of j voices talking in whispers in the room. The 
having spoken to that plain purpose. On the ; idea instantly occurred to him that something 
contrary, she triumphed in it. " Leave him lo I was wrong. He softly tried the door, and found 
me," said Lucilla, iu the most positive manner. | it lacked — the robbers having no doubt taken 
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that precaution to proTent their heing sarprised 
at their thieving work by any person in the 
house. The one other way of getting Into the 
room was the way that we had tried. He went 
round to the back garden, and found an empty 
chaise drawn up outside the door. The circum- 
stance thoroughly puzzled him. But for the 
mysterious locking of the workshop door it would 
have suggested to him nothing more alarming 
than the arrival of some unexpected visitors. 
Eager to solve the mystery, he crossed the gar- 
den ; and, entering the room, found himself face 
to £Eice with the same two men whom Jicks had 
discovered ten days previously lounging against 
the garden wall. 

As he approached the window they were both 
busily engaged, with their backs toward him, in 
cording up the packing-case which contained the 
metal plates. 

They rose and faced him as he stepped into the 
room. The act of robbery which he found them 
coolly perpetrating in broad daylight instantly 
set his irritable temper in a flame. He rushed at 
the younger of the two men — being the one near- 
est to him. The rufSan sprang aside out of his 
reach, snatched up from the table on which it 
was lying ready a short loaded staff of leather, 
called ''a life-preserver," and struck him with 
it on the head before he had recovered himself 
and could face his man once more. 

From that moment he remembered nothing 
until he had regained his consciousness after the 
first shock of the blow. 

He found himself lying, giddy and bleeding, 
on the floor; and he saw the child (who must 
have strayed into the room while he was sense- 
less) standing, petrified with fear, looking at him. 
The idea of making use of her — ^as the only liv- 
ing being near — to give the alarm, came to him 
instinctively the moment he recognized her. He 
coaxed the little creature to venture within reach 
of his hand, and, dipping his finger in the blood 
that was flowing from him, sent us the terrible 
message which I had spelled out on the back of 
her frock. That done, he exerted his last re- 
mains of strength to push her gently toward the 
open window, and direct her to go home. He 
fainted from loss of blood while he was still 
repeating the words, '^Go home! go home!*' 
and still seeing, or fancying that he saw, the 
child stopping obstinately in the room, stupefied 
with terror. Of the time at which she found 
the courage and the sense to run home, and of 
all that had happened after that, he was neces- 
sarily ignorant. His next conscious impression 
was the impression, already recorded, of seeing 
Lucilla sitting by his bedside. 

The account of the matter thus given by Os- 
car was followed by a supplementary statement 
provided by the police. 

The machinery of the law was put in action, 
and the village was kept in a fever of excitement 



for days together. Never was there a more com- 
plete investigation — ^and never was a poorer re- 
sult achieved. Substantially, nothing was dis- 
covered beyond what I had already found oat 
for myself. The robbery was declared to have 
been (as I had supposed) a planned thing. 
Though we had none of us noticed them at the 
rectory, it was ascertained that the thieves had 
been at Dimchnrch on the day when the milucky 
plates were first delivered at Browndown. Hav- 
ing taken their time to examine the house, and 
to make themselves acquainted with the domestic 
habits of the persons in it, the rogues had paid 
their second visit to the village — no doubt to 
commit the robbery — on the occasion when we 
had discovered them. Foiled by the unexpected 
return of the gold and silver to London, they had 
waited again, had followed the plates back to 
Browndown, and had effected their object — 
thanks to the lonely situation of the house, and 
to the murderous blow which had stretched Os- 
car insensible on the floor. 

More than one witness had met them on the 
road back to Brighton, with the packing-case 
in the chaise. But when they returned to the 
livery- stables from which they had hired the 
vehicle, the case was not to be seen. Accom- 
plices in Brighton had, in all probability, assist- 
ed them in getting rid of it, and in shifting the 
plates into ordinary articles of luggage which 
would attract no special attention at the railway 
station. This was the explanation given by the 
police. Right or wrong, the one fact remains 
that the viUams were not caught, and that the 
assault and robbeiy at Oscar's house may be add- 
ed to the long list of crimes cleverly enough 
committed to defy the vengeance of the law. 

For ourselves, we all agreed — ^led by Lucilla 
— to indulge in no useless lamentations, and to 
be grateful that Oscar had escaped without seri- 
ous injury. The mischief was done ; and there 
was an end of it. 

In this philosophical spirit we looked at the af- 
fair while our invalid was recovering. We all 
plumed ourselves on our excellent good sense — 
and (ah, poor stupid human wretches !) we were 
all fatally wrong. So far from the mischief be- 
ing at an end, the mischief had only begun. The 
true results of .the robbery at Browndown were 
yet to show themselves, and were yet to be felt 
in the strangest and the saddest way by every 
member of the little circle assembled at Dim- 
church. 



CHAPTER THE SIXTEENTR 

THE RB8X7LT OF THE BOBBBBT. 

Betwebn five and six weeks passed. Oscar 
was out of his bedroom, and was well of his 
wound. 

During this lapse of time Lucilla steadily par- 
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saed that process of her own of curing him 
which was to end in marrying him. Never had 
I seen snch nursing before — never do I expect to 
see SQch nursing again. From morning to night 
she interested him, and kept him in good spirits. 
The charming creature actually made her blind- 
ness a means of lightening the weary hours of 
the man she loved. 

Sometimes she would sit before Oscar's look- 
ing-glass, and imitate all the innumerable tricks, 
artifices, and vanities of a coquette arraying her- 
self for conquest, with such wonderful truth and 
humor of mimicry that you would have sworn 
she possessed the use of her eyes. Sometimes 
she would show him her extraordinary power of 
calculating, by the sound of a person's voice, the 
exact position which that person occupied to- 
ward her in a room. Selecting me as the vic- 
tim, she would first provide herself with one of 
the nosegays always placed by her own hands 
at Oscar's bedside, and would then tell me to 
take up my position noiselessly in any part of 
the room that I pleased, and to say *'Lucilla." 
The instant the words were out of my mouth the 
nosegay flew from her hand and hit me on the 
face. She never once missed her aim on any one 
of the occasions when this experiment was tried, 
and she never once flagged in her childish enjoy- 
ment of the exhibition of her own skill. 

Nobody was allowed to pour out Oscar's med- 
icine but herself. She knew when the spoon 
into which it was to be measured was full by the 
sound which the liquid made in faUing into it. 
When he was able to sit up in his bed, and when 
she was standing at the, pillow-side, she coald 
tell him how near his head was to hers by the 
change which he produced, when he bent forward 
or when he drew back, in the action of the air 
on her face. In the same way she knew as well 
as he knew when the sun was out, and when it 
was behind a cloud, judging by the difioring ef- 
fect of the air at such times on her forehead and 
on her cheeks. 

All the litter of little objects accamulating in 
a sick-room she kept in perfect order on a sys- 
tem of her own. She delighted in putting the 
room tidy late in the evening, when we helpless 
people who could see were beginning to think of 
lighting the candles. The time when we could 
just discern her flitting to and fro in the dusk in 
her bright summer dress — ^now visible as she 
passed the window, now lost in the shadows at 
the end of the room — was the time when she be- 
gan to dear the tables of the things that had 
been wanted in the day, and to replace them by 
the things which wonld be wanted at night. We 
were only allowed to light the candles when they 
showed us the room magically put in order dur- 
ing the darkness, as if the fairies had done it. 
She laughed scomfally at our surprise, and said 
she sincerely pitied the poor useless people who 
could only see. 



The same pleasure which she had in arranging 
the room in the dark, she also felt in wandering 
all over the house in the dark, and in making 
hei*self thoroughly acquainted with every inch of 
it from top to bottom. As soon as Oscar was 
well enough to go down stairs, she insisted on 
leading him. 

'* You have been so long up in your bedroom," 
she said, " that you must have forgotten the rest 
of the house. Take my arm, and come along. 
Now we are out in the passage. Mind ! there is 
a step down jost at this place. And now a step 
up again. Here is a sharp comer to turn at the 
top of the staircase. And there is a rod out of 
the stair-carpet, and an awkward fold in it that 
might throw you down." * So she took him into 
his own drawing*room, as if it was he that was 
blind and she who had the use of her eyes. Who 
could resist such a nurse as this ? Is it wonder^ 
ful that I heard a sound suspiciously like the 
sound of a kiss, on that first day of convales- 
cence, when I happened for a moment to be out 
of the room ? I strongly suspected her of lead- 
ing the way in that also. She was so wonderful- 
ly composed when I came back, «nd he was so 
wonderfully flurried. 

In a week from his convalescence LuciUa com- 
pleted the care of the patient. In other words, 
she received from Oscar an ofler of marriage. I 
have not the slightest doubt in my own mind that 
he required assistance in bringing this delicate 
matter to a climax — and that Lucilla helped him. 

I may be right or I may be wrong about this. 
But I can at least certify that Lucilla was in 
such mad high spirits when she told me the 
news, out in the garden, on a lovely autumn 
morning, that she actually danced for joy ; and, 
more improper still, she made me, at my disci'eet 
time of life, dance too. She took me round tiie 
waist, and we waltzed on the grass, Mrs. Finch 
standing by in the condemned blue merino jack- 
et (with the baby in one hand and the novel in 
the other), and warning us both that if we lost 
half an hour out of our day in whirling each oth- 
er round the lawn, we should never succeed in 
picking it up again in that house. We went on 
whirling, for all that, until we were both out of 
breath. Nothing short of downright exhaustion 
could tame Lucilla. As for me, I am, I sin- 
cerely believe, the rashest person of my age now 
in existence. (What is my age? Ah! I am 
always discreet about that ; it is the one excep- 
tion.) Set down my rashness to my French na- 
tionality, my easy conscience, and my excelleHt 
stomach — and let us go on with our story. 

There was a private interview at Browndown, 
later on that day, between Oscar and Reverend 
Finch. 

Of what passed on this occasion I was not in- 
formed. The rector came back among us, with 
his head high in the air, strutting magnificently 
on his wizen little legs. He embraced his 
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daughter in pathetic silence, and gave me his 
hand with a serene smile of condescension wor- 
thy of the greatest humhng (say Louis the Four- 
teenth) that ever sat on a throne. When he got 
the better of his paternal emotion and began to 
speak, his voice was so big that I really thought 
it must have burst him. The vapor of words in 
which. he enveloped himself (condensed on pa- 
per) amounted to these two statements. First, 
that he hailed in Oscar — not having, I suppose, 
children enough already of his own — the advent 
of another son. Secondly, that he saw the fin- 
ger of Providence in every thing that had hap- 
pened. Alas for me! my irreverent French 
nature saw nothing but the finger of Finch — in 
Oscar's pocket. 

The wedding-day was not then actually fixed. 
It was only generally arranged that the marriage 
should take place in about six weeks. 

This interval was intended to serve a double 
pui'pose. It was to give the lawyers time to pre- 
pare the maniage-settlements, and to give Os- 
car time to completely recover his health. Some 
anxiety was felt by all of us on this latter sub- 
ject. His wound was well, and his mind was 
itself again. But still there was something 
wrong with him, for all that. 

Those curious contradictions in his character 
which I have already mentioned showed them- 
selves more strangely than ever. The man who 
had found the courage (when his blood was up) 
to measure himself, alone and unarmed, against 
two robbers, was now unable to enter the room 
in which the struggle had taken place without 
trembling from head to foot. He who had 
laughed at me when I begged him not to sleep 
in the house by himself, now had two men (a 
gardener and an in-door servant) domiciled at 
Browndown to protect him, and felt no sense of 
security even in that. He was constantly dream- 
ing that the ruffian with the ** life-preserver'* was 
attacking him again, or that he was lying bleed- 
ing on the fioor, and coaxing Jicks to venture 
within reach of his hand. If any of us hinted at 
his occupying himself once more with his favor- 
ite art, he stopped his ears and ehtreated us not 
to renew his horrible associations with the past. 
He could not even look at his box of chasing 
tools. The doctor — summoned to say wliat was 
the matter with him — told us that his nervous 
svstem had been shaken, and franklv acknowl- 
edged that there was nothing to be done but to 
wait until time set it right again. 

I am afraid I must confess that I myself took 
no very indulgent view of the patient's case. 

It was his duty to exert himself, as I thought^ 
He appeared to me to be too indolent to make a 
proper effort to better his own condition. Lncilla 
and I had more than one animated discussion 
about him. On a certain evening when we were 
at the piano gossiping, and playing in the inter- 
vals, she was downright angry with me for not 



sympathizing with her darling as unreservedly as 
she did. *^I have noticed one thing, Madame 
Pratolungo," she said to me, with a flushed &ce 
and a heightened tone: '*yoa have never done 
Oscar justice from the first. " 

(Mark those trifling words. The time is com- 
ing when you will hear of them again.) 

The preparations for the contemplated mar- 
riage went on. The lawyers produced their 
sketch of the settlement, and Oscar wrote (to 
an address in New York given to him by Nugent) 
to tell his brother of the approaching change in 
his life, and of the circumstances which had 
brought it about. 

The maniage - settlement was not shown to 
me, but from certain signs and tokens I guessed 
that Oscar's perfect disinterestedness on the 
question of money had been turned to profitable 
account by Oscar's future father-in-law. Rev- 
erend Finch was reported to have shed tears 
when he first read the document. And Lucilla 
came out of the study, after an interview with 
her father, more thoroughly and vehemently in- 
dignant than I had ever seen her yet. '^ Don't 
ask what is the matter!" she said to me between 
her teeth. *'I am ashamed to fell you." When 
Oscar came in, a little later, she fell on her knees 
— literally fell on her knees — before him. Some 
overmastering agitation was in possession of her 
whole being, which made her, for the moment, 
reckless of what she said or did. **I worship 
you !" she burst out, hysterically, kissing his hand. 
** You are the noblest of living men. I can nev- 
er, never be worthy of you ! " The interpretation 
of these high-flown sayings and doings was, to 
my mind, briefly this : Oscar's money in the rec- 
tor's pocket, and the rector's daughter used as 
the means. 

The interval expired; the weeks succeeded 
each other. . All had been long since ready for 
the marriage, and still the marriage did not take 
place. 

Far from becoming himself again, with time 
to help him, as the doctor bad foretold, Oscar 
steadily grew worse. All the ner^'ous symptoms 
(to use the medical phrase) which I have already 
described strengthened instead of loosening their 
hold on him. He grew thinner and thinner, and 
paler and paler. Early in the month of Novem- 
ber we sent for the doctor again. The question 
to be put to him this time was the question 
(suggested by Lucilla) of trying as a last remedy 
change of air. 

Something — I forget what — delayed the ar- 
rival of our medical man. Oscar had given up 
all idea of seeing him that day, and had come to 
us at the rectory, when the doctor drove into 
Dimohurch. He was stopped before he went on 
to Browndown, and he and his patient saw each 
other alone in Lucilla's sitting-room. 

They were a long time together. Lucilla, 
waiting with me in my bed-chamber, grew im- 
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patient. She begged me to knock at the sitting- 
room door, and inquire when she might be per- 
mitted to assist at the consultation. 

I found doctor and patient standing together 
at the window, talking quietly. Evidently noth- 
ing had passed to excite either of them in the 
smallest degree. Oscar looked a little pale and 
weary, but he, like his medical adviser, was per- 
fectly composed. 

*' There is a young lady in the next room," I 
said, ''who is getting anxious to hear what your 
consultation has ended in." 

The doctor looked at Oscar and smiled. 

" There is really nothing to tell Miss Finch," 
he said. "Mr. Dubourg and I have gone all 
over the case again, and nothing new has come 
of it. His nervous system has not recovered its 
balance so soon as I expected. I am sorry, but 
I am not in the least alarmed. At his age things 
are sure to come right in the end. He must be 
patient, and the young lady must be patient. I 
can say no more." 

"Do you see any objection to his trying 
change of air ?" I inquired. 

"None whatever. Let him go where he likes, 
and amuse himself as he likes. You are all of 
you a little disposed to take Mr. Dubourg's case 
too seriously. Except the nervous derangement 
(unpleasant enough in itself, I grant), there is 
really nothing the matter with him. He has not 
a trace of organic disease any where. The pulse," 
continued the doctor, laying his fingers lightly on 
Oscar's wrist, " is perfectly satisfactory. I never 
felt a quieter pulse in my life. " 

As the words passed his lips a frightful con- 
tortion fastened itself on Oscar's face. 

His eyes turned up hideously. 

From head to foot his whole body was 
wrenched round, as if giant hands had twisted 
it, toward the right. 

Before I could speak he was in convulsions 
on the floor at his doctor's feet. 

*' Good God I what is this ?" I cried out. 

The doctor loosened his cravat, and moved 
away the furniture that was near him. That 
done, he waited, looking at the writhing figure 
on the floor. 

" Can you do nothing more?" I asked. 

He shook his head gravely. ' ' Nothing more. " 

"What is it?" 

"An epileptic fit." 



CHAPTER THE SEVENTEENTH. 

WHAT DOES THE DOCTOB SAT? 

Before another word had been exchanged 
between us Lucilla entered the room. We 
looked at each other. If we could have spoken 
at that moment, I believe we should both have 
said, " Thank God, she is blind !" 



"Have you all forgotten m6?"she asked. 
" Oscar ! where are vou ? What does the doctor 
say?" 

She advanced into the room. In a moment 
more she would have stumbled against the pros- 
trate man still writhing on the floor. I laid my 
hand on her arm and stopped her. 

She suddenly caught my hand in hers. ' ' Why 
did you tremble," she asked, "when you took 
me by the arm ? Why are you trembling now ?" 
Her delicate sense of touch was not to be de- 
ceived. I vainly denied that any thing had hap- 
pened : my hand had betrayed me. " There is 
something wrong ! " she exclaimed. ' ' Oscar has 
not answered me." 

The doctor came to my assistance. 

"There is nothing to be alarmed about," he 
said. " Mr. Dubourg is not very well to-day. " 

She turned on the doctor with a sudden burst 
of anger. 

" You are deceiving me !" she cried. " Some- 
thing serious has happened to him. The truth ! 
tell me the truth I Oh ! it's shameful, it's heart- 
less of both of you, to deceive a wretched blind 
creature like me!" . 
yThe doctor still hesitated. I told her the tiiith. 

"Where is he?" she asked, seizing me by the 
two shoulders, and shaking me in the violence of 
her agitation. 

I entreated her to wait a little ; I tried to place 
her in a chair. She pushed me contemptuously 
away, and went down on the floor on her hands 
and knees. " I shall find hiih" she muttered ; 
" I shall find him in spite of you !" She began 
to crawl over the floor, feeling the empty space 
before her with her hand. It was horrible. I 
followed her, and raised her again by main force. 

"Don't struggle with her," said the doctor. 
" Let her come here. He is quiet now." 

I looked at Oscar. The worst of it was over. 
He was exhausted — he was quite still now. The 
doctor's voice guided her to the place. She sat 
down by Oscar on the floor, and laid his head 
on her lap. The moment she touched him the 
same eflect was produced on her which would 
be produced (if our eyes were bandaged) on you 
or me when the bandage was taken ofi; An in- 
stant sense of relief difi^used itself through her 
whole being. She became her gentler and 
sweeter self again. ' ' I am sorry I lost my tem- 
per," she said, with the simplicity of a child. 
"But you don't know how hard it is to be de- 
ceived when you are blind." She stooped as she 
said those words, and passed her handkerchief 
lightly over his forehead. " Doctor, " she asked, 
" will this happen again ?" 

"I hope not." 

" Are you sure not?" 

" I can't say that." 

" What has brought it on ?" 

"I am afraid the blow he received on the 
head has brought it on." 
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She asked no more questions : her eager face 
passed suddenly into a state of repose. Some- 
thing seemed to have come into her mind — after 
the doctor's answer to her last question — which 
ahsorhed her in herself. When Oscar recovered 
his consciousness she left it to me to ansv^er the 
first natural questions which he put. When he 
personally addressed her she spoke to him kind- 
ly but briefly. Something in her at that mo- 
ment seemed to keep her apart even from him. 
When the doctor proposed taking him back to 
Browndown she did not insist, as I had antici- 
pated, on going with them. She took leave of 
him tenderly — but still she let him go. While 
he yet lingered near the door, looking back at 
her, she moved away slowly to the further end 
of the room ; self-withdrawn into her own dark 
world — shut up in her thoughts from him and 
from us. 

The doctor tiied to rouse her. 

''You must not think too seriously of this," 
he said, following her to llie window at which 
she stood, and dropping his voice so that Oscar 
could not hear him. '' He has himself told you 
that he feels lighter and better than he felt be- 
fore the fit It has relieved instead of injtiring 
him. There is no danger. I assure you, on 
my honor, there is nothing to fear." 

" Can you assure me, on your honor, of one 
other thing," she asked,- lowering her voice on 
her side : '' can you honestly tell me that this 
IS not the first of other fits that are to come ?'* 

The doctor parried the question. 

"We will have another medical opinion," he 
answered, "before we decide. The next time 
I go to see him a physician from Brighton shall 
go with me. " 

Oscar, who had thus far waited, wondering at 
the change in her, now opened the door. The 
doctor returned to him. They left us. 

She sat down on the window-seat, with her 
elbows on her knees and her hands grasping her 
forehead. A long moaning cry burst from her. 
She said to herself bitterly the one word — " Fare- 
weU!" 

I approached her, feeling the necessity of re- 
minding her that I was in the room. 

' ' Farewell to what ?" I asked, taking my place 
by her side. 

"To his happiness and to mine," she answer- 
ed, without lifting her head from her hands. 
"The dark days are coming for Oscar and for 



me. 
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"Why should you think that? Tou heard 
what the doctor said." 

"The doctor doesn't know what I know." 

"What you know?" 

She paused before she answered me. "Do 
you believe in Fate ?" she said, suddenly break- 
ing the silence. 

"I believe in nothing which encourages peo- 
ple to despair of themselves," I replied. 



She went on without heeding me. 

" What cai^sed the fit which seized him in this 
room ? The blow that struck him on the head. 
How did he receive the blow ? In tiying to de- 
fend what was his and what was mine. What 
had he been doing on the day when the thieves 
entered the house ? He had been working on the 
casket which was meant for me. Do you see 
those events linked together in one chain? I 
believe the fit will be followed by some next 
event springing out of it. Something else is 
coming to darken his life and to darken mine. 
There is no wedding-day near for us. The ob- 
stacles are rising in front of him and in front of 
me. The next misfortune is very near us. You 
will see ! you will see I" She shivered as she said 
those words ; and, shrinking away from me, hud- 
dled herself up in a comer of the window-seat. 

It was useless to dispute with her, and worse 
than useless to sit there and encourage her to 
say more. I got up on my feet. 

" There is one thing 1 believe in, " I said, cheer- 
fully. "I believe in the breeze on the hills. 
Come for a walk !" 

She shrank closer into her comer and shook 
her head. 

"Let me be!" she broke out, impatiently. 
"Leave me by myself!" She rose, repenting 
the words the moment they were uttered ; she 
put her arm round my neck, and kissed me. 
"I didn't mean to speak so harshly," said the 
gentle, affectionate creature. "Sister! my heart 
is heavy. My life to come never looked so 
dark to my blind eyes as it looks now." A tear 
dropped from those poor sightless eyes on my 
cheek. She turned her head aside abruptly. 
"Foi^ve me," she murmured, "and let me 
go."^ Before I could answer she turned away 
to hide herself in her room. The sweet girl ! 
How you would have pitied her — how you would 
have loved her ! 

I went out alone for my walk. She had not 
infected me with her superstitions forebodings 
of ill things to come. But there was one sad 
word that she had said in which I conld not 
but agree. After what I had witnessed in that 
room, the wedding-day did, indeed, look further 
off than ever. 



CHAPTER THE EIGHTEENTH. 

FAMILY TROUBLES. 

In four or five days more Lucilla's melancholy 
doubts about Oscar were confirmed. He was 
attacked by a second fit. 

The promised consultation with the physician 
from Brighton took place. Our new doctor did 
not encourage us to hope. The second fit fol- 
lowing so close on the first was, in his opinion, 
a bad sign. He gave general directions for the 
treatment of Oscar, and left him to decide for 
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himself whether he would or would not try 
change of scene. No change, the physician ap- 
peared to think, would exert any immediate in- 
fluence on the recurrence of the epileptic attacks^ 
The patient's general health might be benefited, 
and that was all. As for the question of the 
marriage, he declared without hesitation that we 
must for the present dismiss ail consideration 
of it from our mind3. 

Lucilla received the account of what passed at 
the visit of the doctors with a stubborn resigna- 
tion which it distressed me to see. '* Remem- 
ber what I told you when the first attack seized 
him," she said. *' Our summer-time is ended ; 
our winter is come." 

Her manner, while she spoke, was the manner 
of a person who is waiting without hope — ^who 
feels deliberately that calamity is near. She 
only roused herself when Oscar came in. He 
was, naturally enough, in miserable spirits un- 
der the sudden alteration in all his prospects. 
Lucilla did her best to cheer him, and succeeded. 
On my side, I tried vainly to persuade him to 
leave Browndown, and amuse himself in some 
gayer place. He shrank from new faces and 
new scenes. Between these two unelastic young 
people, I felt even my native good spirits begin- 
ning to sink. If we had been all three down in 
the bottom of a dry well in a wilderness, we 
could hardly have surveyed- a more dismal pros- 
pect dian the prospect we were contemplating 
now. By good luck Oscar, like Lucilla, was 
passionately fond of music. We turned to the 
piano as our best resource in those days of our 
adversity. Lucilla and I took it in turns to 
play, and Oscar listened. I have to report that 
we got through a great deal of music. I have 
also to acknowledge that we were very dull. 

As for Iteverend Finch, he talked his way 
through his share of the troubles that were try- 
ing us now at the full compass of his voice. 

If you had heard the little priest in those days 
yon would have supposed that nobody could feel 
oar domestic misfortunes as he felt them, and 
grieve over them as he grieved. He was a sight 
to see on the day of the medical consultation, 
strutting up and down his wife's sitting-room, 
and haranguing his audience — composed of his 
wife and myself. Mrs. Finch sat in one corner, 
with the baby and the novel, and the petticoat 
and the shawl. I occupied the other comer, 
summoned to '^ consult with the rector." In 
plain words, summoned to hear Mr. Finch de- 
clare that he was the person principally over- 
shadowed by the cloud which hung over the 
household. 

"I despair, Madame Pratolungo — I assure you, 
I despair — of conveying any idea of how I feel 
under this most melancholy state of things. 
You have been very good ; you have shown the 
sympathy of a true friend. But you can not 



possibly understand how this blow has fallen on 
Me. I am crushed. Madame Pratolungo" (he 
appealed to me, in my comer), "Mrs. Finch" 
(he appealed to his wife, in her comer), "I am 
crashed. There is no other word to express it 
but the word I have used. Crushed." He 
stopped in the middle of the room. He looked 
expectantly at me — he looked expectantly at his 
wife. His face and manner said, plainly, "If 
both these wotnen faint, I shall consider it a 
natural and becoming proceeding on their parts, 
after what I have just told them." I waited for 
the lead of the lady of the house. Mrs. Finch 
did not roll prostrate, with the baby and the 
novel, on the floor. Thus encouraged, I pre- 
sumed to keep my seat. The rector still waited 
for us. I looked as miserable as I could. Mrs. 
Finch cast her eyes up reverentially at her hus- 
band, as if she thought him the noblest of cre- 
ated beings, and silently put her handkerchief to 
her eyes. Mr. Finch was satisfied ; Mr. Finch 
went on: "My health has suffered — I assure 
you, Madame Pratolungo, Mt health has suf- 
fered. Since this sad occurrence my stomach 
has given way. My balance is lost; my usual 
regularity is gone. ' I am subject — entirely 
through this miserable business — to fits of mor- 
bid appetite. I want things at wrong times — 
breakfast in the middle of the night ; dinner at 
four in the morning. I want something now." 
Mr. Finch stopped, horror-strack at his condi- 
tion, pdndering with his eyebrows fiercely knit, 
and his hand pressed convulsively on the lower 
buttons of his rasty black waistcoat. Mrs. 
Finch's watery blue eyes looked across the room 
at me in a moist melancholy of conjugal distress. 
The rector, suddenly enlightened after his con- 
sultation with his stomach, stratted to the door, 
flung it wide open, and called down the kitchen 
stairs with a voice of thunder, " Poach me an 
egg!" He came back into the room, held an- 
other consultation, keeping his eyes severely 
fixed on me, strutted back in a furious hurry to 
the door, and bellowed a counter-order down the 
kitchen stairs, "No egg! Do me a red her- 
ring !" He came back for the second time, with 
his eyes closed and his hand laid distractedly 
on his head. He appealed alternately to Mrs. 
Finch and to me, "See for yourselves. Mrs. 
Finch ! Madame Pratolungo ! see for yourselves 
what a state I am in. It's simply pitiable. I 
hesitate about the most trifling things. First I 
think I want a poached egg ; then I think I want 
a red herring ; now I don't know what I want. 
Upon my word of honor as a clergyman and a 
gentleman, I don't know what I want ! Morbid 
appetite all day ; morbid wakefulness all night : 
what a condition ! I can't rest. I disturb my 
wife at night. Mrs. Finch! I disturb you at 
night. How many times — since this misfortune 
fell upon us — do I turn in bed before I fall off 
to sleep ? Eight times ? Are yon certain of it ? 
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Don't exBgserale '. Are Ton certain ;od couni 
ed ? Very well : good creatare ! 1 never n 
member — I (Usore jioa, Madame Pratolnngo, 
never remember — such a complete upset as thia 
batbre. The nearest approach to it was some 
years since — at mj wife's last confinement but 
four. Mrs. Finch ! was it nt your last confine- 
ment bat fbor ? or yoar last but five ? Your hut 



tore of my family. What do I see now ? AU, 
so to apeak, annihiUted at a blow. Inscnitable 
Providence!" He paused, and lifted bis eyas 
and hands devolionaily to the ceiling. The 
cook appeared with the red herring. "Inscmta- 
hle Providence," proceeded Mr. Finch, a lone 
lower. "E«t it, dear," said Mrs. Finch, "while 
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' but fonrT'Areyou snre? Are you cert^n you 
are not misleading our friend here I Very wall : 
good creature ! Pecuniary difficoldes, Madame 
Pratolungo, were at the bottom of it on that last 
occasion. I got over the pecuniary diSlcuttie 
How am I to get over this? My plans for Oscar 
and Lncilla mere completely arranged. My re- 
lations with my wedded chUdren ware pleasantly 
laid oat. I saw my own future ; I saw the fU- 



resiing tongue urged him to proceed ; hia undis- 
ciplined stomach clamored forlhe herring. The 
cook uncovered the dish. Mr. Finch's nose in- 
alanllj sided wilh Mr. Finch's stomach. He 
stopped at "Inscrutable Providence," and pep- 
pered his herring. 

Having reported how the rector spoke in the 
presence of tbe disaster which had fallen on the 
bmilv, I have only to complete tlie picture by 
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stating next what he did. He horrowed two 
hundred pounds of Oscar, and left off com- 
manding red herrings in the day and disturbing 
Mrs. Finch at night immediately afterward. 

The doll autttmn days ended, and the long 
nights of winter began. 

No change for the better appeared in our pros- 
pects. The doctors did their best for Oscar — 
without ayail. The horrible fits came back, 
again and again. Day after day our dull lives 
went monotonously on. I almost began now to 
beliete, with Lucilla, that a crisis of some sort 
must be at hand. **This can not last," I used 
to say to myself— generally when I was very hun- 
gry. '* Something will happen before the year 
cogaes to its end." 

The month of December began ; and some- 
thing happened at last. The family troubles at 
the rectory were matched by family troubles of 
my own. A letter arrived for me from one of my 
younger sisters at Paris. It contained alarming 
news of a person very dear to me — already men- 
tioned in the first of these pages as my good 
Papa. 

Was the venerable author of my being danger- 
ously ill of a mortal disease ? Alas ! he was not 
e^uu^tly that, but the next worst thing to it. 
He was dangerously in love with a disreputable 
young woman. At what age ? At the age of 
seventy-five ! What can we say of my surviving 
parent ? We can only say, This is a vigorous 
nature ; Papa has an evergreen heart. 

I am grieved to trouble you with my famUy 
concerns. But they mix themselves up inti- 
matdy, as you will see in due time, with the con- 
cerns of Oscar and Lucilla. It is my unhappy 
destiny that I can not possibly take you through 
the present narrative without sooner or later dis- 
closing the one weakness (amiable weakness) of 
the gayest and brightest and best-preserved man 
of his time. 

Ah, I am now treading on egg-shells, I know ! 
The English spectre called Propriety springs up 
rampant on my writing-table, and whispers fu- 
riously in my ear, '^ Madame Pratolungo, raise 
a blush on th^ Cheek of Innocence, and it is all 
over from that moment with you and your story." 
Oh, inflammable Cheek of Innocence, be good- 
natured for once, and I will rack my brains to 
try if I can put it to you without offense ! ■ May 
I picture good Papa as an elder in the Temple 
of Venus, burning incense inexhaustibly on the 
altar of love ? No : Temple of Venus is Pagan ; 
altar of love is not proper — take them out. Let 
me only say of my evergreen parent that his life 
from youth to age had been one unintermitting 
recognition of the charms of the sex, and that 
my skters and I (being of the sex) could not 
find it in our hearts to abandon him on that ac- 
count. So handsome, so affectionate, so sweet- 
tempered ; with only one fault, and that a com- 



pliment to the women, who naturally adored him 
in return ! We accepted our destiny. For years 
past (since the death of Mamma) we accustomed 
ourselves to live in perpetual dread of his marry- 
ing some one of the hundreds of unscrupulous 
hussies who took possession of him ; and, worse 
if possible than that, of his fighting duels about 
them with men young enough to be his grancl- 
sons. Papa was so susceptible ! Papa was so 
brave! Over and over again I had been sum- 
moned to interfere, as the daughter who had the 
strongest influence over him, and had succeeded 
in efiecting his rescue, now by one means and 
now by another ; ending always, however, in the 
same sad way, by the sacrifice of money for dam- 
ages — on which damages, when the woman is 
shameless enough to claim them, my verdict is, 
"Serve her right!" 

On the present occasion it was the old story 
over again. My sisters had done their best to 
stop it, and had failed, I had no choice but to 
appear on the scene — to begin, perhaps, by box- 
ing her ears ; to end, certainly, by filling her 
pockets. 

My absence at this time was something more 
than an annoyance — ^it was a downright grief to 
my blind Lucilla. On the morning of my de- 
parture she clung to me as if she was determined 
not to let me go. 

"What shall I do without you?" she said. 
" It is hard, in these dreary days, to lose the 
comfort of hearing your voice. I shall feel all 
my security gone when I feel you no longer near 
me. How many days shall you be away ?" 

** A day to get to Paris," X answered; "and 
a day to get back — two. Five days (if I can do 
it in the time) to thunder-strike the hussy and to 
rescue Papa — seven. Let us say, if possible, a 
week." 

"You must be back, no matter what happens, 
before the new year." 
Why?" 

I have my yearly visit to pay to my aunt. It 
has been twice put off. I must absolutely go to 
London on the last day of the old year, and stay 
there my allotted three months in Miss Batch- 
ford's house. I had hoped to be Oscar's wife 
before the time came round again — " she waited 
a moment to steady her voice. "That is all 
over now. We must be parted. If I can't leave 
you here to console him and to take care of him, 
come what may of it — ^I shall stay at Dimchurch." 

Her staying at Dimchurch while she was still 
unmarried meant, under the terms of her uncle's 
will, sacrificing her fortune. If Reverend Finch 
had heard her, he would not even have been able 
to gay "Inscrutable Providence;" he would have 
lost his senses on 'the spot. 

" Don't be afraid," I said ; "I shall be back, 
Lucilla, before you go. Besides, Oscar may get 
better. He may be able to follow you to Lon- 
don, and visit you at your aunt's.'* 
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She shook her head with sach a sad, sad doubt 
of it. that the tears came into my eyes. I gave 
her a last kiss, and harried away. 

My route was to Newhaven, and then across 
the Channel to Dieppe. I don't think I really 
knew how fond I had grown of Lucilla until I 
lost sight of the rectory at the turn in the road 
to Brighton. My natural firmness deserted me; 
I felt torturing presentiments that some great 
misfortune would happen in my absence ; I as- 
tonished myself— I, the widow of the Spartan 
Pratolungol — by having a good cry, like any 
other woman. Sooner or later we susceptible 
people pay with the heart-ache for the privilege 
of lovirig. No matter : heart-ache or not, one 
must have something to love in this world as 
long as one lives in it. I have lived in it — ^never 
mind how many years — ^and I have got Lucilla. 
Before Lucilla I had the Doctor. Before the 
Doctor — ah, my Mends, we won't look back be- 
yond the Doctor ! 



CHAPTER THE NINETEENTH. 

SBCOND RESULT OF THE BOBBEBT. 

The histoiy of my proceedings in Paris can 
be dismissed in veiy few words. It is only nec- 
essary to dwell in detail on one among the many 
particulars which connect themselves in my mem- 
ory with the rescue of good Papa. 

The affair this time assumed the gravest pos- 
sible aspect The venerable victim had gone 
the length of renewing his youth in respect of 
his teeth, his hair, his complexion, and his figure 
(this last involving the purchase of a pair of 
stays). I declare I hardly knew him again, he 
was so outrageously and unnaturally young. 
The utmost stretch of my influence was exerted 
over him in vain. He embraced me with the 
most touching fervor ; he expressed the noblest 
sentiments : but in the matter of his contempla- 
ted marriage he was immovable. Life was only 
tolerable to him on one condition. The beloved 
object, or death : such was the programme of 
this volcanic old man. 

To make the prospect more hopeless still, the 
beloved object proved, on this occasion, to be a 
bold enoagh woman to play her trump card at 
starting. 

I give the jade her due. She assumed a per- 
fectly unassailable attitude : we had her full per- 
mission to break off the match — if we conld. "I 
refer you to your father. Pray understand that 
/don't wish to marry him if his daughters object 
to it. He has only to say, ' Release me ;' from 
that moment he is free." There was no con- 
tending against such a system of defense as this. 
We knew as well as she did that our fascinated 
parent would not say the word. Our one chance 
was to spend money in investigating the antece- 
dent indiscretions of this lady's life, and to pro- 



duce against her proof so indisputable that not 
even an old man's in&tuation could say, This is 
a lie. 

We disbursed; we investigated ; we secured 
our proof. It took a fortnight. At the end of 
that time we had the necessary materials in hand 
for opening the eyes of good Papa. 

In the course of the inquiry I was brought 
into contact with many strange people — among 
others with a man who startled me, at oar first 
interview, by presenting a personal deformity 
which, with all my experience of the world, I 
now saw, oddly enough, for the first time. ' 

The man's face, instead of exhibiting any of 
the usual shades of complexion, was hideously 
distinguished by a superhuman — I had almost 
said a devilish — coloring of livid blackish-6/ue .' 
He proved to be a most kind, intelligent, and 
serviceable person. But when we first confront- 
ed each other his horrible color so startled me 
that I could not repress a cry of alarm. He not 
only passed over my involuntary act of rude- 
ness in the most indulgent manner — he explained 
to me the cause which had produced his^ pecul- 
iarity of complexion, so as to put me at my 
ease before we entered on the delicate private 
inquiry which had brought us together. 

**I beg your pardon," said this unfortunate 
man, ** for not having warned you of my dis- 
figurement before I entered the room. There 
are hundreds of people discolored as I am in the 
various parts of the civilized world ; and I sup- 
posed that you had met in the course of your 
experience with other examples of my case. 
The blue tinge in my complexion is produced by 
the effect on the blood of Nitrate of Silver — taken 
internally. It is the only medicine which re- 
lieves sufferers like me from an otherwise incur- 
able malady. We have no alternative but to ac- 
cept the consequences for the sake of the cure." 

He did not mention what his malady had been ; 
and I abstained, it is needless to say, from ques- 
tioning him further. I got used to his disfigure- 
ment in the course of my relations with him ; and 
I should no doubt have forgotten my blue man 
in attending to more absorbing matters of inter- 
est if the effects of Nitrate of Silver as a medi- 
cine had not been once more unexpectedly forced 
on my attention in another quarter, and ond«: 
circumstances which surprised me in no ordinary 
degree. 

Having saved Papa on the brink of— let us say, 
his twentieth precipice, it was next necessary to 
stay a few days longer and reconcile him to the 
hardship of being rescued in spite of himself 
You would have been greatly shocked if you had 
seen how he sufiered. He gnashed his expen- 
sive teeth ; he tore his beautifully manufactured 
hair. In the fervor of his emotions I have no 
doubt he would have burst his new stays — ^if I 
had not taken them away and sold them half 
price, and made (to that small extent) a profit 
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out of our calamity to set against the loss. Do 
what one may in the detestable system of modem 
society, the pivot on which it all turns is Money. 
Money, when you are saving Freedom! Money, 
when you are saving Papa ! Is there no remedy 
for this ? A word in your ear. Wait till the 
next revolution ! 

During the time of my absence I had, of 
course, corresponded. with Lncilla. 

Her letters to me — ^very sad and very short — 
reported a melancholy state of things at Dim- 
church. While I had been away the dreadful 
epileptic seizures had attacked Oscar with in- 
creasing frequency and increasing severity. The 
moment I could see my way to getting back to 
England I wrote to Lncilla to cheer her with 
the intimation of my return. Two days only 
before my departure from Paris I received 
another letter from her. I was weak enough to 
be almost afraid to open it. Her writing to me 
again, when she knew that we should be re- 
united at such an early date, suggested that she 
must have some very startling news to commu- 
nicate. My mind misgave me that it would 
prove to be news of the worst sort 

I summoned courage to open the envelope. 
Ah, what fools we are ! For once that our pre- 
sentiments come right, they prove a hundred 
times to be wrong. Instead of distressing me, 
the letter delighted me. Our gloomy prospect 
was brightening at last. 

Thus, feeling her way over the paper in her 
large childish characters, Lucilla wrote : 

'^ Dearest Friend akd Sister, — I can not 
wait until we meet to tell yon my good news. 
The Brighton doctor has been dismissed, and a 
doctor from London has been tried instead. My 
dear, for intellect there b nothing like London. 
The new man sees, thinks, and makes up his 
mind on the spot. He has a way of his own of 
treating Oscar's case ; and he answers for cur- 
ing him of the hoirrible fits. There is news for 
yon ! Come back, and let us jump for joy to- 
gether. How wrong I was to doabt the future ! 
Never, never, never will I doubt it again. This 
is the longest letter I have ever written. 

* * Your affectionate Lccilla. *' 

To this a postscript was added, in Oscar's 
handwriting, as follows : 

^' Lncilla has told you that there is some hope 
for me at last. What I write in thi» place is 
written without her knowledge — for your private 
ear only. Take' the first opportunity you can 
find of coming to see me at Browndown, with- 
out allowing Lucilla to hear of it. I have a 
great favor to ask of you. My happiness de- 
pends on your granting it. You shall know 
what it is when we meet. Oscar.'* 

This postscript puzzled me. 

D 



It was not in harmony with the implicit con- 
fidence which I had observed Oscar to place ha- 
bitually in Lucilla. It jarred on my experience 
of his character, which presented him to me as 
the reverse of a reserved, secretive man. His 
concealment of his identity when he first came 
among us had been a forced concealment — due 
entirely to his horror of being identified with the 
hero of the triaL In all the ordinary relations 
of life he was open and unreserved to a fault. 
That he could have a secret to keep from Lu- 
cilla, and to confide to me, was something per- 
fectly unintelligible to my mind. It highly ex- 
cited my curiosity ; it gave me a new reason for 
longing to get back. 

I was able to make all my arrangements, and 
to bid adieu to my father and my sisters on the 
evening of the twenty-third. Early on the morn- 
ing of the twenty-fourth I left Paris, and reached 
Dimchurch in time for the final festivities in cel- 
ebration of Christmas-eve. 

The first hour of Christmas-day had struck 
on the clock in our own pretty sitting-room be- 
fore I could prevail upon Lucilla to let me rest, 
after my journey, in bed. She was now once 
more the joyous, light-hearted creature of our 
happier time ; and she had so much to say to 
me, that not even her father himself (on this oc- 
casion) could have talked her down. The next 
morning she paid the penalty of exciting herself 
overnight. When I went into her room she was 
suffering from a nervous headache, and was not 
able to rise at her usual hour. She proposed of 
her own accord that I should go alone to Brown- 
down to see Oscar c)n my return. It is only 
doing common justice to myself to say that this 
was a relief to me. If she had had the use of 
her eyes, my conscience would have been easy 
enough ; but I shrank from deceiving my dear 
blind girl even in the slightest things. 

So, with Lneilla's knowledge and approval, I 
went ta Oscar alone. 

I fbund him fretful and anxious, ready to flame 
out into one of his sudden passions on the small- 
est provocation. Not the slightest reflection of 
LuciDa's recovered cheerfulness appeared m Ln- 
ciUa's lover. 

*' Has she said any thing to you about the new 
doctor?^' were the first words he addressed to me. 

*' She has told roe that she feels the greatest 
fkith in him, '* I answered. '* She firmly believes 
that he speaks the truth in saying he can cure 
you." 

*^Did she show any curiosity to know how he 
is curing me ?" 

*'Not the slightest curiosity that I could see. 
It is enough for her that you are to be cured. 
The rest she leaves to the doctor." 

My last answer appeared to relieve him. He 
sigheil, and leaned back in his chair. ''That's 
right !" he said to himself. ** I aA glad to hear 
that." 
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' ' Is the doctor's treatment of you a secret ?'* I 
asked. 

'^It mast be a secret from Lucilla," he said, 
speaking yery earnestly. **If she attempts to 
fkid it oat, she must be kept — for the present, at 
least-pfrom all knowledge of it. Nobody has 
^ny influence over her but you. I look to you 
to help me." 

** Is this the favor yon had to ask me ?" 

"Yes." 

"Am I to know the secret of the medical 
treatment ?" 

" Certainly I How can I expect yon to help 
me unless you know what a serious i*ea8on there 
is for keeping Lucilla in the dark ?" 

He laid a strong emphasis on the two words, 
"serious reason." I began to feel a little un- 
easy. I had never yet taken the slightest ad- 
vantage of my poor Lucilla's blindness. And 
here was her promised husband — of all the peo- 
ple in the world — proposing to me to keep her 
in the dark ! 

"Is the new doctor's treatment; dangerous?" 
I inquired. 

"Not in the least." 

" Is it not so certain as he has led Lucilla to 
believe?" 

" It is quite certain." 

"Did the other doctors know of it?" 

"Yes." 

" Why did they not try it ?" 

' ' They were afraid. " 

" Afraid ? What is the treatment ?" 

"Medicine." 

"Many medicines? or one?" 

"Only one." 

"What is the name of it ?" 

"Nitrate of Silver." 

I started to my ^t, looked at him, and 
dropped back into my chair. 

My mind reverted, the instant I recovered 
myself, to the effect produced on me when the 
blue man in Paris first entered my presence. In 
informing me of the effect of the 'medicine he 
had (you will remember) concealed from me the 
malady for which he had taken it. It had been 
left to Oscar, of all the people in the world, to 
enlighten me — and that by a reference to his 
own case ! I was so shocked that I sat speech- 

With his quick sensibilities, there was no need 
for me to express myself in words. My face re- 
vealed to him what was passing in my mind. 

" You have seen a person who has taken Ni- 
trate of Silver!" he exclaimed. 

" Have youf" I asked. 

" 1 know the price I pay for being cured," he 
answered, quietly. 

His composure staggered me. "How long 
have you been taking this horrible drug ?" I in- 
quired. 

"A little more than a week." 



"I see no change in you- yet." 

"The doctor tells me there will be no visible 
change for weeks and weeks to come." 

Those words roused a momentary hope in 
me. "There is time to alter your mind," I 
said. "For Heaven's sake reconsider your res- 
olution before it is too late!" 

He smiled bitterly. "Weak as I am," he 
answered, "for once my mind is made up." 

I suppose I took a woman's view of the mat- 
ter. I lost my temper when I looked at his 
beautiful complexion, and thought of the future. 

"Are you in your right senses?" I burst out. 
"Do you mean to tell me that you are delib- 
erately bent on making yourself an object of hor- 
ror to every body who sees you?" 

"The one person whose opinion I care for," 
he replied, "will never see me." 

I understood him at last. That was the con- 
sideration Which had reconciled him to it I 

Lucilla's horror of dark people and dark 
shades of color of all kinds was, it is needless to 
say, recalled to my memory by the turn the<;on- 
vei'sation was tf^iog now. Had she confessed 
it to him, as she had oonfessed it to me? No! 
i remembered that 6kB had expressly warned me 
not to admit him into our confidence in this mat- 
ter. At an early period of their acquaintance 
she had asked him which of- his parents he re- 
sembled. This led him into telling her that his 
father had been a dark man. Lucilla's delicacy 
had at once taken the alarm. " He speaks very 
tenderly of his dead father," she said to me. 
" It may hurt him if he finds out the antipathy 
I have to dark people. Let us keep it to our- 
selves." As things now were, it was on the tip 
of my tongue to remind him that Lucilla would 
hear of his disfigurement from other people; 
and then to warn him of the unpleasant result 
that might follow. On reflection, however, I 
thought it wiser to wait a little and sound his 
motives first. 

"Before you tell me how I can help you," I 
said, " I want to know one thing more. Have 
you decided in this serious matter entirely by 
yourself? Have you taken no advice ?" 

"I don't want advice," he answered, sharply. 
"My case admits of no choice. Fven such a 
nervous, undecided creature as I nm can judge 
for himself where there is no alternative." 

" Did the doctors tell you there was no alter- 
native ?" I asked. 

"The doctors hesitated to tell me. I had 
to force it out of them. I said, ^I appeal to 
your honor to answer a plain question plainly. 
Is there any certain prospect of my getting the 
better of the fits ?' They only said, * At your 
time of life, we may reasonably hope so.' I 
pressed them closer. * Can you fix a date to 
which I may look forward as the date of my de- 
liverance ?' They could neither of them do it. 
All they could say was, * Our experience justifies 
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118 m believing that yon will grow out of it ; bat 
it does not justify ns in saying when/ ^ Then I 
may be years growing out of it?* They were 
obliged to own that it might be so. ' Or I may 
never grow out of it at all ?* They tried to turn 
the conversation. I woaldn*t have it. I said, 
' Tell me honestly, is that one of the possibilities 
in my case ?* The Dimchurch doctor looked at 
the London docter. The London man said, ^ If 
you will have it, it i$ one of the possibilities.' 
Just consider the prospect which his answer 
placed before me ! Day after day, week after 
week, month after month, always in danger, go 
where I may, of falling down in a fit — ^is that a 
miserable position ? or is it not ?" 

How could I answer him ? What could I say ? 

He went on : 

''Add to that wretched state of things that I 
am engaged to be married. The hardest disap- 
pointment which can fall on a man fiills on me. 
The happiness of my life is within my reach, 
and I am forbidden to enjoy it. It is not only 
my health that is broken up ; my prospects in 
life are ruined as well. The woman I love is a 
woman forbidden to me while I suffer as I suffer 
now. Bealize that, and then fancy you see a 
man sitting at this table here, with pen, ink, 
and paper before him, who has only to scribble 
a line or two, and to begin the cure of you from 
that moment. Deliverance in a few months from 
the horror of the fits ; marriage in a few months 
to the woman you love. That heavenly pros- 
pect in exchange for the heUish existence thift 
you are enduring now. And the one price to 
pay for it, a discolored fiice for the rest of your 
life — which the one person who is dearest to you 
will never seel Would you have hesitated? 
When the doctor took up the pen to write the pre- 
scription — tell me, if you had been in my place, 
would you have said, No?" 

I stUl sat silent. My obstinacy — ^women are 
such mules ! — declined to give way, even when 
my conscience told me that he was right. 

He sprang to his feet in the same fever of ex- 
citement which I remembered so well when I 
had irritated him at Browndown into telling me 
who he really was. 

''Would you have said. No?'* he reiterated, 
stooping over me, flushed and heated, as he had 
stooped on that first occasion, when he had whis- 
pered his name in my ear. " Would you ?" he 
reputed, louder and louder — "would you?" 

At the third reiteration of the words the fright- 
fol contortion that I knew so well seized on his 
face. The wrench to the right twisted his body. 
He dropped at my feet. Good God ! who could 
have declared that he was wrong, with sach an 
argument in his fiivor as I saw at that moment ? 
Who would not have said that any disfigurement 
would be welcome as a refuge from this t 

The servant ran in, and helped me to move 
the furniture to a safe distance from him. 



"There won't be much more of it, ma'am,** said 
the man, noticing my agitation, and trying to 
compose me. " In a month or two, the doctor 
says, the medicine will get hold of him. " I could 
say nothing on my side-^I could only reproach 
myself bitterly for disputing with him and ex- 
citing him, and leading perhaps to the hideous 
seizure which had attacked him in my presence 
for the second time. 

The fit, on this occasion, was a short one. 
Perhaps the drug was already beginning to have 
some influence over him? In twenty minutes 
he was able to resume his chair, an^ to go on 
talking to me. 

" You think I shall horrify you when my face 
has turned blue,** he said, with a faint smile. 
"Don*t I horrify you now when you see me in 
convulsions on the floor ?'* 

I entreated him to dwell on it no more. 

"God knows,** I said, "you have convinced 
me — obstinate as I am. Let us try to think of 
nothing now but of the prospect of your being 
cured. What do you wish me to do ?** 

" You have a great influence over Lucilla,*' he 
said, " If she expresses any curiosity, in future 
conversations with you, about the eflisct of the 
medicine, check her at once. Keep her as ig^ 
norant of it as she is now.** 

" Why ?** 

"Why I If she knows what you know, bow 
wiirshe feel? Shocked and horrified, as you 
felt. What will she do ? She will come straight 
here, and try, as you have tried, to persuade me 
to give it up. Is that true, or not ?** 

(Impossible to deny that it was true.) 

"I am so fond of her," he went on, "that I 
can refuse her nothing. She would end in mak- 
ing me give it up. The instant her back was 
turned I should repent my own weakness, and 
return to the medicine. Here is a perpetual 
struggle in prospect for a man who is already 
worn out. Is it desirable, after what you have 
just seen, to expose me to that ?'* 

It would have been useless cruelty to expose 
him to it. How could I do otherwise than con- 
sent to make his sacrifice of himself— his neces- 
scary sacrifice — as easy as I could ? At the same 
time, I implored him to remember one thing. 

"Mind," I said, "we can never hope to keep 
her in ignorance of the change in you when the 
change comes. Sooner or later, some one will 
let the secret out.'* 

"I only want it to .be concealed from her 
while the disfigurement of me is in progress," he 
answered. " When nothing she can say or do 
will alter it, I will tell her myself. She is so 
happy in the hope of my recovery ! What good 
can be gained by telling her belbrehand of the 
penalty that I pay for my deliverance ? My ugly 
color will never terrify my poor darling. As for 
other persons, I shall not force myself on the 
view of the world. It is my one wish to live 
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ov^of the world. The few people about me will 
soon get reconciled to my face. Lucilla will set 
them the example. She won't trouble herself 
long about a change in me that she can neither 

feel nor see." 

Ought I to have warned him here of Lucilla's 
inveterate prejudice, and of the difficulty there 
might be in reconciling her to the change in him 
when she heard of it? I dare say I ought. I 
dare say I was to blame in shrinking from in- 
flicting new anxieties and new distresses on a 
man who had already suffered so much. The 
simple truth is— I could not do it. Would you 
have done it ? Ah, if you would, I hope I may 
never come in contact with you. What a horrid 
wretch yon must be ! 

The end of it was that I left the house — 
pledged to keep Lucilla in ignorance of the cost 
at which Oscar had determined to purchase his 
cure. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTIETH. 

GOOD PAPA again! 

The promise I had given did not expose me 
to the annoyance of being kept long on the 
watch against accidents. If we could pass safely 
over the next five days, we might feel pretty sure 
of the future. On the last day of the old year 
Lucilla was bound by the terms of the will to go 
to London, and live her allotted three months 
under the roof of her aunt. 

In the short interval that elapsed before her 
departure she twice approached the dangerous 
subject. 

On the flrat occasion she asked me if I knew 
what medicine Oscar was taking. I pleaded 
ignorance, and passed at once to other matters. 
On the second occasion she advanced still further 
on the way to discovery of the truth. She now 
inquired if I had heard how the physic worked 
the cure. Having been already informed that 
the fits proceeded from a certain disordered con- 
dition of the brain, she was anxious to know 
whether the medical treatment was likely to af- 
fect the patient's head. This question (which I 
was, of course, unable to answer) she put to 
both the doctors. Already warned by Oscar, 
they quieted her by declaring that the process 
of cure acted by general means, and did not at- 
tack the head. From that moment her curiosity 
was satisfied. Her mind had other objects of 
interest to dwell on before she left Dimchurch. 
She touched on the perilous topic no more. 

It was arranged that I was to accompany Lu- 
cilla to London. 

Oscar was to follow ns when the state of his 
health permitted him to take the journey. As 
betrothed husband of Lucilla, he had his right 
of entry during her residence in her aunt's house. 
As for me, I was adhiitted at Lucilla's inter- 



cession. She declined to be separated from me 
for three months. Miss Batchford wi-ote, most 
politely, to offer me a hospitable welcome during 
the day. She had no second spare room at her 
disposal ; so we settled that I was to sleep at a 
lod^ng-house in the neighborhood. In this 
same house Oscar was also to be accommodated 
when the doctors sanctioned his removal to Lon- 
don. It was now thought likely — if all went 
well — that the marriage might be celebrated, at 
the end of the three months, from Miss Batch- 
ford's residence in town. . 

Three days before the date of Lucilla's de- 
parture these plans — so far as I was concerned 
in them — were all overthrown. 

A letter from Paris reached me, with more bad 
news. My absence had produced the worst pos- 
sible effect on good Papa. The moment my in- 
fluence had been removed he had become per- 
fectly unmanageable. My sisters assured me 
that the abominable woman from whom I had 
I'escued him would most certainly end in mar- 
rying him, after all, nnless I reappeared im- 
mediatelv on the scene. What was to be done ? 
Nothing was to be done but to fly into a rage, 
to grind my teeth, and throw down all my things, 
in the solitude of my own room, and then to go 
back to Paris. 

Lucilla behaved charmingly. When she' saw 
how angry and how distressed I was she sup- 
pressed all exhibition of disappointment on her 
side, with the truest and kindest consideration 
for my feelings. '^ Write to me often," said the 
charming creature ; " and come back to me as 
soon as you can." Her father took her to Lon- 
don. Two days before they left I said good-by 
at the rectory and at Browndown, and started — 
once more by the Newhaven and Dieppe route — 
for Paris. 

I was in no humor (as your English saying is) 
to mince matters in controlling this new outbreak 
on the part of my evergreen parent. I insisted 
on instantly removing him from Paris, and tak- 
ing him on a Continental tour. I was proof 
against his paternal embraces ; I was deaf to his 
noble sentiments. He declared he should die 
on the road. When I look back at it now, I am 
amused at my own cruelty. I said, *'En route, 
Papa!" and packed him up, and took him to 
Italy. 

He became enamored at intervals, now of one 
fair traveler and now of another, all throngh*the 
journey from Paris to Rome. (Wonderful old 
man !) Arrived at Rome — that hot-bed of the 
enemies of mankind — I saw my way to putting 
a moral extinguisher on the author of my being. 
The Eternal City contains three hundred and 
sixty-five churches and (say) three million and 
sixty-five pictures. I insisted on his seeing them 
all — at the advanced age of seventy-five years ! 
The sedative result followed exactly as I had an- 
ticipated. I stupefied good Papa with charches 
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and pictures, and then I tried him with a marble 
woman to begin with. He fell asleep before the 
Venus of the CapitoL When I saw that I said 
to myself, Now ho will do; Don Juan is re- 
formed at last. 

Lucilla's correspondence with me — at first 
cheerful — gradually assumed a desponding tone. 

Six weeks had passed since her departure 
from Dimchnrch ; and still Oscar's letters held 
out no hope of his being able to join her in Lon- 
don. His recovery was advancing, but not so 
rapidly as his medical adviser had anticipated. 
It was possible — to look the worst in the face 
boldly — that he might not get the doctor's per- 
mission to leave Browndown before the time ar- 
rived for Lucilla's return to the rectory. In this 
event he could only entreat her to be patient, 
and. to remember that though he was gaining 
ground but slowly, he was still getting on. Un- 
der these circumstances Lncilla was naturally 
vexed and dejected. She had never (she wrote), 
from her girlhood upward, spent such a miser- 
able time with her aunt as she was spending 
now. 

On reading this letter I instantly smelt some- 
thing wrong. 

I con-esponded with Oscar almost as frequent- 
ly as with Lucilla. His last letter to me flatly 
contradicted his last letter to his promised wife. 
In wilting to my address he declared himself to 
be rapidly advancing toward recovery. Under 
the new treatment, the fits succeeded each other 
at longer and longer intervals, and endured a 
shorter and shorter time. Here, then, was plain- 
ly a depressing report sent to Lncilla, and an 
encouraging report sent to me. 

What did it mean? 

Oscar's next letter to me answered the ques- 
tion. 

'^ I told you in my last** (he wrote) '^ that the 
discoloration of my skin had begun. The com- 
plexion which you were once so good as to ad- 
mire has disappeared forever. I am now of a 
livid ashen color — so like death that I sometimes 
startle myself when I look in the glass. In about 
six weeks more, as the doctor calculates, this 
wiU deepen to a blackish-blue; and then 'the 
saturation' (as he calls it) will be complete. 

**So fax from feeling any useless regrets at 
having taken the medicine which is producing 
these ugly effects, I am more grateful to my Ni- 
trate of Silver than words can say. If you ask 
for the secret of this extraordinary exhibition of 
philosophy on my part, I can give it in one line. 
For the last ten days I have not had a fit. In 
other words, for the last ten days I have lived in 
Paradise. I declare I would have cheerfully lost 
an arm or a leg to gain the blessed peace of 
mind, the intoxicating confidence in the future 
— it is nothing less — that I feel now. 

''Still, there is a drawback which prevents me 
from enjoying perfect tranquillity even yet. 



When was there ever a pleasure in the world 
without a lurking possibility of pain hidden 
away in it soniewhere ? 

** I have lately discovered a peculiarity in Lu- 
cilla which is new to me, and which has produced 
a very unpleasant impression on my mind. My 
proposed avowal to her of the change in my per- 
sonal appearance has now become a matter of 
far more serious difficulty than I had anticipated 
when the question was discussed between you 
and me at Browndown. 

**Have you ever found out that the stron- 
gest antipathy she has is her purely imaginaiy 
antipathy to dark people and to dark shades of ' 
color of all kinds ? This strange prejudice is ' 
the result, as I suppose, of some morbid growth 
of her blindness, quite as inexplicable to herself 
as to other people. Explicable, or not, there it 
is in her. Read the extract that follows from 
one of her letters to her father, which her father 
showed to me, and you will not be surprised to 
hear that I tremble for myself when the time 
comes for telling her what I have done. 

"Thus she writes to Mr. Finch : 

*' ' I am sorry to say I have had a little quar- 
rel with my aunt. It is all made up now, bqt 
it has hardly left us such good friends as we 
were before. Last week there was a dinner- 
party here ; and among the guests was a Hindoo 
gentleman (converted to Christianity) to whom 
my aunt has taken a great fancy. While the 
maid was dressing me I unluckily inquired if 
she had seen the Hindoo — and hearing that 
she had, I still more unfortunately asked her to 
tell me what he was like. She described him 
as being very tall and lean, with a dark brown 
complexion and glittering black eyes. My mis- 
chievous fancy instantly set to work on this hor- 
rid combination of darkness. Try as I might to 
resist it, my mind drew a dreadful picture of the 
Hindoo, as a kind of monster in human form. I 
would have given worlds to have been excused 
from going down into the drawing-room. At 
the last moment I was sent for, and the Hindoo 
was introduced to me. The instant I felt him 
approaching my darkness was peopled with 
brown demons. He took my hand. I tried 
hard to control myself— but I really could not 
help shuddering and starting back when he touch- 
ed me. To make matters worse, he sat next to 
nie at dinner. In five minutes I had long, lean, 
black-eyed beings all round me; perpetually 
growing in numbers, and pressing closer and 
closer on me as they grew. It ended in my be- 
ing obliged to leave the table. When the guests 
were all gone my aunt was furious. I admitted 
my conduct was unreasonable in the last degree. 
At the same time I begged her to make allow- 
ance for me. I reminded her that I was blind 
at a year old, and that I had really no idea of 
what any person was like, except by drawing 
pictures of them in my imagination, from de^ 
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scription, and from my own knowledge obtained 
by tOQch. I appealed to her to remember that, 
situated as I am, my fancy is peculiarly liable to 
play me tricks, and that / have no sight to see 
with, and to show me — ^as other people^s eyes 
show them — when they have taken a false view 
of persons and things. It was all in vain. My 
annt woald admit of no excuse for me. I was 
so irritated by her injustice that I reminded her 
of an antipathy of her own, quite as ridiculous as 
mine — an antipathy to cats. She, who can see 
that cats are harmless, shudders and turns pale, 
for all that, if a cat is in the same room with her. 
Set my senseless horror of dark people against 
her senseless horror of cats — and say which of 
us has the right to be angry with the other ?' " 

Such was the quotation from Lucilla's letter 
to her father. At the end of it Oscar resumed, 
as follows : 

" I wonder whether you will now understand 
me, if I own to you that I have made the worst 
of my case in writing to Lucilla ? It is the only 
excuse I can produce for not joining her in Lon- 
don. Weary as I am of our long separation, I 
can not prevail on myself to run the risk of meet- 
ing her in the presence of strangers, who would 
instantly notice my frightful color, and betray it 
to her. Think of her shuddering and starting 
back from my hand when it took hers! No! 
no ! I must choose my own opportunity, in this 
quiet place, of telling her what (I suppose) must 
be told— with time before me to prepare her 
mind for the disclosure (if it must come), and 
with nobody but you near to see the first morti- 
fying effect of the shock which I shall inflict on 
her. 

"I have only to add, before I release you, 
that I write these lines in the strictest confi- 
dence. Yon have promised not to mention my 
disfigurement to Lucilla, unless I first give you 
leave. I now, more than ever, hold you to that 
promise. The few people about me here are all 
pledged to secrecy as you are. If it is really in- 
evitable that she should know the truth — I alone 
must tell it ; in my own way, and at my own 
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" If it must come," ** if it is really inevitable" 
— ^these phrases in Oscar's letter satisfied me that 
he was already beginning to comfort himself 
with an insanely delusive idea — the idea that it 
might be possible, permanently to conceal the 
ugly personal change in him from Lucilla's knowl- 
edge. 

If I had been at Dimchnrch, I have no doubt 
I should have begun to feel seriously .uneasy at 
the turn which things appeared to be taking now. 

But distance has a very strange effect in alter- 
ing one's customary way of thinking of affairs at 
home. Being in Italy instead of in England, 
I dismissed Lucilla's antipathies and Oscar's 
scruples, as both alike unworthy of serious con- 



sideration. Sooner or later time (I considered) 
would bring these two troublesome young people 
to their senses. Their marriage* would follow, 
and there wx>uld be an end of it ! In the mean 
while I continued to feast good Papa on holy 
families and churches. Ah, poor dear, how he 
yawned over Oaracds and cupolas! and how 
fervently he promised never to fidl in love again, 
if I would only take him back to Paris ! 

We set our faces homeward a day or two after 
the receipt of Oscar's letter. I left my reformed 
father resting his aching old bones in his own 
easy-chair ; capable perhaps, even yet, of con- 
tracting a Platonic attachment to a lady of his 
own time of life, but capable Cas I firmly be- 
lieved) of nothing more. '*0h, my child, let 
me rest !" he said, when I wished him good-by, 
''and never show me a church or a picture again 
as long as I live !" 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-PrRST. 

MADAME PBATOLUKOO BETUKNS TO DIMCHUBCH. 

I REACHED London in the last week of Lucil- 
la's residence under her aunt's roof, and waited 
in town until it was time to take her back to 
Dimchurch. 

As soon as it had become obviously too late 
for Oscar to risk the dreaded meeting with Lu- 
cilla, before strangers, his correspondence had, 
as a matter of course, assumed a brighter tone. 
She was in high spirits once more, poor thin£^^ 
when we met, and full of delight at having me 
near her again. We thoroughly enjoyed our 
few days in London, and took our fill of music 
at operas and concerts. I got on excellently 
well with the aunt until the last day, when some- 
thing happened which betrayed me into an avow- 
al of my political convictions. 

The old lady's consternation, when she discov- 
ered that I looked hopefully forward to a com- 
ing extermination of kings and priests, and a 
general redistribption of property all over the 
civilized globe, is unutterable in words. On 
that occasion I made one more aristocrat trem- 
ble. I also closed Miss Batchford's door on me 
for the rest of my life. No matter ! The day 
is coming when the Batchford branch of human- 
ity will not possess a door to close. All Europe 
is drifting nearer and nearer to the Pratolungo 
programme. Cheer' up, my brothers without 
land, and my sisters without money in the 
Funds! We will have it out with the infa- 
mous rich yet. Long live the Bepublic ! 

Early in the month of April Lucilla and I 
took leave of the Metropolis, and went back to 
Dimchnrch. 

As we drew nearer and nearer to the rectory, 
as Lucilla began to flush and fidget in eager an- 
ticipation of her reunion with Oscar, that uneasi- 
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neas of mind which I bad a6 readily diimisaed 
while 1 WM in Italy began to ftnd ita way tiack 
to me ag^. My imajiinatioii now set to work 
at drawing pinnrea — startling pictnres of Oscar 
as a changed l>«ng, as a Mednsa's head too ter- 
rible to lie contemplated by mortal eyes. Where 
wonld he meet ns ? At the entrance to the vil- 
lage? Ko. AtthorootoiygttW? Ho. lathe 



agunst the livid hlackish-blne of hii discolored 
skin. Heavens 1 how cmelly that first embrace 
marked.the contrast between what he had been 
when I left him, and what he had change4 to 
when I saw him now I Hi» eves tamed from 
her &ce to mine, in silent appeal to me while he 
held her in his arms. Their took told me the 
thoDght in him, as eloquently as if he had put it 



There ha stood, waiting 



of the house? Yesl 
for us — alone. 

Lucilhi flew into his arms with a cry of delight. 
I stood behind and looked at them. 

Ah, how vividly I remembar~at the moment 
when she embraced him — the flrst shock of see- 
ing the two &ces together! The drug had done 
its work. I saw her &ir cheA laid innocently 



ever be cruel enough to tell her of lhi$ f" 

I approached to take his hand. At the same 
moment Lncilla suddenly drew back from him, 
laid herlefthandon his shonlder, and passed her 
right hand rapidly over his face. 

For an instant I felt nj heart ?land still. Her 
miracDlons sensitiveness of touch had detected 
the dark color of my dress on the day when we 
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tirsit met. Would it serve her this time as truly 
as it bad served her then ? 

She paused after the first passage of hei; fingers 
over his face, %vith the breathless attention to what 
she was about which, in my own case, I remem- 
bered so well. A second time she passed her 
hand over him — considered again — and turned 
my way next. 

*'What does his face tell youf^ she asked. 
*^ It tells me that he has something on his mind. 
What is it?" 

We were safe — so far ! The hateful medicine, 
in altering the color, had not affected the textm-e, 
of his skin. As her touch had left it on her de- 
parture, so her touch found it again on her return. 

Before I could reply to Lucilla, Oscar an- 
swered for himself. 

** Nothing is wrong, my darling," he said. 
** My nerves are a little out of order to-day ; 
and the joy of seeing yon again has overcome 
me for the moment — that is alL" 

She shook her head impatiently. 

** No, " she said, " it's not all. " She touched 
his heart ''Why is it beating so fast?" She 
took his hand in hers. ''Why has it turned so 
cold ? I must know. I loill know ! Come in- 
dtx)rs." 

At that awkward moment the most wearisome 
of living men suddenly proved himself to be the 
most welcome of living men. The rector ap- 
peared in the garden to receive his daughter on 
her return. Infolded in Beverend Finch's pa- 
ternal embraces, harangued by Beverend Finch's 
prodigious voice, Lucilla was effectually silenced 
— the subject was inevitably changed. Oscar 
drew me aside out of hearing, while her atten- 
tion was diverted from him. 

" I saw you !" he said. " You were horrified 
at the first sight of me. You were relieved when 
you found that her touch told her nothing. Help 
me to keep her from suspecting it for two months 
more — and you will be the best friend that ever 
man had." 

" Two months ?" I repeated. 

' ' Tes. If there is no return of the fits in two 
months, the doctor will consider my recovery 
complete. Lucilla and I may be married at the 
end of the time." 

" My friend Oscs^r, are you contemplating a 
fraud on Lucilla ?" 

" What do you mean ?" 

" Come ! come ! yon know what I mean ! Is 
it honorable first to entrap her into manying you 
— and then to confess to her the color of your 
faca ?" 

He sighed bitterly. 

" I shall fill her with horror of me if I confess 
it. Look at me! look at me!" he said, lifting 
his ghastly hands in despair to his blue face. 

I was determined not ^o give way — even to 
that. 

"Beaman!"Isaid. *' Own it boldly. What 



is she going to marry you for? For your face 
that she can never see ? No ! For your heart 
that is one with her own. Trust to her natural 
good sense — and, better than that, to the devoted 
love that you have inspired in her. She will see 
her stupid prejudice in its true light when she 
feels it trying to part her from you" 

"No! no! no'! Bemember her letter to her 
father. I shall lose her forever if I tell her now. " 

I took his arm, and tried to lead him to Lu- 
cilla. She was ali'eady trying to escape from 
her father ; she was already longing to hear the 
sound of Oscar's voice again. 

He obstinately shrank back. I began to feel 
angry with him. In another moment I should 
have said or done something that I might have 
repented of afterward if a new interruption had 
not happened befora I could open my lips. 

Another person appeared in the garden — the 
man-seiTant from Browndown, with a letter for 
his master in his hand. 

" This has just come, Sir," said the man, " by 
the afternoon post It is marked 'Immediate.' 
I thought I had better bring it to you here." 

Oscar took the letter and looked at the address. 
"My brother's writing!" he exclaimed. "A 
letter from Nugent!" 

He opened the letter, and burst out with a cry 
of joy which brought Lucilla instantly to his side. 

"What is it?" she asked, eagerly. 

"Nugent is coming back! Nugent will be 
here in a week! Oh, Lucilla, my brother is 
coming to stay with me at Browndown !" 

He caught her in his arms and kissed her, in 
the first rapture of receiving that welcome news. 
She forced herself away from him without an- 
swering a word. She turned her poor blind face 
round and round, in search for me. 

" Here I am !" I said. 

She roughly and angrily put her arm in mine. 
I saw the jealous miseiy in her face as she 
dragged me away with her to the house. Never 
yet had Oscar's voice, in her experience of him, 
sounded the note of happiness that she heard in 
it now ! Never yet had she felt Oscar's heart on 
Oscar's lips as she felt it when he kissed her in 
the first joy of anticipating Nugent's return ! 

"Can he hear me?" she whispered, when we 
had left the lawn, and she felt the gravel under 
her feet 

"No. What is it?" « 

'a hate his brother!" 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SECOND. 

THB TWIN brother's LETTER. 

Little thinking what a storm he had raised, 
poor innocent Oscar — paternally escorted by the 
rector — followed us into the, house, with his ope^ 
letter in his hand. 
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Judging by certain signs visible in my itver- 
end friend, I concluded that the announcement 
of Nugent Dubourg's coming visit W Dimchurch 
— regarded by the rest of us as heralding the ap- 
pearance of a twin brother — was regarded by 
Mr. Finch as promising the arrival of a twin for-- 
tune. Oscar and Nugent shared the comfortable 
paternal inheritance. Finch smelled money. 

'* Compose yourself," I whispered to Lucilla 
as the two gentlemen followed us into the sitting- 
room. *' ' Your jealousy of his brother is childish 
jealousy. There is room enough in his heart 
for his brother as well as for you." 

She only repeated, obstinately, with a vicious 
pinch on my arm, **I hate his brother!" 

*' Come and sit down by me," said Oscar, ap- 
proaching her on the other side. ** I want to 
run over Nugent's letter. It's so interesting! 
There is a message in it to you." Too deep- 
ly absorbed in his subject to notice the sullen 
submission with which she listened to him, he 
placed her on a chair, and began reading. '* The 
first lines," he explained, *^ relate to Nugent's 
return to England, and to his delightful idea of 
coming to stay with me at Browndown. Then 
he goes on: *I found all your letters waiting 
for me on my return to New York. Need I tell 
you, my dearest brother — ' " 

Lucilla stopped him at those words by rising 
abruptly from her seat. 

*^ What is the matter ?" he asked. 

<<I don't like this chair!" 

Oscar got her another — an easy-chair this time 
— and returned to the letter. 

*' 'Need I tell yon, my dearest brother, how 
deeply you have interested me by the announce- 
ment of your contemplated marriage? Your 
happiness is my happiness. I feel with yon ; I 
congratulate you ; I long to see my future sis- 
ter-in-law — ' " 

Lucilla got up again. Oscar, in astonishment, 
asked what was wrong now. 

'' I am not comfortable at this end of the room. " 

She walked to the other end of the room. Pa- 
tient Oscar walked after her, with his precious let- 
ter in his hand. He offered her a third chair. 
She petulantly declined to take it, and selected 
another chair for herself. Oscar returned to the 
letter : 

'* ' How melancholy, and yet how interesting 
it is, to hear that she is blind ! My sketches of 
American scenery happened to be lying about in 
the room when I read your letter. The first 
thought that came to me on hearing of Miss 
Finch's afQiction was suggested by my sketches. 
I said to myself, **SadI sad! my sister-in-law 
will never see my Works." The true artist, 
Oscar, is always thinking of his Works. I shall 
bring back, let me tell you, some very remarkable 
studies for future pictures. They will not be so 
numerous, perhaps, as you may expect. I pre- 
fer to trust to my intellectual perception of beau- 



ty rather than to mere laborious transcripts from 
Nature. In certain moods of mine (speaking as 
an artist) Nature puts me out'" There Oscar 
paused, and appealed to me. ' ' What writing ! — 
eh? I always told yon, Madame Pratolungo, 
that Nugent was a genius. You see it now! 
Don't get up, Lucilla. I am going on. There 
is a message to you in this part of the letter. So 
neatly expressed!" 

Lucilla persisted in getting up ; the announce- 
ment of the neatly expressed message to be read 
next produced no effect on her. She walked 
to the window, and trifled impatiently with the 
flowers placed in it. Oscar looked in mild as- • 
tonishment, first at me, then at the rector. Rev- 
erend Finch — listening thus far with the com- 
plimentary attention due to the correspondence 
of one young man of fortune with another young 
man of fortune — interfered in Oscar's interests to 
secure him a patient hearing. 

**My dear Lucilla, endeavor to control your 
restlessness. You interfere with our enjoyment 
of this interesting letter. I could wish to see 
fewer changes of place, my child, and a more un- 
divided attention to what Oscar is reading to you." 

*' I am not interested in what he is reading to 
me." In the nervous irritation which produced 
this ungracious answer she overthrew one of the 
flower-pots. Oscar set it up again for her with 
undiminished good temper. 

**Not interested !" 4ie exclaimed. "Wait a 
little. You haven't heard Nugent's message yet. 
Listen to this ! ' Present my best and kindest re- 
gards to the future Mrs. Oscar' (dear fellow ! ), 
*' and say that she has given me a new interest in 
hastening my return to England. ' There ! Isn't 
that prettily put ? Come, Lucilla ! own that Nu- 
gent is worth listening to when he writes about 

your 

She turned toward him for the first time. The 
charm of the tone in which he spoke those words 
subdued her in spite of herself. 

'^ I am much obliged to your brother," she an- 
swered, gently, '* aiid very much ashamed of my- 
self for what I said just now. " She stole her hand 
into his, and whispered, " You are so fond of Nu- 
gent, I begin to be almost afraid there will be no' 
love left for me." 

Oscar was enchanted. *' Wait till you see him, 
and you will be as fond of him as I am," he said. 
"Nugent is not like me. He fascinates people 
the moment they come in contact with him. No- 
body can resist Nugent." 

She still held his hand, with a perplexed and 
saddened face. The admirable absence of any 
jealousy on his side — his large and generous con- 
fidence in her love for him — ^was just the rebuke 
to her that she could feel ; just the rebuke also 
(in my opinion) that she had deserved. 

" Go on, Oscar," said the rector, in his deepest 
notes of encouragement ' * What next, dear boy ? 
wh^tnext?" 
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** Another interesting bit, of quite a new kind," 
Oficar replied. * * There is a Httle mTStery to stir 
Qs np on the last page of the letter. Nagent says : 
*I have become acquainted (here, in New York) 
with a yery remarkable man, a German who has 
made a great deal of money in the United States. 
He proposes visiting Englaiid early in the present 
year ; and he will write and let me know when he 
has arriyed. I shall feel particular pleasure in 
presenting him to you and your future wife. It 
is quite possible that yon loay have special reason 
to congratulate yonrsdves on making his ac- 
quaintance. For the present no more of my new 
n friend until we meet at Browndown.' — ' Special 
reason to congratulate ourselres on making his 
acquaintance!' " repeated Oscar,. folding up the 
letter. *^ Nugent never writes in that way with- 
out a reason for it. Who can the Gennan gentle- 
man be?" 

Mr. Finch suddenly lifted his head, and looked 
at Oscar with a certain appearance of alarm. 

^' Your brother mentions that be has made his 
fortune in America," said the reverend gentle- 
man. '*! hope he is not connected with the 
money market I He might infect Mr. Nugent 
with the spirit of reckless speculation which is, 
80 to speak, the national sin of the United States. 
Your brother, having no doubt the same gener- 
ous disposition as yours — " 

^'A far finer disposition than mine, Mr. 
Finch," interposed Oscar. • 

*' Possessed, like you, of the gifts of fortune," 
proceeded the rector, with mounting enthusiasm. 

*^ Once possessed of them," said Oscar. ** Far 
from being overburdened with the gifts of for- 
tune nowl" 

" What ! ! !" cried Mr Finch, with a start of 
consternation. 

*' Nugent has run through his fortune," pro- 
ceeded Oscar, quite composedly. **I lent him 
the money to go to America. My brother is a 
genius, Mr. Finch. When did yon ever hear of 
a genius who could keep within limits ? Nugent 
is not <;ontent to live in my humble way. He 
has the tastes of a prince — ^money is noUiing to 
him. It doesn't matter. He vrill make a new 
fortune out of his pictures; and, in the mean 
' time, you know, I can always lend him some- 
thing to go on with." 

Mr. Finch rose from his seat with the air of a 
man whose just anticipations have not been re- 
alized — ^whose innocent confidence has been scan- 
dalously betrayed. Here was. a prospect I An- 
other person in perpetual vrant of money going 
to settle under the shadow of the rectory I An- 
other man likely to borrow of Oscar — and that 
man his brother ! 

'' I fail to take your light view of your broth- 
er's extravagance," said the rector, addressing 
Oscar with his loftiest severity of manner, at the 
door. *' I deplore and reprehend Mr. Nugent's 
misuse of the bounty bestowed on him by an all- 



wise Providence. You will do well to consider 
before you encourage your brother's extrava- 
gance by lending him money. What does the 
great poet of humanity say of lenders ? The 
Bard of Avon tells us that ' loan oft loses both 
itself and friend.' Lay that noble line to heart, 
Oscar! Ludlla, be on your guard against that 
restlessness which I have already had occasion ^ ^ 
to reprove. I find I must leave you, Madame 
Pratolungo. I had forgotten my parish duties. 
My parish duties are waiting for me. Good- 
d^! good-day!" 

He looked round on us all three, in turn, with 
a very sour face, and walked out. ** Surely,"" I 
thought to myself, /^diis brother of Oscar's is 
not be^nning weU ! First the daughter takes 
offense at him, and now the father follows her 
example. Even on the other side of the Atlan- 
tic, Mr. Nugent Dnbourg exercises a malignant 
influence, and disturbs the family tranquillity be- 
fore he has shown his nose in the house I" 

Nothing more that is worth recording hap- 
pened on that day. We had a very dull even- 
ing. Lucilla was out of spirits. As for me, I 
had not yet had time to accustom myself to the 
shocking spectacle of Oscar's discolored fiice. I 
was serious and silent. You would never have 
guessed me to be a Frenchwoman, if you had 
seen me for the first time on the occasion of my 
i*etnm to the rectory. 

The next day a small domestic event hap- ' 
pened which must be chronicled in this place. 

Our Dimchurch doctor, always dissatisfied with 
his position in an obscure country place, had ob- 
tained an appointment in India which offered 
great professional advantages to an ambitious 
man. He called to take leave of ns on his de- 
parture. I found an opportunity of speaking to 
him about Oscar. He entirely agreed with me 
that the attempt to keep the change produced in 
his former patient by the Nitrate of Silver from 
Lucilla's knowledge was simply absurd. It would 
come to her ears, he said, before many days 
were over our heads. With that prediction, ad- 
dressed to my private ear, he left us. The re- 
moval of him firom the scene was, yon will please 
to bear in mind, the removal of an important 
local witness to the medica^ treatment of Oscar, 
and was, as such, an incident with a bearing of 
its own on the future, which claims a place for it 
in the present narrative. 

Two more days passed, and nothing happened. 
On the morning of the third day the doctor's 
prophecy was all but fulfilled through the me- 
dium of the wandering Arab of the family, our 
funny little Jicks. 

While LucilU and I were strolling about the 
garden with Oscar, the child suddenly darted out 
on us fi'om behind a tree, and, seizing Oscar 
round the legs, hailed him affectionately at the 
top of her voice as '* The Blue Man !" Lucilla 
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instondy stopjitA; and nM, "Who do yoa call 
' The Blue Man ?' " Jicki angwered, boldl/, 
"Oscar." Lndlla cangfat the child ap in her 
antu. " Wby do you call Oscar "The Blue 
Man ?' " she asked. Jickg poiniad to Oscar's 
fiice, and then, remembering Lacilla's blindnees, 
appealed to me. " Yon tell her," said Jicka, in 
bi^ glee. Oscar seized my hand, and looked at 
me imploringly. 1 determined not to interfere. 



had got his nickname in the nursery, at the time 
of LuciUa'a abseDce in London, by one day paint- 
ing his face in the character of Blue-beard to 
amase the children I If Lucilla had felt the bint- 
est suspicion of the truth, blind as she was, she 
most now have discovered it. As things were, 
Oscar annoyed end irritated her. I conld see 
that it cost her a straggle to suppress something 
tike a feeling of contempt for him. "Amnse 



It was bad enough to remun passive, and to let 
ber be kept in the dark. Actively, I was re- 
solved to take no part in deceiving her. Her 
color rose ; she pat Jicks down on the gronnd. 
" Are yOD both damb ?" she asked. " Oscar, 1 
insist on knowing it — how have you got the 
nickname of ' The Blue Man ?' " Left helpless, 
Oscar (to my disgust) took refuge in a lie — and, 
worse still, a clomsy lie. Ha declared that be 



the children, the next titne, in some other way," 
she said. " Though I can't see you, still I don't 
like to hear of your disfiguring your &ce by paint- 
ing it blue." With that answer she walked away 
s little by herself, erldently disappointed in ber 
betrothed hosband for the flrst time in ber expe- 
rience of him. 

Hecastanotherlmploringlookatura. "Didyou 
hear what she said about my fiice?" he whispered. 
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Yon have lost ail excellent opportunity of 
speaking oat,'* I answered. ** I believe yoa will 
bitterly regret the foUy and the cruelty of de- 
ceiving her." 

He shook his head, with the immovable ob- 
stinacy of a weak man. 

'* Nugent doesn't think as you do," he said, 
banding me the letter, 't Read that bit there — 
now Lucilla is out of hearing." 

The paragraph to which he pointed only con- 
tained these lines : ** Your last letter relieves my 
anxiety about your health. I enth^ely agree with 
you that any personal sacrifice which cures you 
. of those horrible attacks is a sacrifice wisely 
made. As to your JLeeping the change a secret 
from the young lady, I can only say that I sup- 
pose you know best how to act in this emergency. 
I will abstain from forming any opinion of my 
own until we meet." 

I handed Oscar back the letter. 

* ' There is no very warm approval there of the 
course you are taking," I said. *' The only dif- 
ference between your brother and me is that he 
suspends his opinion, and that I express mine." 

''I have no fear of my brother," Oscar an- 
swered. '* Nugent will feel for me and under- 
stand me when he comes to Browndown. In 
the mean time this shall not happen again." 

He stooped over Jicks. The child, while we 
were talking, had laid herself down luxuriously 
on the grass, and was singing to herself little 
snatches of a nursery song. Oscar pulled her up 
on her legs rather roughly. He was out of tem- 
per with her, as well as with himself. 

^* What are you going to do ?" I asked. 

'* I am going to see Mr. Finch," he answered, 
'^and to have Jicks kept for the future out of 
liUcilla's garden." 

**Does Mr. Finch approve of your silence?" 

*'Mr. Finch, Madame Pratolungo, leaves me 
to decide on a matter which concerns nobody 
but Lucilla and myself." 

After that reply there was an end of all further 
remonstrance from me, as a matter of course. 
Oscar walked off with his prisoner to the house. 
Jicks .trotted along by his side, unconscious of 
the mischief she had done, singing another verse 
of the nursery song. I rejoined Lucilla, with 
my mind made up as to the line of conduct I 
should adopt in the future. If Oscar did suc- 
ceed in keeping the truth concealed from her, I 
was positively resolved, come what might of it, 
to enlighten her, before they were married, with 
my own lips. What I after pledging myself to 
keep the secret ? Yes. Perish the promise that 
makes me false to a person whom I love ! I de- 
spise such promises from the bottom of my heart. 

Two more days slipped by — and then a tele- 
gram found its way to Browndown. Oscar came 
running to us, at the rectory, with his news. 
Nugent had landed at Liverpool. Oscar was to 
"expect him at Dimchurch on the next day. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-THIRD. ^ 

HB SETS US ALL BIGHT. 

I HAYB thus far quite inadvertently omitted to 
mention one of the prominent virtues of Rever- 
end Finch. He was an accomplished master of 
that particular form of human persecution which 
is called I'eading aloud ; and he inflicted his ac- 
complishment on his family circle at every avail- 
able opportunity. Of what we sufi^ered on these 
occasions I shall say nothing. Let it be enough 
to mention that the rector thoroughly enjoyed 
the pleasure of hearing his own magnificent voice. 

There was no escaping Mr. Finch when the 
rage for *' reading" seized on him. Now on one 
pretense, and now on another, he descended on 
us unfortunate women, book in hand, seated us 
at one end of the room, placed himself at the 
other, opened his dreadful mouth, and fired 
words at us, like shots at a target, by the hour 
together. Sometimes he gave us poetical read- 
ings from Shakspeare or Milton ; and sometimes 
Parliamentary speeches by Burke or Sheridan. 
Read what he might, he made such a noise and 
such a fuss ov^r it— he put his own individuality 
so prominently in the foremost place, and he kept 
the poets or the orators whom he was supposed 
to be interpreting so far in the background — that 
they lost every trace of character of their own, 
and became one and all perfectly intolerable re- 
flections of Mr. Finch. I date my first unhappy 
doubts of the supreme excellence of Shakspeare's 
poetry from the rector's readings ; and I attiibute 
to the same exasperating cause my implacable 
hostility (on every question of the time)' to the 
policy of Mr. Burke. 

On the evening when Nugent Duboi^rg was ex- 
pected at Browndown — ^and when we particular- 
ly wanted to be left alone to dress ourselves, and 
to gossip by anticipation about the expected vis- 
itor — Mr. Finch was seized with one of his peri- 
odical rages for firing off words at his family aftt 
er tea. He selected '* Hamlet" as the medium- 
for exhibiting his voice on this occasion ; and he 
declared, as the principle motive for taking his 
elocutionary exercise, that the object he espe- 
cially had in view was the benefit of poor Me. 

**My good creature, I accidentally heard you 
reading to Lucilla the other day. It was very 
nice, as far as it went — ^very nice indeed. But 
you will allow me — ^as a person, Madame Prato- 
lungo, possessing considerable practice in the art 
of reading aloud — ^to observe ^at you might be 
benefited by a hint or two. I will give you a few 
ideas. (Mrs. Finch I I propose giving Madame 
Pratolungo a few ideas.) Fay particular atten- 
tion, if you please, to the Pauses, and to the man- 
agement of the Voice at the end of the lines. 
Lucilla, my child, you are interested in this. 
The perfecting, of Madame Pratolungo is a mat- 
ter of considerable importance to you. Don't go 
away.* 
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Lucilla and I happened, on that evening, to be 
gaests at the rectory table. It was one of the 
regular occasions on which we left our own side 
of the house, and joined the family at (what Mr. 
Finch called) '* the pastor's evening meal." He 
had got his wifo ; he had got his eldest daughter ; 
he had got yoar humble servant. A horrid smile 
of enjoyment overspread the reverend gentleman's 
foce as he surveyed us from the opposite end of 
the room, and opened his vocal fire on his audi- 
ence of three. 

" 'Hamlet:* Act the First; Scene the First 
Elsinore. A Platform before the Castle. Fran- 
cisco on his post'' (Mr. Finch). *' Enter to 
him Bernardo" (Mr. Finch). " Who's there?" 
^' Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold yourself. " 
(Mrs. Finch unfolds herself — she suckles the 
baby, and tries to look as if she was having an 
intellectual treat. ) Francisco and Bernardo con- 
verse in bass — ^Boom-boom-boom. *' Enter Ho- 
ratio and Marcellus" (Mr. Finch and Mr. Finch). 
"Stand, ho! Who is there?" "Friends to this 
ground. " ' ' And liegemen to the Dane. " (Ma- 
dame Pratolungo begins to feel the elocutionary 
exposition of Shakspeare, where she always feels 
it, in her legs. She tries to sit still on her chair. 
Useless! She is suffering under the malady 
known to her by bitter experience of Mr. Finch, 
as the Hamlet-Fidgets.) Bernardo and Fran- 
cisco, Horatio and Marcellus, converse — Boom- 
boom-boom. '* Enter Ghost of Hamlet's Fa- 
ther." Mr. Finch makes an awful pause. In 
the supernatural silence we can hear the baby 
sucking. Mrs. Finch enjoys her intellectual treat. 
Madame Pratolungo fidgets. Lucilla catches 
the infection, and fidgets too. Marcellus-Finch 
goes on. "Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Ho- 
ratio." Bernardo-Finch backs him : " Looks it 
not like the King? Mark it, Horatio." Lncil- 
la-Finch inserts herself in the dialogue : " Papa, 
I am very sorry ; I have had a nervous headache 
all day ; please excuse me if I take a turn in the 
garden. " The rector makes another awful pause, 
and glares at his daughter. (Exit Lucilla.) 
Horatio looks at the Ghost, and takes up the di- 
alogue : ** Most like ; it harrows me" — ^Boom- 
boom-boom. The baby is satiated. Mrs. Finch 
wants her handkerchief. Madame Pratolungo 
seizes the opportunity of moving her distracted 
legs, and finds the handkerchief. Mr. Finch 
"pauses — glares — ^goes on again — ^reaches the sec- 
ond scene. "Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, 
Polonius, Laertes, Voltimand, Cornelius, and 
Lords Attendant." AH Mr. Finch! Oh, my legs I 
my legs ! all Mr. Finch, and Boom-boom-boom. 
Third scene. "Enter Laertes and Ophelia." 
(Both Rectors of Dimchurch ; both with deep 
bass voices ; both about five feet high, pitted with 
the small-pox, and adorned round the neck with 
dingy white cravats.) Mr. » Finch goes on and 
on and on.^ Mrs. Finch and the baby simulta- 
neously close their eyes in slumber. Madame 



Pratolungo suffers such tortures of restlessness 
in her lower limb^ that she longs for a skilled 
8ui*geon to take out his knife and deliver her from 
her own legs. Mr. Finch advances ^in deeper 
and deeper bass, in keener and keener enjoy- 
ment, to the Fourth Scene. ( "Enter Hamlet, 
Horatio, and Marcellus.") Mercy! what do I 
hear ? Is relief approaching to as from the world 
outside ? Are there footsteps in the hall ? Yes ! 
Mrs. Finch opens her eyes; Mrs. Finch hears 
the footsteps, and rejoices in them as I do. Rev- 
erend Hamlet hears nothing but his own voice. 
He begins the scene : " The air bites shrewdly ; 
it is very cold." The door opens. The rector 
feels a gust of air, dramatically appropriate, just 
at the right moment He looks round. If it is 
a servant, let that domestic person tremble ! No 
— ^not a servant Guests — heavens be praised, 
guests. Welcome, gentlemen — welcome! No 
more Hamlet to-night, thanks to You. Enter 
two Characters who must be instantly attended 
to— Mr. Oscar Dubonrg) introducing his twin 
brother from America, Mr. Nugent Dubourg. 

Astonishment at the extraordinaiy resemblance 
between them was the one impression felt by all 
three of us as the brothers entered the room. 

Exactly alike in their height, in their walk, in 
their features, and in their voices. Both with 
the same colored hair and the same beardless 
faces. Oscar's smile exactly reflected on No- 
gent's lips. Oscar's odd little semi-foreign tricks 
of gesticulation with his hands, exactly repro- 
duced in the hands of Nugent. And, to crown 
it all, there was the complexion which Oscar had 
lost forever (just a shade darker perhaps) found 
again on Nugent's cheeks! The one difference 
which made it possible to distinguish between 
them, at the moment when they first appeared 
together in the room, was also the one difference 
which Lucilla was physically incapable of detect- 
ing — the terrible contrast of color between the 
brother who bore the blue disfigurement of the 
drug, and the brother who was left as Nature had 
made him. 

"Delighted to make your acquaintance, Mrs. 
Finch. I have long wished for this pleasure. 
Thank you, Mr. Finch, for all your kindness to 
my brother. Madame Pratolungo, I presume? 
Permit me to shake hands. It is needless to 
say I have heard of your illustrious husband. 
Aha ! here's a baby. Yours, Mrs. Finch ? Girl 
or boy, ma'am ? A fine child — if a bachelor may 
be allowed to pronounce an opinion. Tweet — 
tweet — tweet /" 

He chirruped to the baby as if he had been 
a family man, and snapped his fingers gayly. 
Poor Oscar's, blue fiace turned in silent triumph 
toward me. " Wh^t did I tell you?" his look 
asked. " Did I not say Nugent fascinated every 
body at first sight ?" Most true. An irresisti- 
ble man. So utterly different in hi§ manner 
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from Oscar, except when he was in repose, and 
yet so like Oscar in olher respects. I can only 
describe him as his brother completed. He had 
tbe pleasant, lively flow of spirits, the easy, win- 
ning, gentleman-like confidence in himself which 
Oscar wanted ; and then what excellent taste he 
possessed I He liked children ; he respected the 
memory of my glorious Pratolango ! In half k 
minute from the time when he entered the room. 



my family circle. As a cler^muu) end a lover 

of poetry (in borfi capacities) I have long cnlti- 
Tatod the art of elocution — " 

"MydearSir, eicnsetne: you have ctdtirated 
it all wrong I" 

Mr. Finch paased, thnnderstmck. A man in 
his presence presuming to have an opinion of his 
own 1 a, man in the rectoty parlor capable of jn- 
termptingthe rector in the middle of a sentence I 



Nngenl Dnbourg lad won Mrs. Finch's heart 

He turned from the baby to Mr. Finch, and 
pointed to the open Skakspeare on the (able. 

"Yon were rending to the ladies?" he said. 
"1 am afraid we have intermpted yon." 

"Don't mention it," said the rector, with his 
loftiest polilenesB. "Another time will do. It 
is a habit of mine, Mr. Kugent, to read aloud 



guilty of the insane audacity of telling him, as a 
reader, with Sfaakspeare open before them, that 
he read wrong t 

"Oh, wo heard you as we came in!" proceed- 
ed Nugent, with the most undiminished conli- 
dence, expressed in the most gentleman-like man- 
ner. "Ton read it like this." He took np 
' ' Hamlet," and read the opening line of the 
Fourth Scene ("The air Lites shrewdly ; it is 
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very cold") with an irresistitily accurate imitat 
tion of Mr. Finch. " That's not the way Han^- 
let would speak. No man in his position would 
v^ remark that it was very cold in that bow-wow 
manner. What is Shakspeare before all things ? 
True to nature — always true to nature. What 
condition is Hamlet in when he is expecting to 
see the Ghost ? He is nervous, and he feels the 
cold. Let him show it naturally ; let him speak 
as any other man would speak under the circum- 
stances. Look here! Qoick and quiet— 'like 
this: 'The air bites shrewdly' — ^there Hamlet 
stops and shivers — ^pmvrer-rer 1 * it is very cold.' 
There ! That's the way to read Shakspeare." 

Mr. Finch lifted his head into the air as high 
as it could possibly go, and brought the flat of 
his hand down with a solemn and sounding 
smack on the open book. 

** Allow me to say. Sir — " he began. 

Nugent st|»pped him again, more good-humor- 
ediy than ever. 

** You don't agree with me ? All right. Quite 
useless to dispute about it. I don't know what 
you may be* / am the most opinionated man in 
•^existence. Sheer waste of time, my dear Sir, to 
attempt convincing Me. Now just look at that 
child !" Here Mr. Nugent Dnbourg's attention 
was suddenly attracted by the baby. He twisted 
round on his heel, and addressed Mrs. Finch. 
'*I take the liberty of saying, ma'am, that a 
more senseless dress doesn't exist than the dress 
that is put in this country on infants of tender 
years. What are the three main functions which 
that child — ^that charming child of yours — per- 
forms ? He sucks, he sleeps, and he grows. At 
the present moment he isn't sucking, he isn't 
sleeping — ^he is growing with all his might. Un- 
der those interesting circumstances what does he 
want to do ? To move his limbs freely in every 
direction. You let him swing his arms to his 
heart's content, and you deny him fi-eedom to 
kick his legs. You clothe him in a dress three 
times as long as himself. He tries to throw his 
legs up in the air as he throws his arms, and he 
can't do it.. There is his senseless long dress en- 
tangling itself in his toes, and making an effort 
of what Nature intended to be a luxury. Can 
ai|y thing be mOre absurd ? What are mothers 
about? Why don't they think for themselves? 
Take my advice — short petticoats, Mrs. Finch. 
Liberty, glorious liberty, for my young friend's 
legs ! Boom, heaps of room, for that infant mar- 
tyr's toes I" 

Mrs. Finch listened helplessly ; lifted the baby's 
long petticoats, and looked at them ; stared pit- 
eously at Nugent Dubourg ; opened her lips to 
speak ; and, thinking better of it, turned her wa- 
tery eyes on her husband, appealing to him to 
take the matter up. Mr. Finch made another 
attempt to assert his dignity — a ponderously sa- 
tirical attempt this time. 

"In offering your advice to my wife, Mr. 



Nugent,'* said the rector, "you must permit me 
to remark that it would have had mdre practical i 
force if it had been the advice of a married man. 
I beg to remind you — " 

''You beg to remind me that it is the advice 
of a bachelor? Ob, come! that really won't do 
at this time of day. Dr. Johnson settled that ' 
argument at once and forever a century since. 
'Sir,' he said to somebody of your way of think- 
ing, 'you may scold your carpenter when he has 
made a bad table, though you can't make a table 
yourself.' I say to you, 'Mr. Finch, you may 
point out a defect in a baby's petticoats, though 
you haven't got a baby yourself!' Doesn't. that 
satisfy you ? All right. Take another illustra- 
tion. Look at your room here. I can see in the ^ 
twinkling of an eye that it's badly lit. You have 
only got one window ; you ought to have two. 
Is it necessary to be a practical builder to discov- 
er that ? Absurd ! Are you satisfied now ? No ! 
Take another illustration. What's this printed 
paper here on the chimney-piece? Assessed 
taxes. Ha! Assessed taxes wiU do. You're not 
in the House of Comm6ns ; you're not Chancel- 
lor of the Exchequer ; but haven't you an opin- 
ion of your own about taxation in spite of that? 
Must you and I be in Parliament before we can 
presume to see that the feeble old British Con- 
stitution is at its last gasp ?" 

" And the vigorous young Bepubllc drawing 
its first breath of life!" I burst in, introducing 
the Pratolungo programme (as my way is) at ev- 
ery available opportunity. 

Nugent Dubourg instantly wheeled round in 
my direction, and set tne right on my subject, just 
as he had set the rector right on reading '^Ham- 
let," and Mrs. Finch right on clothing babies. 

"Not a bit of it!" He pronounced, positively. 
" The ' young Republic' is the rickety child of 
the political family. Give him up, ma'am. You 
will never make a man of him. " 

I tried to assert myself as the rector had tried 
before me— with precisely the same result. I 
appealed indignantly to the authority of my il- 
lustrious husband. 

"Doctor Pratolungo — ".I began. 

"Was an honest man," interposed Nugent 
Dubourg. " I am an advanced Liberal myself; 
I respect him. But he was quite wrong. All 
sincere i*epublicans make the same mistake. 
They believe in the existence of public spirit in 
Europe. Amiable delusion*! f^ublic spirit is 
dead in Europe. Public spirit is the generous 
emotion of young nations, of new peoples. In 
selfish old Europe private interest has taken its 
place. When your husband preached the repub- 
lic, on what ground did he put it? On the 
ground that the republic was going to elevate 
the nation. Pooh ! Ask me to accept the re- 
public on the ground that I elevate Myself— and, 
supposing you can prove it, I will listen to you. 
If you are ever to set republican institutions go- 
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ing in the Old World — there is the only motive 
power that will do it!" 

I was indignant at snch sentiments. ''Mj 
glorioas husband — " I began, again. 

''Would have died rather than appeal to the 
meanest instincts of his fellow-creatures. Just 
so! There was his mistake. That's whj he 
never could make any thing of the republic. 
That's why the republic is the rickety child of 
the political family. Quod erat demonstrandum, " 
said Nugent Dnbonrg, finishing me off with a 
pleasant smile, and an easy indicative gesture of 
the hand which said, ''Now I have settled these 
three people in succession, I am equally well sat- 
isfied with myself— and with them !" 

His smile was irresistible. Bent as I was on 
disputing the degrading conclusions at which he 
had arrived, I really had not fire enough in me 
at the moment to feed my own indignation. As 
to Reverend Finch, he sat silently swelling in a 
comer; digesting as he best might the discov- 
ery that there was another man in the world, 
brides the Rector of Dimchurch, with an ex- 
cellent opinion of himself, and with perfectly un- 
assailable confidence and fluency in expressing 
it. ' In the momentary silence that now followed, 
Oscar got his first opportunity of speaking. He 
had, thus far, been quite content to admire his 
clever brother. He now advanced to me, and 
asked what had become of Lucilla. 

" The servant told me she was here," he said. 
"I am so anxious to introduce her to Nyigent." 

Nugent put his arm affectionately ronnd his 
brother's neck, and gave him a hug. " Dear 
old boy! I am just as anxious as you are." 

" Lucilla went out a little while since," I said, 
" to take a turn in the garden." 

"I'll go and find her," said Oscar. "Wait 
here, Nugent 1*11 bring her in." 

He left the room. Before he could close the 
door one of the servants appeared, to claim 
Mrs. Finch's private ear on some mysterious 
domestic emergency. Nugent facetiously en- 
treated her, as she passed him, to clear her 
mind of prejudice, and consider the question of 
infant petticoats on its own merits. Mr. Finch 
took offense at this second reference to the sub- 
ject. He rose to follow his vrife. 

"When you are a married man, Mr. Du- 
bourg," said the rector, severely, "you will 
learn to leave the management of an infant in 
its mother's hands." 

"There's another mistake!'* remarked Nu- 
gent, following him, with unabated good-humor, 
to the door. " A married man's idea of another 
man as a husband, always begins and ends with 
his idea of himself." He turned to me as the 
door closed on Mr. Finch. " Now we are alone, 
Madame Fratolungo," he said, "I want to speak 
to you about Miss Finch. There is an oppor- 
tunity before she comes in. Oscar's letter onlji 
told me that she was blind. I am naturally in- 



terested in every thing that relates to my broth- 
er's future wife. I am particularly interested 
about this affliction of hers. May I ask how 
long she has been blind ?" 

" Since she was a year old," I replied. 

"Through an accident?" 

"No." 

"After a fever? or a disease of any other 
sort ?" 

I began to feel a little surprised at his enter- 
ing into these medical details. 

" I never heard that it was through a fever or 
other illness," I said. "So far as I know, the 
blindness came on unexpectedly, from some cause 
that did not express itself to the people about 
her at the time." 

He drew his chair confidentially nearer to 
mine. " How old is she ?" he asked. 

I began to feel more than a little surprised, 
and I showed it, I suppose, on telling him Lu- 
cilla's age. 

"As things are now," he explained, "there 
are reasons which make me hesitate to enter on 
the question of Miss Finch's blindness either 
with my brother or with any members of the 
family. I must wait to speak about it to them 
until I can speak to good practical purpose. 
There is no harm in my staiting the subject with 
you. When she first lost her sight, no means 
of restoring it were left untried, of course ?" 

"I should suppose not," I replied. "It's so 
long since, I have never asked." 

"So long since," he repeated; and then con- 
sidered for a moment. ' 

His reflections ended in a last question : 

"She is resigned, I suppose — and eveiy body 
about her is resigned — to the idea of her being 
hopelessly blind for life ?" 

Instead of answering him, I put a question on 
my side. My heart was beginning to beat rap- 
idly, without my knowing why. 

"Mr. Nugent Dubourg," I said, "what have 
you got in your mind about Lucilla ?" 

"Madame Pratolungo," he replied, "I have 
got something in my mind which was put into it 
by a friend of mine whom I met in America. "^ 

"The friend you mentioned in your letter to 
your brother ?" 

"The same." 

"The German gentleman whom yon propose 
to introduce to Oscar and Lucilla?" 

"Yes." 

" May I ask who he is ?" 

Nugent DubOurg looked at me attentively, 
considered with himself for the second time, and 
answered in these words : 

" He is the greatest living authority and the 
greatest living operator in diseases of the eye." 

The idea in his mind burst its way into my 
mind in a tnoment. 

' ' Gracious God ! '* I exclaimed ; " are yon mad 
enough to suppose that Lucilla's sight can be 
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restored, after a blindness of one-and-twentj 
years?" 

He suddenly held np his hand, in sign to me 
to be silent. 

At the same moment the door opened, and 
Lacilla (followed by Oscar) entered the roouL 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FOURTH. 

HE BEES LUCILLA. 

The first impression which Poor Miss Finch 
produced on Nugent Dubourg was precisely the 
same as the first impression which she had pro- 
duced on me. 

" Good Heavens !" he cried. " The Dresden 
Madonna ! The Virgin of San Sisto ! " 

Lucilla had already heard from me of her ex- 
traordinary resemblance to the chief figure in 
Raphael's renowned picture. Nugent's blunt 
outburst of recognition passed unnoticed by her. 
She stopped short, in the middle of the; room-^ 
startled, the instant he spoke, by the extraordi- 
nary similarity of his tone and accent to the tone 
and accent of his brother's voice. 

" Oscar," she asked, nervously, ** are you be- 
hind me ? or in front of me ?" Oscar laughed, 
and answered "Here!" — speaking behind her. 
She turned her head toward the place in front 
of her, from which Nugent had spoken. " Your 
voice is wonderfally like Oscar's," she said, ad- 
dressing him timidly, "Is your face exactly 
like his face too ? May I judge for myself of 
the likeness between you ? I can only do it in 
one way — by my touch. " 

Oscar advanced, and placed a chair for his 
brother by Lucilla's side. 

"She has eyes in the tips of her fingers," he 
said. "Sit down, Nugent, and let her pass her 
hand over your face." 

Nugent obeyed him in silence. Now that the 
first impression of surprise had passed away, I 
observed that a marked change was beginning 
to assert itself in his manner. 

Little by little, an unnatural constraint got 
possession of him. His fluent tongue found 
nothing to talk about. His easy movements al- 
tered in the strangest way until they almost be- 
came the movements of a slow, awkward man. 
He was more like his brother than ever, as he 
sat down in the chair to submit himself to Lucil- 
la's investigation. She had produced, at firat 
sight — as well as I could judge — some impres- 
sion on him for which he had not been prepared ; 
causing some mental disturbance in him which 
he was for the moment quite unable to control. 
His eyes looked up at her, spell-bound ; his col- 
or came and went; his breath quickened au- 
dibly when her fingers touched his face. 

" What's the matter ?" said Oscar, looking at 
him in surprise. 

E 



" Nothing is the matter," he answered, in the 
low absent tone of a man whose mind was secret- 
ly pursuing its own train of thought. 

Oscar said no more. Once, twice, three times 
Lucilla's hand passed slowly over Nugent's &ce. 
He submitted to it silently, gravely, immovably 
— a perfect contrast to the talkative, lively young 
man of half an hour since. Lucilla employed a 
much longer time in examining him than she had 
occupied in examining me. 

While the investigation was proceeding, I had 
leisure to think again over what had passed be- 
tween Nugent aud me on the subject of Lu- 
cilla's blindness before she entered the room. My 
mind had by this time recovered its balance. 
I was able to ask myself what this young fellow's 
daring idea was really worth. Was it within the 
range of possibility that a sense so delicate as the 
sense of sight, lost for one-and-twenty years, 
could be restoi-ed by any means short of a mira- 
cle? It was monstrous to suppose it : the thing 
could not be. If there had been the faintest 
chance of giving my poor dear back the blessing 
of sight, that chance would have been tiled by 
competent persons years and years since. I was 
ashamed of myself for having been violently ex- 
cited at the moment by the new thought which 
Nugent had started in my mind; I waslionestly 
indignant at his uselessly disturbing me with the 
vainest of all vain hopes. The one wise thing 
to do in the future was to caution this fiighty 
and inconsequent young man to keep his mad no- 
tion about Lucilla to himself— and to dismiss it 
from my own thoughts at once and forever. 

Just as I arrived at that sensible resolution, I 
was recalled to what was going on in the room 
by Lucilla's voice, addressing me by my name. 

* * The likeness is wonderful, " she said, * ' Still, 
I think I can find a difference between them." 

(The only difierence between them was in the 
contrast of complexion and in the contrast of 
manner— both ^ese being dissimilarities which 
appealed more or less directly to the eye.) 

" What difierence do you find?" I asked. 

She slowly came toward me, with an anxious, 
perplexed face, pondering as she advanced. 

"I can't explain it," she answered, after a 
long silence. 

When Lucilla left him, Nugent rose from his 
chair. He abruptly — almost roughly — took his 
brother's hand. He spoke to his bmther in a 
strangely excited, feverish, headlong way. 

" My dear fellow, now I have seen her, I con- 
gratulate you more heartily than ever. She is 
charming; she is unique. Oscar! I could al- 
most envy you, if you were any one else !" 

Oscar was vadiant with delight. His brother's 
opinion ranked above all human opinions in his 
estimation. Before he could say a word in re- 
turn, Nugent left him as abruptly as he had ap- 
proached him ; walking away by himself to the 
window — and standing there, looking out. 
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Lncilla had not heard him. She was still 
pondering, with the same perplexed face. The 
likeness between the twins was apparently weigh- 
ing on her mind — an unsolved problem that vex- 
ed and irritated it. Without any thing said by 
me to lead to resuming the subject, she returned 
obstinately to the assertion that she had just 
made. 

'' I tell yon again I am sensible of a difference 
between them," she repeated — " though you don't 
seem to believe me." 

I interpreted this uneasy reiteration as mean- 
ing that she was rather trying to convince her- 
self than to convince me. In her blind condi- 
tion it was doubly and trebly embarrassing not 
to know one brother from the other. I under- 
stood her unwillingness to acknowledge this — I 
felt (in her position) how it would have Irritated 
me. She was waiting — ^impatiently waiting — 
for me to say something on my side. I am, as 
you know already, an indiscreet woman. I in- 
nocently said one. of my rash things. 

"I believe whatever you tell me, my dear," I 
answered. ** You can find out a difference be- 
tween them, I have no doubt Still, I own I 
should like to see it put to the proof." 

Her color rose. ' * How ?" she asked, abruptly. 

"Try your touch alternately on both their 
faces," I suggested, "without knowing before- 
hand which position they each of them occupy. 
Make three trials — Cleaving them to change their 
places or not, between each trial, just as they 
please. If yon guess which is which correctly 
three times following, there will be the proof 
that you can really lay your hand on a difference 
between them." 

Lncilla shrank from accepting the challenge. 
She drew back a step, and silently shook her 
head. Nugent, who had overheard me, turned 
round suddenly from the window, and supported 
my proposal'. 

"A capital notion!" he burst out. "Let's 
try it ! You don't object, Oscar — do you ?" 

"I object?" cried Oscar, amazed at the bare 
idea of his opposing any assertion of his will' to 
the assertion of his brother's will. "If Lucilla 
is willing, I say Yes with all my heart." 

The two brothers approached us, arm in arm. 
Lucilla, very reluctantly, allowed herself to be 
persuaded into trying tlie experiment. Two 
chairs, exactly alike, were placed in front of 
her. At a sign from Nugent, Oscar silently took 
the chair on her right. By this arrangement 
the hand which she had used in touc'hing Nngent's 
face would be now the hand that she would em- 
ploy in touching Oscar's face. When they were 
both seated I announced that we were ready. 
Lucilla placed her hands on their faces, right 
and left, without the faintest idea in her nrind 
of the positions which the two relatively occu- 
pied. 

After first touching them with both hands, and 



both together, she tried them separately next, 
beginning with Oscar, and using her right hand 
only. She left him for Nugent; again using 
her right hand — then came back to him again — 
then returned to Nugent — hesitated — decided — 
tapped Nugent lightly on the head. 

"Oscar!" she said. 

Nugent burst out laughing. The laugh told 
her, before any of us could speak, that she had 
made a mistake at the first attempt. 

"Try again, Lucilla," said Oscar, kindly. 

"Never!" she answered, angrily stepping 
back from both of them. " One mystification 
is enough." 

Nugent tried next to persuade her to renew the 
experiment. She checked him sternly at the 
first word. 

"Do you think, if I won't do it for Oscar," 
she said, "that I would do it for you? You 
laughed at me. What was there to laugh at ? 
Your brother's features are your features ; your 
brother's hair is your hah* ; your brother's height 
is your height. What is there so very ridiculous 
— with such a resemblance as that — ^in a poor 
blind girl like me mistaking you one for the 
other? I wish to preserve a good opinion of 
you, for Oscar's sake. Don't turn me into ridi- 
cule again, or I shall be forced to think that 
your brother's good heart is not yours also !" 

Nugent and Oscar looked at each other, petri- 
fied by this sudden outbreak ; Nugent, of the two, 
being the most completely overwhelmed by it. 

I attempted to interfere and put things right. 
My easy philosophy and my volatile French na- 
ture failed to see any adequate cause for this ve- 
hement exhibition of resentment on LuciUa's 
part. Something in my tone, as I suppose, only 
added to her irritation. I, in my turn, was 
checked sternly at the first word. "You pro- 
posed it," she said ; "you are the most to blame." 
I hastened to make my apologies (inwardly re- 
marking that the habit of raising a storm in a 
tea-cup is a growing habit with the rising gener- 
ation in England). Nugent followed me with 
more apologies on his side. Oscai* supported us 
with his superior influence. He took Lucilla's 
hand, kissed it, and whispered something in her 
ear. The kiss and the whisper acted like a charm. 
She held out her hand to Nugent ; she put her 
arm round my neck and embraced me with all 
her own grace and sweetness. "Forgive me," 
she said to us, gently. "I wish I could learn 
to be patient. But, oh, Mr. Nugent, it is some- 
times 80 hard to be blind!" I can repeat the 
words ; but I can give no idea of the touching 
simplicity with which they were spoken — of her 
innocently earnest anxiety to win her pardon. 
She so afiected Nugent that he too^— aft;er a look 
at Oscar which said, "May I?" — ^kissed the 
hand that she offered to him. As his lips touch- 
ed her she started. The bright flush which al- 
ways indicated the sudden rising of a thought in 



her mind flew over her fece. She nnconscionslj 
hdd Nngent's hand in her own, absorbed in tbe 
interest of realising the new tbought. For » 
moment she stood, atill ag a, Btacne, uonsnlting 
nith herself. The moment passed, she dropped 
Nngeat'e hand and turned ibrightlj to me. 

"Will jou think me Teij obstinate?" she 
aiked. 
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" Onlj say what you w 






"Go with yonr brother," ahe said, "to the 
other end of the room. I know where you are 
each of yon standing at tbi« end. Madame Pra- 
tolnngo will lead me to the place, and will put 
mejustwithinreachof both yourhands. Iwaait 
each of yon in turn (arrange by a sign between 



"1 .. . 

"I am not Batiefied yet. I want to try egain." 
" Ho ! no 1 At any rate, not lo-day. " 
"Iwantto try agun," she repealed. "Not 
in your way. In a way of my own that baa jast 
come into my head." She turned to Oscar. 
"Win yon hnmor me in this?" It is needless 
to let down Oscar's reply. She turned to Nu- 
gent. ."Will yon?" 



and hold it for a moment, and then drop it. I 
b&ve an idea that I can distingmsh between 
yoa in that way — and I want very much to trj- 

The brothers went silently to the other end of 
the room. I led Lndlla, after them, lo the 
place in which they stood. At my suKgealion 
Nugent was the first Co take her hand, as she 
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bad requested, to hold it for a moment, and then 
to drop it. 

'^Nngent!" she said, without the slightest 
hesitation. 

'* Quite right," I answered. 

She laoghed gayly. *' Go on ! Puzzle me if 
you possibly can." 

The brothers noiselessly changed places. Os- 
car took her hand, standing exactly where Nu- 
gent had stood. 

''Oscar!" she said. 

"Right again," I told her. 

At a sign from Nugent, Oscar took her hand 
for the second time. She repeated his name. 
At a sign from me the brothera noiselessly placed 
themselTes one on either side of her — Oscar on 
the left, Nugent on the right. I gave them the 
signal, and they each took one of her hands at 
the same moment This time she waited a little 
longer before she spoke. When she did speak 
she was right once more. She turned, smiling, 
toward the left side, pointed to him as he stood 
by her, and said, ''Oscar!" 

We were all three equally surprised. I ex- 
amined Oscar's hand and Nugent's Jiand alter- 
nately. Except the fatal difference in the color, 
they were, to all intents and purposes, the same 
hands — ^the same size, the same shape, the same 
texture of skin ; no scar or mark on the hand 
of one to distinguish it from the hand of the 
other. By what mysterious process of divina- 
tion had she succeeded in discovering which was 
which ? 

She was unwilling, or unable^^to reply to that 
question plainly. 

"Something in me answers to one of them 
and not to the other," she said. 

"What is it?" I asked. 

"I don't know. It answers to Oscar. It 
doesn't answer to Nugent — that's all." 

She stopped any further inquiries by proposing 
that we should finish the evening with some mu- 
sic in her own sitting-room, on the other side 
of the house. When we were seated together 
at the piano-forte — ^with the twin brothers estab- 
lished as our audience at the other end of the 
room — she whispered in my ear, 

" I'll teU yew/" 

" TeU nfe what ?" 

" How I know which is which, when they both 
of them take my hand. When Oscar takes it, 
a delicious tingle runs from his hand into mine, 
and steals all over me. I can't describe it any 
better than that." 

"I understand. And when Nugent takes 
your hand, what do you feel?" 

"Nothmg!" 

"And that is how you found out the differ- 
ence between them down stairs ?" 

"That is how I shall always find out the dif- 
ference between them. If Oscar's brother ever 
attempts to play tricks upon my bhndhess (he is 



quite capable of it — ^he laughed at my blindness ! ), 
that is how I shall find him out. I told you be- 
fore I saw him that I hated him. I hate hini 
still." 

" My dear LuciUa !" 

"I hate him still!" 

She struck the first chords on the piano with 
an obstinate frown on her pretty brow. Our 
little evening concert began. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-FIFTH. 

UB FUZZLE8 MADAME PRATOLUNOO. 

I "WAS far from sharing Lucilla's opinion of 
Nugent Dubourg. 

His enoi-mous self-confidence was, to my mind, 
too amusing to be in the least offensive. I liked 
the spirit and gayety of the young fellow. He 
came much nearer than his brother did to my 
ideal of the dash and resolution which ought to 
distinguish a man on the right side of thirty. 
So far as my experience of them went, Nugent 
was (in the popular English phrase) good com- 
pany, and Oscar was not. My nation^ity leads 
me to attach great importance to social qualities. 
The higher virtues of a man only show them- 
selves occasionally on compulsion. His social 
qualities come familiarly in contact with us every 
day of our lives. I like to be cheerful : I am all 
for the social qualities. 

There was one little obstacle in those early 
days which set itself up between my sympathies 
and Nugent. 

I was thoroughly at a loss to understand 
the impression which Lucilla had produced on 
him. 

The same constraint which had, in such a 
marked manner, subdued him at his first inter- 
view with her, still fettered him in the time when 
they became better acquainted with one another. 
He was never in high spirits in her presence. 
Mr. Finch could talk him down without difficul- 
ty if Mr. Finch's daughter happened to be by. 
Even when he was vaporing about himself, and 
telling us of the wonderful things he meant to do 
in Painting, Lucilla's appearance was enough to 
check him, if she happened to come into the 
room. On the first day when he showed me his 
American sketches (I define them, if you ask my 
private opinion, as false pretenses of Art, by a 
dashing amateur) — on that day he was in full 
flow, marching up and down the room, smack- 
ing his forehead, and announcing himself quite 
gravely as " the coming man" in landscape 
painting. "My mission, Madame Pratolungo, 
is to reconcile Humanity and Nature. I propose 
to show (on an immense scale) how Nature (m 
her grandest aspects) can adapt herself to the 
spiritual wants of mankind. In your joy or 
yonr sorrow Nature has subtile sympathies with 
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you, if" you only know where to look for them. 
My pictures — no ! my poems in color — will show 
you. Multiply my works, as they certainly will 
be multiplied, by means of prints, and what does 
Art become in my hands ? A Priesthood ! In 
what aspect do I present myself to the public ? 
As a mere landscape painter ? No ! As Grand 
Consoler !" In the midst of this rhapsody (how 
wonderfully he resembled Oscar in his bursts of 
excitement while he was talking!) — in the fall 
torrent of his predictions of his own coming 
greatness — Lucilla quietly entered the room. 
The '* Grand Consoler" shut up his port-folio, 
dropped Painting on the spot, asked for Musk, 
and sat down, a model of conventional propriety, 
in a corner of the room. I inquired afterward 
why he had checked himself when she came in. 
"Did I?" he said. "I don't know why." The 
thing was really inexplicable. He honestly ad- 
mired her ; one had only to notice him when he 
was looking at her to see it. He had not the 
faintest suspicion of her dislike for him; she 
carefully concealed it for Oscar's sake. He felt 
genuine sympathy for her in her affliction : his 
mad idea that her sight might yet be restored 
was the natural offspring of a true feeling for 
her. He was not unfavorable to his brother's 
marriage— on the contrary, he ruffled the rec- 
tor's dignity (he was always giving offense to 
Mr. Finch) by suggesting that the marriage 
might be hastened. I heard him say the words 
myself: ** The church is close by. Why can't 
YOU put on your surplice and make Oscar happy 
to-morrow after breakfast?" More even than 
this, he showed the most vivid interest — like a 
woman's interest rather than a man's — in learn- 
ing how the love-affair between Oscar and Lu- 
cilla had begun. I referred him, so far as Oscar 
was concerned, to his brother as the fountain- 
head of information. He did not decline to 
consult his brother. He did not own to me that 
he felt any difficulty in doing so. He simply 
dropped Oscar in silence, and asked about Lu- 
cilla. How had it begun on her side ? I re- 
minded him of his brother's romantic position at 
Dimchurch, and told him to judge for himself of 
the effect it would produce on the excitable im- 
agination of a young girl. He declined to judge 
for himself; he persisted in appealing to me. 
When I told the little love-story of the two 
young people, one event in it appeared to make 
a very strong impression on him. The effect 
produced on Lucilla (when she first heard it) by 
the sound of his brother's voice dwelt strangely 
on his mind. He failed to understand it; he 
ridiculed it ; he declined to believe it. I was 
obhged to remind him that Lucilla was blind, 
and that love, which, in other cases, first finds its 
way to the heart through the eyes, could only, in 
her case, first find its way through the ears. My 
explanation, thus offered, had its effect : it set 
him thinking. '*The sound of his voice!" he 



said toP^imself, still turning the problem over 
and over in his mind. "People say my voice is 
exactly like Oscar's," he added, suddenly address- 
ing himself to me ; "do you think so too ?" I 
answered that there could be no doubt of it. He 
got up from his chair with a quick little shudder, 
like a man who feels a chill, and changed the 
subject. On the next occasion when he and 
Lucilla met, so far from being more familiar 
with her, he was more constrained than ever. 
As it had begun between these two, so it seemed 
likely to continue to the end. In my society he 
was always at his ease; in Lucilla's society, 
never I 

What was the obvious conclusion which a per- 
son with my experience ought to have drawn 
from all this? 

I know well enough what it was, now. On my 
oath, as an honest woman, I failed to see it at the 
time. We are not always (suffer me to remind 
you) consistent with ourselves. The cleverest 
people commit occasional lapses into stupidity — 
just as the stupid people light up with gleams 
of intelligence at certain times. You may have 
shown your usual good sense in conducting your 
affairs on Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday in 
the week ; but it doesn't at all follow from this 
that you may not make a fool of yourself on 
Thursday. Account for it as you may, for a 
much longer time than it suits my self-esteem to 
reckon up I suspected nothing and discovered 
nothing. I noted his behavior in Lucilla's pres- 
ence as odd behavior and unaccountable behavior 
— and that was all. 

During the first fortnight just mentioned the 
London doctor came to see Oscar. 

He left again, perfectly satisfied with the in- 
sults of his treatment. The dreadful epileptic 
malady would torture the patient and shock the 
friends about him no more : the marriage might 
safely be celebrated at the time agreed on. Oscar 
was cured. 

The doctor's visit — ^revi^ing our interest in ob- 
serving the effect of the medicine — also revived 
the subject of Oscar's false position toward Lu- 
cilla. Nugent and I held a debate about it be- 
tween ourselves. I opened the interview by sug- 
gesting that we should unite our forces to per- 
suade his brother into taking the frank and man- 
ly coarse. Nugent neither said Yes nor No to 
that proposal at the outset. He, who made up 
his mind at a moment's notice about every thing 
else, took time to decide on this one occasion. 

"There is something that I want to know 
first," ho said. *'I want to underatand this cu- 
rious antipathy of Lucilla's, which my brother 
regards with so much alaim. Can you explain 
it?" 

"Has Oscar attempted to explain it?" I in- 
quired on my side. 

"He mentioned it in one of his letters to me; 
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and he tried to explain it, when I asked (on my 
arrival at Browndown) if Lucilla had discovered 
the change in his complexion. But he failed en- 
tirely to meet my difficalty in nnderstanding the 
case." 

" What is your difficulty ?" 

'' This. So far as I can see, she fails to dis- 
cover intuitively the presence of dark people in a 
room, or of dark colors in the ornaments of a 
room. It is only when she is told that such per- 
sons or such things are present that her preju- 
dice declares itself. In what state of mind does 
such a strange feeling as this take its rise? It 
seems impossible that she can have any conscious 
associations with colors, pleasant or painful — if 
it is true that she was blind at a year old. How 
do you account for it? Can there be such a 
thing as a purely instinctive antipathy, remain- 
ing passive until external influences rouse it, and 
resting on no sort of practical experience what- 
ever?"' 

" I think there may be," I replied. " Why, 
when I was a child just able to walk, did I shrink 
away from the first dog I saw who barked at me ? 
I could not have knOwn at that age, either by 
experience or teaching, that a dog s bark is some- 
times the prelude to a dog's bite. My terror, on 
that occasion, was purely instinctive, surely ?" 

^* Ingeniously put," he said. ** But I am not 
satisfied yet." 

*'You must also remember," I continued, 
^'that she has a positively painful association 
with dark colors on certain occasions. They 
sometimes produce a disagreeable impression on 
her nerves through her sense of touch. She dis- 
covered in that way that I had a dark gown on 
on the day when I first saw her." 

''And yet she touches my brother's face, and 
fails to discover any alteration in it." 

I met that objection also — to my own satisfac- 
tion, though not to his. 

'' I am far from sure that she might not have 
made the discovery," I said, *' if she had touched 
him for the first time since the discoloration of 
his face. But she examines him now with a set- 
tled impression in her mind, derived from pre- 
vious experience of what she has felt in touching 
his skin. Allow for (he modifying influence of 
that impression on her sense of touch — and re- 
member, at the same time, that it is the color and 
not the texture of the skin that is changed — 
and his escape from discovery becomes, to my 
mind, intelligible." 

He shook his head ; he owned he could not 
dispute my view. But he was not content, for 
all that. 

''Have yon made any inquiries,'* he asked, 
" about the period of her infancy before she was 
blind ? She may be still feeling, indirectly and 
unconsciously, the effect of some shock to her 
nervous system in the time when she could see." 
I have never thought of making inquiries." 
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" Is there any body wthiu our reach wlio was 
familiarly associated with her in the first year of 
her life ? It is hardly likely, I am afraid, at this 
distance of time." 

" There is a person now in the house," I said. 
" Her old nurse is still living." 

"Send for her directly." 

ZiUah appeared. After first explaining what 
he wanted with her, Nugent went straight to the 
inquiry which he had in view. 

" Was your young lady ever frightened when 
she was a baby by any dark person, or any dark 
thing, suddenly appearing before her ?" 

"Never, Sir I I took good care to let nothing 
come near her that could frighten her — so long, 
poor little thing, as she could see." 

" Are you quite sure you can depend on your 
memory?" 

" Quite sure. Sir — when it's a long time ago. " 

Zillah was dismissed. Nugent — thus far un- 
usually grave and unusually anxious — turned to 
me with an air of relief. 

" When you proposed to me to join you in 
forcing Oscar to speak out," he said, " I was not 
quite easy in my mind about the consequences. 
After what I have just heard, my fear is re- 
moved." 

"What fear?" I asked. 

"The fear of Oscar's confession producing an 
estrangement between them which might delay 
the marriage. I am against all delays. I am 
especially anxious that Oscar's marriage should 
not be put off. When we began our cdQversa- 
tion I own to you I was of Oscar's opinion that 
he would do wisely to let marriage make him sure 
of his position in her affections before he risked 
the disclosure. Now — ^after what the nurse has 
told us — I see no risk worth considering." 

"In short," I said, "you agree with me." 

"I agree with you — though I am the most 
opinionated man living. The chances now seem 
to me to be all in Oscar's favor. Lucilla's antip- 
athy is not what I feared it was — an antipatJiy 
firmly rooted in a constitutional malady. It is 
nothing more serious," said Nugent, deciding the 
question, at once and forever, with the air of a 
man profoundly versed in physiology — "it is 
nothing more serious than a fanciful growth, a 
morbid accident, of her blindness. She may live 
to get over it — ^she would, I believe, certainly get 
over it if she codld see. In two words, after 
what I have found out this morning, I say as 
you say — Oscar is making a mountain out of a 
mole- hill. He ought to have put himself right 
with Lucilla long since. I have unbounded in- 
fluence over him. It shall back your influence. 
Oscar shall make a clean breast of it before the 
week is out." 

We shook hands on that bargain. As I looked 
at him — bright and dashing and resolute ; Oscar, 
as I had always wished Oscar to be — I own, to 
my shame, I privately regretted that we had not 
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a uetv life- 
Having said to each other all (hat we bad to 
BB,j — DDT two loyerB being away togecher, at the 
time, for a walk on Che hUls — we separated, aa 1 
then soppoaed, for the last of the day. HogeDt 
went to the inn to look at a itabte which he 
pnqiQsed converting into a stadio : no room at 



He rose and came Co meet me, with his finger 
placed mjBteriouBly on his tips. 

"You muatn't come in," he said; "and you 
mustn't apeak loud enongh to be heard." He 
pointed round tbe comer of the honse to the lit- 
tle room at the side, already ^miliar to yon in 
these pages. "Oscar and LnclUa are shot up 
together (here. And Oscar is making bis con- 
fea^on to her at this moment." 



Browndown being half large enongh for (he firs( 
prodigions piccnre with which the " Grand Con- 
soler" in Art proposed to aatoniah (he world. 
As for me, having nothing particahir (o do, I 
went ont to see if I could meet Oscar and Lucil- 
la on (heir lotnm from (heir walk. 

Failing to find them, I strolled back by way 
of Browndown. Nugent waa si(ting alone on the 
low wall in front of tbe house, smoking a cigar. 



I lifted my hands and eyea in asCooiebment. 
Nugent went on : 

" I see you want to know bow it has all come 
abont. Ton sball know. While I was looking 
at the stable (it isn't half big enough for a B^flio 
for Me!) Oscar's servant brought me a xttle 
pencil note, entreating me, in Oacar's name, to 
go to him directly at Browndown. I found bim 
waiting out bere, dreadfully sweated. He can- 
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tioned me (just as I have cautioned yon) not to 
speak loud. For the same reason too. Lucilla 
was in the house — " 

" I thought they had gone out for a walk," I 
interposed. 

" They did go out for a walk. But Lucilla 
complained of fktigue ; and Oscar brought her 
back to Browndown to rest. Well, I inquired 
what was the matter. The answer informed me 
that the secret of Oscar's complexion had forced 
its way out, for the second time, in Lucilla's 
hearing. " 

" Jicks again !" I exclaimed. 

"No — ^not Jicks. Oscar's own man-servant 
this time." 

"How did it happen?" 

"It happened through one of the boys in the 
village. Oscar and Lucilla found the little imp 
howling outside the house. They asked what 
was the matter. The imp told them that the 
servant at Browndown had beaten him. Lucilla 
was indignant. She insisted on having the thing 
inquired into. Oscar left her in the drawing- 
room (unluckily, as it turned out, without shut- 
ting the door), called the man up into the pas- 
sage, and asked what he meant by ill-using the 
boy. The man answered, *I boxed his ears, 
Sir, as an example to the rest of them.* * What 
did he do ?' ' Bapped at the door, Sir, w4th a 
stick (he is not the first who has done it when 
you are out), and asked if Blue Face was at 
home.' Lucilla heard every word of it through 
the open door. Need I tell you what happened 
next?" 

It was quite needless to relate that part of the 
story. I remembered too well what had hap- 
pened on the former occasion in the garden. 

" I understand," I said. " Of course she in- 
sisted on an explanation. Of course Oscar com- 
promised himself by a clumsy excuse, and want- 
ed you to help him. What did you do ?" 

"What I told you I should do this morning. 
He had counted confidently on my taking his 
side — it was pitiable to see him, poor fellow! 
Still, for his own sake, I refused to yield. I 
left him the choice of giving her the true expla- 
nation himself, or of leaving me to do it. There 
wasn't a moment to lose ; she was in no humor 
to be trifled with, I can tell you ! Oscar be- 
haved very well about it — he always behaves 
well when I drive him into a corner. In one 
word', he was man enough to feel that he was the 
right person to make a clean breast of it — ^not I. 
I gave the poor old boy a hug to encourage him, 
pushed him into the room, shut the door on 
him, and came out here. He ought to have 
done it by this time. He has done it ! Here 
he comes !'* 

Oscar ran out, bare-headed, from the house. 
There were signs of disturbance in him as he ap- 
proached us, which warned me that something 

'^ gone wrong before he opened his lips. 
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Nugent spoke first, 

* * What's amiss now ?" he asked. * * Have you 
told her the truth ?" 

" I have tried to tell her the truth." 

"Tried? What do you mean ?" 

Oscar put his arm round his brother's neck, 
and laid his head on his brother's shoulder, with- 
out answering a word. 

I put a question to him on my side. 

"Did Lucilla refuse to listen to you?" I 
asked. 

" No." 

" Has she said any thing, or done any thing — *' 

He lifted his head from his brother's shoulder, 
and stopped me before I could finish the sentence. 

"You need feel no anxiety about Lucilla. 
Lucilla's curiosity is satisfied." 

"Is she satisfied with youf* 

He dropped his head back on his brother's 
shoulder, and answered, faintly, " Perfectly sat- 
isfied." 

« 

Nugent and I gazed at one another in complete 
bewilderment. LuciUa had heard it all ; Lucil- 
la was on the same good terms with him as ever. 
He had that incredibly happy result to commu- 
nicate to us, and he announced it with a look of 
humiliation, in a tone of despair! Nugent's pa- 
tience gave way. 

"Let us have an end of this mystification," 
he said, putting Oscar back from him, sharply, at 
arms-length. ' ' I want a plain answer to a plain 
question. She knows that the boy knocked at 
the door and asked if Blue Face was at home. 
Does she know what the boy's impudence meant? 
Yes or no ?" 

"Yes." 

" Does she know that it is you who are Blue 
Face?" 

"No." 

" No I ! ! Who else does she think it is ?" 

As he asked the question Lucilla appeared at 
the door of the house. She moved her blind 
face inquiringly first one way, then the other. 
"Oscar!" she called out, "why have you left 
me alone ? where are you ?" 

Oscar turned, trembling, to his brother. 

"For God's sake forgive me, Nugent!" he 
said. " She thinks it's You. " 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SIXTH. 

HB PBOVES EQUAL TO THE OCCASION. 

At that astounding confession, abruptly re- 
vealed in those plain words, even resolute Nu- 
gent lost all power of self-control. He burst 
out with a cry which reached Lucilla's ears. She 
instantly turned toward us, and instantly as- 
sumed that the cry had come from Oscar's lips. 

" Ah ! there you are !" she exclaimed. " Os- 
car ! Oscar ! what is the matter with you to-day?" 
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Oscar waa incyipablaof answering her. He 
liaJ cast one glance of entreatj at his brother as 
Lucilla came nearer to at. The mute reproach 
which had answered him, in Kugeni'e eyes, had 
broken down his last reserves or endnnoce. He 
was ciying silently — cr^ng like a woman — on 
Nugent's breast. 

It was necessaiy that somebod; shonld break 
the silence. I spoke first. 



She inmed deadly pale under the horror of feel- 
ing blindl/ that she was in the presence of the 
man with the blue fkce. 

"Take me near enongh to apeak to him bat 
not to touch him," she whispered. "I have 
heard what he is like. (Oh, if you saw him, us 
I see him, in theiiarkfy I mnst control myseir. 
I must apeak to Oscar's brother, for OscBi''a 



lionse, and Oacar ran ont to stop ns uid being us 

My excuse roneed a new alarm in hoP. 

" Ui ?'■ she replied. " Who h with jou ?" 
"Nugent is with me." 

The remit of the deplorable misunderstanding 
which had taken place instantly declared itselC 



have done? I neither knew what to aay nor 
what to do. I looked from Lncilla to the twin 
brothers. There was Oscar the Weak orer- 
whelmed by the hnmiliating position in which 
he had placed himself toward the woman whom 
he was to marry, toward the brother whom he 
loved ! And there was Nugent the Strong, mas- 
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ter of himself— with his arm aroand his brother, 
with his head erect, with his hand signing to me 
to keep silence. He was right. I had only to 
look back at Lueilla's face to see that the deli- 
cate and perilous work of undeceiving her was 
not work to be done at a moment's notice, on 
the spot. 

" You are not yom-self to-day," I said to her. 
"Let us go home." 

*^No!" she answered. *'I must accustom 
myself to speak to him. I will begin to-day. 
Take me to him — but don't let him touch me ! " 

Nugent disengaged himself from Oscar — whose 
unfitness to help us through our difficulties was 
too manifest to be. mistaken — as he saw us ap- 
proaching. He pointed to the low wall in front 
of the house, and motioned to his brother to wait 
there out of the way before Lucilla could speak 
to him again. The wisdom of this proceeding 
was not \ox\g in asserting itself. Lucilla asked 
for Oscar the moment after he had left us. Nu- 
gent answered that Oscar had gone back to the 
house to get his hat. 

The sound of Nugent's voice helped her to 
calculate her distance from him without assist- 
ance from me. Still holding my arm, she stopped 
and spoke to him. 

*' Nugent," she said, ''I have made Oscar tell 
me — what he ought to have told me long since." 
(She paused between each sentence, painfully 
controlling herself, painfully catching her breath.) 
'* He has discovered a foolish antipathy of mine. 
I don't know how; I tried to keep it a secret 
from him. I need not tell yon what it is." 
« She made a longer pause at those words, hold- 
ing me closer and closer to her ; struggling more 
and more painfully against the irresistible nerv- 
ous loathing that had got possession of her. He 
listened, on his side, with the constraint which al- 
ways fell upon him in her presence more marked 
than ever. His eyes were on the ground. He 
seemed reluctant even to look at her. 

"I think I understand," she went on, "why 
Oscar was unwilling to tell me" — she stopped, 
at e^ loss how tp. express herself without running 
the risk of hurting his feelings — " to tell me," 
she resumed, "what it is in you which is not 
like other pepple. He was afraid my stupid 
weakness might prejudice me against yon. I 
wish to say that I won't let it do that. I never 
was more' ashamed of it than now. I, too, have 
my misfortune. I ought to sympathize with 
you, instead of—'* 

Her voice had been growing fainter and faint- 
er as she proceeded. She leaned against me 
heavily. One glance at her told me that if I let 
it go on any longer she would &11 into a swoon. 
** Tell your brother that we have gone back to 
the rectory," I said to Nugent. He looked up at 
Lucilla for the first time. "You are right," he 
answered. "Take her home." He repeated 
the sign by which he had already hinted to me 



to be silent, and joined Oscar at the wall in front 
of the house. 

" Has he gone ?" she asked. 

"He has gone." 

The moisture stood thick on her forehead. I 
passed my handkerchief over her face, and turned 
her toward the wind. 

" Are you better now ?" 

"Yes." 

" Can you walk home?" 

"Easily." 

I put her arm in mine. After advancing with 
me a few steps she suddenly stopped — with a 
blind apprehension, as it seemed, of something 
in front of her. She lifted her little walking- 
cane, and moved it slowly backward and for- 
ward in the empty air, with the action of some 
one who is clearing away an incumbrance to a 
free advance — say the action of a person walking 
in a thick wood, and pushing aside the lower 
twigs and branches that intercept the way. 

" What are you about ?" I asked. 

" Clearing the air," she aliswered. " The air 
is full of him. I am in a forest of hovering fig- 
ures, with faces of black-blue. Give me your 
arm. Come through I" 

"Lucilla!" 

" Don't be angry with me. I am coming to 
my senses again. Nobody knows what folly, 
what madness it is, better than I do. I have a 
will of my own : suffer as I may, I promise to 
break myself of it this time. I can't and won't 
let Oscar's brother see that he is an object of 
horror to me." She stopped once more, and 
gave me a little propitiatory kiss. " Blame my 
blindness, dear, don't blame me. If I could only 
see — Ah, how can I make you understand 
me, you who don't live in the dark ?" She went 
on a few paces, silent and thoughtful, and then 
spoke again. " You won't laugh at me if I say 
something?" 

"You know I won't." 

" Suppose yourself to be in bed ^t night." 

"Yes?" 

" I have heard people say that they have some- 
times woke in the middle of the night, on a sud- 
den, without any noise to disturb them. And 
they have fancied (without any thing particular 
to justify it) that there was something, or some- 
body, in the dark room. Has that ever hap- 
pened to you ?" 

"Certainly, my love. It has happened to 
most people to fancy what you say when their 
nerves are a little out of order." 

"Very well. There is my fancy, and there 
are my nerves. When it happened to you, what 
did you do?" 

" I struck a light, and satisfied myself that I 
was wrong.' 

" Suppose yourself without candle or matches, 
in a night without end, left alone with your fan- 
cy in the dark. There you have Me ! It would 
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noc be eoBj, would it, ta Batisfy yoarself if ;ou 
■neie in tiutt helplesB condition ? You might 
suffer under it, very nnreflBouftbly, and jet 
very keenlj lot all that." She lifted her little 
cane, vriih a sad Btoile. "You might be almost 
as groat a fool as poor Iiucilla, and clear the air 
before jou with thial" 

The charm of her voice and her manner add- 
ed 10 the touching eimplicitj, the pathetic truth, 
of those words. She made me realize, as I had 
nei'ei' realized before, what it ia to have, at one 



told, and without knowiiig what it was. There 
must have been a reason in me for the dislike 
that I felt for him ^m the first We won't pur- 
sue it. Even if I had not made Oscar speak, 
the truth would have come out sooner or later. 
Do you know that I liave been a little, a very 
little, disappointed in Oscar iiace I made tliis 
discovery 7 Do you remember his acknowledg- 
ing in the garden that he had painted bis face, 
in the character of Blue-beard, to amuse the 
children ? It was not delicate, it was not aifec- 



was absorbed in mj admiration and my love for 
her. For a moment, I forgot the terrible posi- 
tion in which we were all placed. She uncon- 
sciously recalled it to me when she spoke next. 
" Perhaps I was wrong In force the trntli out 
of Oscar," she said, putting her arm again in 
mine, and walking on. "I might have recon- 
ciled myself to his brother, if I had never known 
»bat his brother was like. And yet T Mi there 
was something strange in him, withont being 



Ggurement. He oaght to have remembered it, 
he onght to have respected it. There! we will 
say no more. We will go in-doors and open the 
piano and try to forgetl" 

How would it end? When she was told— as 
told she must be — of the dreadful delusion into 
which she had fallen, what would be the result 
to Oscar? what would be the effect on herself? 
I own I shrank from pursuing the inquiry. 

When we reached the tnm in the valle}' I 
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looked back at Browndown for the last time. 
The twin brothers were still in the place at which 
w« bad left them. Thoagh the faces were indis- 
tinguishable, I could still see the figures plainly 
— Oscar sitting crouched upon the wall; Nu- 
gent erect at his side, with one hand laid on his 
shoulder. £ven at that distance the types of 
the two characters were expressed in the attitudes 
of the two men. As we entered the new wind- 
ing of the valley which shut them out from view 
I felt (so easy is it to comfort a woman !) that 
the commanding position of Nugent had pro- 
duced its encouraging impression on my mind. 
" He will Jnd a way out of it," I said to my- 
self. ** Nugent will help us through I" 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-SEVENTH. 

HE FIKD8 A WAT OUT OF IT. 

We sat down at the piano, as Lucilla had pro- 
posed. She wished me to play first, and to play 
alone. I was teaching her, at the time, one of 
the Sonatas of Mozart, and I now tried to go 
on with the lesson. Never, before or since, have 
I played so badly as on that day. The divine 
serenity and completeness by which Mozart's 
music is, to my mind, raised above all other mu- 
sic that ever was written can only be worthily 
interpreted by a player whose whole mind is 
given undividedly to the work. Devoured as I 
then was by my own anxieties, I might profane 
those heavenly melodies — I could not play them. 
Lucilla accepted my excuses, and took my place. 

Half an hour passed without news from 
Browndown. 

Calculated by reference to itself, half an hour 
is, no doubt, a short space of time. Calculated 
by reference to your o\vn suspense, while your 
own interests are at stake, half an hour is an 
eternity. Every minute that passed, leaving 
liucilla still undisturbed in her delusion, was a 
minute that pricked me in the conscience. The 
longer we left her in ignorance, the more pain- 
ful to all of us the hard duty of enlightening her 
would become. I began to get restless. Lucil- 
la, on her side, began to complain of fatigue. 
After the agitation that she had gone through, 
the inevitable reaction had come. I recommend- 
ed her to go to her room and rest. She took 
my advice. In the state of my mind at that time, 
it was an inexpressible relief to me to be left by 
myself. 

After pacing backward and forward for some 
little time in the sitting-room, and trying vainly 
to see my way through the difficulties that now 
l)eset us, I made up my mind to wait no longer 
for the news that never came. The brothers 
were still at Browndown. To Browndown I 
determined to return. 

I peeped quietly into Lncilla's room. She was 



asleep. After a word to Zillali, recommending 
her young mistress to her care, I slipped out. 
As I crossed the lawn I heard the garden gate 
opened. In a minute more the man of all oth- 
ers whom I most wanted to see presented him- 
self before me in the person of Nugentl[>iibourg. 
He had borrowed Oscar's key, and had set off 
alone for the rectory to tell me what had passed 
between his brother and himself. 

'' This is the first stroke of luck that has fall- 
en to me to-day," he said. "I was wondering 
how I should contrive to speak to you privately. 
And here yon are — ^accessible and alone. Where 
is Lucilk? Can we depend on having the gar- 
den to ourselves ?" 

I satisfied him on both those points. He look- 
ed sadly pale and worn. Before he opened his 
lips I saw that he too had had his mind dis- 
turbed and his patience tried since I had left 
him. There was a summer-house at the end of 
the garden, with a view over the breezy solitude 
of the Downs. Here we established ourselves ; 
and here, in my headlong way, I opened the in- 
terview with the one formidable question, "Who 
is to tell her of the mistake that she has made ?" 

"Nobody is to tell her." 

That answer staggered me at the outset. I 
looked at Nugent in silent astonishment. 

" There is nothing to be surprised at," he said. 
** Let me put my point of new before you in two 
words. I have hada serious talk with Oscar — " 

Women are proverbially bad listeners, and I 
am no better than the rest of them. I interrupt- 
ed him before he could get any farther. 

" Did Oscar tell you how the mistake happen- 
ed ?" I asked. 

"He could no more tell me than you can. 
He owns — when he found himself &ce to face 
with her — that his presence of mind completely 
failed him : he didn't himself know what he was 
saying at the time, ffe lost his head, and she 
lost her patience. Think of his nervous confu- 
sion in collision with her nervous irritability, 
and the result explains itself: nothing could 
come of it but misapprehension and mistake. I 
turned the thing over in my mind after yon had 
left us ; and the one course to take that / could 
see was to accept the position patiently, and to 
make the best instead of the worst of it. Hav- 
ing reached this conclusion, I settled the matter 
(as I settle most other difficulties) by cutting 
the Gordian knot. I said to Oscar, * Would it 
be a relief to your mind to leave her present im- 
pression undisturbed until you are married?' 
You know him — I needn't tell you what his an- 
swer was. 'Very well,' I said. 'Dry your 
eyes and compose yourself. I have begun as 
Blue Face. As Blue Face I will go on till 
further notice.* I spare you the description of 
Oscar's gratitude. I proposed, and he accept- 
ed. There is the way out of the difficulty as I 
see it." 
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"Your way out of the difficulty is an unwor- 



thy way and a fake way," I answered. **I pro- 'tempted to hasten the marriage, which would 



test against taking that cruel advantage of Lu- 
cilia's blindness. I refuse to have any thing to 
do with it." 

He opened his case and took out a cigar. 

" Do as you please,'* he said. " You saw the 
pitiable state she was in when she forced her- 
self to speak to me. You saw how her disgust 
and horror overpowered her at the end. Trans- 
fer that disgust and horror to Oscar (with indig- 
nation and contempt added in his case) ; expose 
him to the result of rousing those feelings in her, 
before he is fortified by a husband's influence 
over her mind, and a husband's place in her af- 
fections — if you dare. I love the poor fellow, 
and / daren't. May I smoke ?" 

I gave him his permission to smoke by a gest- 
ure. Before I said any thing more to this in- 
scrutable gentleman I felt the necessity of un- 
derstanding him — if I could. 

There was no difficulty in accounting for his 
readiness to sacrifice himself in the interests of 
Oscar's tranquillity. He never did things by 
halves — ^he liked dashing at difficulties which 
would have made other men pause. The same 
zeal in his brother's service which had saved Os- 
car's life at the Trial, might well be the zeal that 
animated him now. The perplexity that I felt 
was not roused in me by the course that he had 
taken, but by the language in which he justified 
himself, and, more still, by his behavior to me 
while he was speaking. The well-bred, brilliant 
young fellow of iny previous experience had now 
turned as dogged and as ungracious as a man 
could be. He waited to hear what I had to say 
to him next with a hard defiance and despera- 
tion of manner entirely uncalled for by the cir- 
cumstances, and entirely out of harmony with 
his character so far as I had observed it. That 
there was something lurking under the surface, 
some inner motive at work in him which he was 
concealing from, his brother and concealing from 
me, was as plainly visible as the sunshine and 
shade on the view that I was looking at from 
the summer-house. But what that something 
was, or what that inner motive might be, it baf- 
fled my utmost sagacity to guess. Not the faint- 
est idea of the terrible secret that he was hiding 
from me crossed my mind. Innocent of all sus- 
picion of the truth, there I sat opposite to him, 
the unconscious witness of that unhappy man's 
final struggle to be true to the brother whom he 
loved, and to master the devouring passion that 
consumed him. So long as Lucilla falsely be- 
lieved him to be disfigured by the drug, so long 
the commonest consideration for her tranquillity 
would, in the estimation of others, excuse and 
explain his keeping out of her presence. In that 
separation lay his last chance of raising an in- 
surmountable barrier between Lucilla and him- 
self. He had already tried uselessly to place an- 



other obstacle in the way — ^he had vainly at- 



have made Lucilla sacred to him as his brother's 
wife. That effort having failed, there was but 
one honorable alternative left to him — to keep 
out of her society until she was married to Oscar. 
He had accepted the position in which Oscar had 
placed him as the one means of reaching the end 
in view without exciting suspicion of the truth, 
and he had encountered, as his reward for the 
sacrifice, my ignorant protest, my stupid opposi- 
tion, set as obstacles in his way ! There were 
the motives — the pure, the noble motives — which 
animated him, as I know them now. There is 
the right reading of the dogged language that 
mystified me, of the defiant manner that ofi^end- 
ed me, interpreted by the one light that I have 
to guide my pen — the iight of later events ! 

'* Well?" he said. "Are we allies, or not? 
Are you with me, or against me ?" 

I gave up attempting to understand him, and 
answered that plain question plainly. 

" I don't deny that the consequences of unde- 
ceiving her may be serious," I said. '* But, for 
all that, I will have no share in the cruelty of 
keeping her deceived." 

Nugent held up his forefinger wamingly. 

"Pause and reflect, Madame Pratolungo! 
The mischief that you may do, as matters stand 
now, may be mischief that you can never repair. 
It's useless to ask you to alter your mind. I only 
ask you to wait a little. There is plenty of time 
before the wedding-day. Something may hap- 
pen which will spare you the necessity of enlight- 
ening Lucilla with your own lips." 

** What can happen ?" I asked. 

"Lucilla may yet see him as 'we see him," 
Nugent answered. "Lucilla's own eyes may 
discover the truth. " 

** What ! have you not abandoned your mad 
notion of curing her blindness yet ?" 

" I will abandon my notion when the Grerman 
surgeon tells me it is mad. Not before." 

" Have you said any thing about it to Oscar?" 

"Not a word. I shall say nothing about it to 
any body but yon until the German is safe en 
the shores of England." 

" Do you expect him to arrive before the mar- 
riage?" 

"Certainly. He would have left New York 
with me, but for one patient who still required 
his cai'e. No new patients will tempt him to stay 
in America. His extraordinary success has made 
his fortune. The ambition of his life is to see 
England, and he can afford to gratify it. He 
may be here by the next steamer that reaches 
Liverpool." 

" And when he does come, you mean to bring 
him to Dimchurch ?" 

" Yes — unless Lucilla objects to it." 

"Suppose Oscar objects? She is resigned to 
be blind for life. If you disturb that resigna- 
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tioQ with no nsefol resalt, you may make an un- 
happy woman of her for the rest of her days. In 
your brother's place, I should object to running 
that risk." 

" My brother is doubly interested in running 
the risk. I repeat what I have already told you. 
The physical result will not be the only result, if 
her sight can be restored. There will be a new 
mind put into her as well as a new sense. Oscar 
lias every thing to dread from this morbid fancy 
of hers as long as she is blind. ^ Only let her 
eyes correct her fsuicy — only let her see him as 
we see him, and get used to him, as we have got 
used to him, and Oscar's future with her is safe. 
Will you leave things as they are for the present, 
on the chance that the German surgeon may get 
here before the wedding-day ?" 

I consented to that ; being influenced, in spite 
of myself, by the remarkable coincidence between 
what Nugent had just said of Lucilla, and what 
' Lucilla had said to me of herself earlier in the 
(lay. It was impossible to deny that Nugent's 
theory, wild as it sounded, (bund its confirma- 
tion, so far, in Lucilla's view of her own case. 
Having settled the difference between us in this 
way, for the time being, I shifted our talk next 
to the difficult question of Nngent's relations to- 
ward Lucilla. '' How are you to meet her 
again," I said, ''after the effect you produced on 
lier at the meeting to-day ?" 

He spoke far more pleasantly in discussing this 
side of the subject His language and his man- 
ner both improved together. 

'' If I could have had my own way," he said, 
*'*• Lucilla would have been relieved, by this time, 
of all fear of meeting with me again. She would 
have heard from yon or from Oscar that busi- 
ness had obliged me to leave Dimchurch." 

"Does Oscar object to let you go?" 

*' He won't hear of my going. I did my best 
to persuade him — ^I promised to return fbr the 
marriage. Quite useless I ' If you leave me here 
by myself,' he said, ' to think over the mischief I 
have done, and the sacrifices I have forced on 
you, you will break my heart. You don't know 
what an encouragement your presence is to me ; 
you don't know what a blank you will leave in 
my life if you go !' I am as weak as Oscar is, 
when Oscar speaks to me in that way. Against 
my own convictions, against my own wishes, I 
yielded. I should have been better away — far, 
far better away." 

He said those closing words in a tone that 
startled me. It was nothing less than a tone of 
despair. How little I understood him then! 
how well I understand him now 1 In those mel- 
ancholy accents spoke the last of his honor, the 
last of his truth. Miserable, innocent Lucilla ! 
Miserable, guilty Nugent ! 

" And now you remain at Dimchurch," I re- 
sumed, ** what are you to do ?" 

"I must do my best to spare her the nen^ous 



suffering which I unwillingly inflicted on her to- 
day. The morbid repulsion that she feels in my 
presence is not to be controlled — I can see that 
plainly. I shall keep out of her way, gradually 
withdrawing myself, so as not to force my ab- 
sence on her attention. I shall pay fewer and 
fewer visits at the rectory, and remain longer 
and longer at Browndown every day. After 
they are married — " He suddenly stopped ; the 
words seemed to stick in his throat He busied 
himself in relighting his cigar, and took a long 
time to do it 

* ' After they are married, " I repeated : '' what 
then?" 

"When Oscar is married, Oscar will not find 
my presence indispensable to his happiness. I 
shall leave Dimchm*ch." 

" You will have to give a reason." 

"I shall give the true reason. I can find no 
studio here big enough for me — as I have told 
you. And even if I could find a studio, I should 
be doing no good if I remained at Dimchurch. 
My intellect would contract, my brains would 
rust, in this remote place. Let Oscar live his 
quiet married life here. And let me go to the 
atmosphere that is fitter for me — ^the atmosphere 
of London or Paris." ' 

He sighed, and fixed his eyes absently on the 
open hilly view from the summer-house door. 

"It's strange to see you depressed," I said. 
"Your spirits seemed to be quite inexhaustible 
on that first evening, when you interrupted Mr. 
Finch over * Hamlet*" 

He threw away the end of his cigar, and laughed 
bitterly. 

" We artists are always in extremes," he said. 
"What do you think I was wishing just before 
you spoke tome?" 

"I can't guess." 

"I was wishing I had never come to Dim- 
church !" 

Before I could return a word on my side, Lu- 
cilla's voice reached our ears, calling to me from 
the garden. Nugent instantly sprang to his 
feet. 

" Have we said all we need say ?" he asked. 

" Yes — for to-day, at any rate." 

"For to-day, then — ^good-by!" 

He leaped up, caught the cross-bar of wood 
over the entrance to the summer-house, and, 
swinging himself on to the low garden wall be- 
yond, disappeared in the field on the other side. 
I answered Lucilla's call, and hastened away to 
find her. We met on the lawn. She looked wild 
and pale, as if something had frightened her. 
Any thing wrong at the rectory ?" I asked. 
Nothing wrong," she answered, ** except 
with Me. The next time I complain of fatigue, 
don't advise me to go and lie down on my bed." 

" Why not ? I looked in at you before I came 
out here. You were fast asleep — the picture of 
repose." 
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* * Repose ? You never were more mistaken in 
yonr life. I was in the agony of a horrid dreaqi. " 

"Yon were perfectly quiet when I saw you." 

" It must have been after you saw me, then. 
Let rae come and sleep with you to-night. I 
daren't be by myself if I dream of it again." 

" What did you dream of?" 

'^I dreamed that I was standing, in my wed- 
ding dress, before the altar of a strange church ; 
and that a clergyman, whose voice I had never 
heard before, was marrying me — " 

She stopped, impatiently waving her hand be- 
fore her in the air. '* Blind as I am, " she said, 
" I see him again now !" 

"The bridegroom?" 

"Yes." 

"Oscar?" 

"No." 

"Who, then?" 

" Oscar's brother. Nugent Dubourg I " 

(Have I mentioned before that I am sometimes 
a great fool ? If I have not, I beg to mention it 
now. I burst out laughing.) 

"What is there to laugh at?" she asked, an- 
gnly. " I saw his hideous, discolored face-rl am 
never blind in my dreams. I felt his blue hand 
put the ring on my finger. • Wait ! The worst 
part of it is to come. I married Nugent Du- 
bourg willingly' — married him without a thought 
of my engagement to Oscar. Yes ! yes ! I know 
it's only a dream. I can't bear to think of it, 
for all that. I don't like to be false to Oscar 
even in a dream. Let us go to him. I want to 
liear him tell me that he loves me. Come to 
Browndown. I'm so nervous, I don't like going 
by myself. Come to Browndown I" 

I have another humiliating confession to make 
— I tried to get off going to Browndown. (So 
like those unfeeling French people, isn't it?) 

But I had my reason, too. If I disapproved 
of the resolution at which Nugent had arrived, 
I viewed far more unfavorably the selfish weak- 
ness on Oscar's part, which had. allowed his 
brother to sacrifice himself. Lucilla's lover had 
sank to something very like a despicable charac- 
ter in my estimation. I felt that I might let 
him see what I thought of him if I found my- 
self in his company at that moment. 

''Considering the object that you have in 
view, my dear," I said to Lucilla, " do you think 
yon want me at Browndown ?" 

" Haven't I already told you ?" she asked, im- 
patiently. "I am so nervous — so completely 
upset — ^that I don't feel equal to going oat by 
myself. Have you no sympathy for me ? Sup- 
pose you had dreamed that you were marrying 
Nugent instead of Oscar ?" 

" Ah, bah ! what of that ? I should only have 
dreamed that I was marrying the most agreeable 
man of the two." 

'^ The most agreeable man of the two ! There 
you are again — always unjust to Oscar." 



" My love ! if you could see for yourself, you 
would learn to appreciate Nugent's good quali- 
ties as I do." 

" I prefer appreciating Oscar's good qualities." 

" You are prejudiced, Lucilla." 

"So are you!" 

"You happen to have met Oscar first." 

"That has nothing to do with it." 

"Yes! yes! If Nugent had followed us in- 
stead of Oscar ; if, of those two charming voices 
which are both the same, one had spoken instead 
of the other — " 

" I won't hear a word more !" 

" Tra-la-la-la 1 It happens to have been Os- 
car. Turn it the other way, and Nugent might 
have been the man." 

"Madame Pratolungo, I am not accustomed to 
be insulted ! I have no more to say to you." 

With that dignified reply, and with the loveli- 
est color in her face that you ever saw in your 
life, my darling Lucilla turned her pretty back on 
me, and set off for Browndown by herself. 

Ah, my rash tongue ! Ah, my nasty foreign 
temper ! Why did I let lier irritate me ! I, the 
elder of the two — why did I not set her an ex- 
ample of self-control ? Who can tell ? When 
does a woman know why she does any thing ? 
Did Eve know, when Mr. Serpent ofiered her 
the apple, why she ate it ? Not she ! 

What was to be done now ? Two things were 
to be done. First thing : to cool myself down. 
Second thing : to follow Lucilla, and kiss and 
make it up. 

Either I took some time to cool — or, in the 
irritation of the moment, Lucilla walked fiuster 
than usual. She had got to Browndown before 
I could overtake her. On opening the house 
door I heard them talking. It would hardly do 
to disttirb them— especially now I was in disgrace. 
While I was hesitating, and wondering what my 
next proceeding had better be, my eye was at- 
tracted by a letter lying on the hall table. I 
looked (one is alwa3rs inquisitive in those idle 
moments when one doesn't know what to do) — 
I looked at the address. The letter was directed 
to Nugent, and the post-mark was Liverpool. 

I drew the inevitable conclusion. The Grer- 
man oculist was in England ! 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-EIGHTH. 

HE CROSSES THE BUBICON. 

I WAS Still in doubt whether to enter the room 
or to wait outside until she left Browndown to 
return to the rectory, when Lucilla's keen sense 
of hearing decided the question which I had been 
unable to settle for myself. The door of the 
room opened, and Oscar advanced into the hall. 

"Lucilla insisted that she heard somebody 
outside," he said. "Who could have guessed 
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it was you? Why did you wait in the hall? 
Come in ! come in !" 

He held open the door for me, and I went 
in. Oscar announced me to Lucilla. ''It was 
Madame Pratolungo you heard," he said. She 
took no notice either of him or of me. A heap 
of flowers from Oscar*s garden lay in her lap. 
With the help of her clever fingers she was sort- 
ing them to make a nosegay as quickly and as 
tastefully as if she had possessed the sense of 
sight In all my experience of that charming 
face it had never looked so hard as it looked 
now. Nobody would have recognized her like- 
ness to the Madonna of KaphaeFs picture. Of- 
fended — mortaUy offended with me — I saw it at 
a glance. 

*^ I hope yon will forgive my intrusion, Lucilla, 
when you know my motive,'* I said, ''I have 
followed you here to make iqj excuses." 

**0h, don't think of making excuses!" she 
rejoined, giving three-fourths of her attention to 
the flowers, and one-fourth to me. *' It*8 a pity 
you took the trouble of coming here. I quite 
agree with what you said in the garden. Con- 
sidering the object I had in view at Browndown, 
I could not possibly expect you to accompany 
me. True! quite true I" 

I kept my temper. Not that I am a patient 
woman ; not that I possess a meek disposition. 
Very far from it, I regret to say ! Nevertheless, 
I kept my temper — ^so far." 

*' I wish to apologize for what I said In the 
garden," I resumed. **I spoke thoughtlessly, 
Lucilla. It is impossible that I could intention- 
ally offend you." 

I might as well have spoken to one of the 
chairs. The whole of her attention became ab- 
sorbed in the breathless interest of making her 
nosegay. 

^''Was 1 offended?" she said, addressing her- 
self to the flowers. "Excessively foolish of 
me, if I was." She suddenly became conscious 
of my existence. " You had a perfect right to 
express your opinion," she said, loftily. " Ac- 
cept nuf excuses if I appeared to dispute it." 

She tossed her pretty head ; she showed her 
brightest color ; she tapped her nice little foot 
briskly on the floor. (Oh, Lucilla! Lucilla!) I 
still kept my temper. More, by this time (I ad- 
mit), for Oscar's sake than for her sake. He 
looked so distressed, poor fellow — so painfully 
anxious to interfere, without exactly knowing 
how. 

* * My dear Lucilla !" he began. * * Surely you 
might answer Madame Pratolungo — " 

She petulantly interrupted him with another 
toss of the head — a little higher than the last. 

" I don't attempt to answer Madame Prato- 
lungo ! I prefer admitting that Madame Prato- 
lungo may have been quite right. I dare say I 
am ready to fall in love with the first man who 
comes my way. I dare say if I bad met your 



brother before I met you I should have fallen 
in love with him. Quite likely !" 

"Quite likely— as you say," answered poor 
Oscar, humbly. " I am sure I think it very 
lucky for ine that you didn't meet Nugent fii*8t. " 

She threw her lapful of flowers away from her 
on the table at which she was sitting. She be- 
came perfectly furious with him for taking my 
side. I permitted myself (the poor child could 
not see it, remember) the harmless indulgence 
of a smile. 

"You agree with Madame Pratolungo," she 
said to him, viciously. "Madame Pratolungo 
thinks your brother a much more agreeable man 
than you." 

Humble Oscar shook his head in melancholy 
acknowledgment of this self-evident fact. * * There 
can be no two opinions about that," he said, re- 
signedly. 

She stamped her foot on the carpet, and raised 
quite a little cloud of dust. My lungs are oc- 
casionally delicate. I permitted myself another 
harmless indulgence — indulgence in a slight 
cough. She heard the second indulgence, and 
suddenly controlled herself the instant it reached 
her ears. I am afraid she took my cough as my 
commentary on what was going on. 

"Come here, Oscar," she said, with a com- 
plete change of tone and manner. " Come and 
sit down by me." 

Oscar obeyed. 

" Put your arm round my waist." 

Oscar looked at me. Having the use of his 
sight, he was sensible of the absurd side of the 
demonstration required of him — in the presence 
of a third person. ShCf poor soul, strong in her 
blind insensibility to all shafts of ridicule shot 
from the eye, cared nothing for the presence of 
a third person. She repeated her commands, in 
a tone which said, sharply, "Embrace me — I 
am not to be trifled with I" 

Oscar timidly put his arm round her waist — 
with an appealing look at me. She issued an> 
other command instantly. 

* * Say you love me. " . 

Oscar hesitated. 

** Say you love me !" 

Oscar whispered it. 

"Out loud!" 

Endurance has its limits. I began to lose my 
temper. She could not have been more superb- 
ly indifferent to my presence if there had been a 
cat in the room instead of a lady. 

"Permit me to inform you," I said, " that I 
have not (as you appear to suppose) left the 
room." 

She took no notice. She went on with her 
commands, rising irrepressibly from one amatory 
climax to another. 

"Give me a kiss!" 

Unhappy Oscar — sacrificed between us — 
blushed. Stop ! Don't I'evel prematurely in the 
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greatest enjoyment a reader has — ^namely, catch- 
ing a writer out in a mistake. I have not for- 
gotten that his disfigured complexion would pre- 
vent his blush from showing on the surface. I 
beg to say I saw it under the surface — saw it in 
his expression. I repeat, he blushed. 

I felt it necessaiy to assert myself for the sec- 
ond time. 

'* I have only one object in remaining in the 
room, Miss Finch. X merely wish to know 
whether you refuse to accept my excuses." 
** Oscar, give me a kiss !" 
He still hesitated. She threw her arm round 
his neck. My duty to myself was plain — my 
duty was to go. 

''Good afternoon, Mr. Dubourg,''! said, and 
turned, to the door. She heard me cross the 
room, and called to me to stop. I paused. There 
was a glass on the wall opposite to me. On the 
authority of the glass, I beg to mention that I 
paused in my most becoming manner. Grace tem- 
pered with dignity ; dignity tempered with grace. 
'' Madame Pratolungo!" 
" Miss Finch ?" 

'' This is the man who is not half so agreeable 
as his brother. Look !" 

She tightened her hold round his neck, and gave 
him — ostentatiously gave him — the kiss which 
he was ashamed to give her. I advanced, in con- 
temptuous silence, to the door. My attitude ex- 
pressed disgust accompanied by sorrow ; sorrow 
accompanied by disgust. 
*' Madame Fratolungo I" 
I made no answer. 

'' This is the man whom I should never have 
loved if I had happened to meet his brother first. 
Look !" 

She put both arms round his neck, and gave 
him a shower of kisses all in one. The door had 
been imperfectly closed when I had entered the 
room. It was ajar. I pulled it open — walked 
out into the hall — ^and found myself face to face 
with Nugent Dubonrg, standing by the table, 
with his letter from Liverpool in his hand ! He 
must have certainly heard Lucilla cast my own 
words back in my teeth — if he had heard no more. 
I stopped short ; looking at him in silent sur- 
prise. He smiled, and held out the open letter 
to me. Before we could speak we heard the 
door of the room closed. Oscar had followed 
me out (shutting the door behind him) to apolo- 
gize for Lucilla's behavior to me. He ex- 
plained what had happened to his brother. Nu- 
gent nodded, and tapped his open letter smartly. 
''liCave me to manage it. I shall give you 
something better to do than quarreling among 
yourselves. You will hear what it is directly. 
In the mean time, I have got a message for our 
friend at the inn. Gootheridge is on his way 
here to speak to me about altering the stable. 
Run and tell him I have other business on 
hand, and I can't keep my appointment to-day. 

F 



Stop ! Give him this at the same time, and ask 
him to leave it at the rectory." 

He took one of his visiting cards out of the 
case, wrote a few lines on it in pencil, and hand- 
ed it to his brother. Oscar (always ready to go 
on errands for Nugent) hurried out to meet the 
landlord. Nugent turned to me. 

*' ' The German is in England, " he said. ' ' Now 
I may open my lips." 

''At once!" I exclaimed. 

"At once. I have put ofiT my own business 
(as you heard) in favor of this. My friend will 
be in Lolfdon to-morrow. I mean to get my 
authority to consult him to-day, and to start to- 
morrow for town. Prepare yourself to meet one 
of the strangest characters you ever set eyes on ! 
You saw me write on my card. It was a mes- 
sage to Mr. Finch, asking him to join us imme- 
diately (on important family business) at Brown- 
down. As Lucilla's fiither, he has a voice in the 
matter. When Oscar comes back, and when 
the rector joins us, our domestic privy council 
will be complete." 

He spoke with his customary spirit ; he moved 
with his customary briskness : he had become 
quite himself again since I had seen him last. 

" I am stagnating in this place," he went on, 
seeing that I noticed the change in him. " It 
puts me in spirits again, having something to do. 
I am not like Oscar ; I must have action to stir 
my blood — action to keep me firom fretting 
over my anxieties. How do you think I found 
the witness to my brother's innocence at the Tri- 
al ? In that way. I said to myself, ' I shall go 
mad if I don't do something.' I did something 
— and saved Oscar. I am going to do something 
again. Mark my words! Now I am stirring 
in it, Lucilla will recover her sight." 

"This is a serious matter," I said. "Pray 
give it serious consideration." 

" Consideration ?" he repeated. " I hate the 
word. I always decide on the instant. If I am 
wrong in my view of Lucilla's case, consideration 
is of no earthly use. If I am right, every day's 
delay is a day of sight lost to the blind. Ill 
wait for Oscar and Mr. Finch; and then 1*11 
open the business. Why are we talking in the 
haU? Come in!" 

He led the way to the sitting-room. I had 
a new interest now in going back. Still Lucil- 
la's behavior hung on my mind. Suppose she 
treated me with renewed coldness and keener 
contempt? I remained standing at the table in 
the hall. Nugent looked back at me over his 
shoulder. 

" Nonsense ! " he said. ' ' 111 set things right. 
It's beneath a woman like you to take notice of 
what a girl says in a pet. Come in !" 

I doubt if I should have yielded to please any 
other living man. But, there is no denying it, 
some people have a magnetic attracting power 
over others. Nugent had that power over me.' 
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Against my own wOl — for I was really hurt and 
offended by her usage of me — ^I went back with 
him into the room. 

Lncilla was still sitting in the place which she 
had occupied when I withdrew. On hearing the 
door open, and a man's footsteps entering, she, 
of course, assumed that the man was Oscar. She 
had penetrated his object in leaving her to follow 
me out, and it had not improved her temper. 

^* Oh I" she said. *' You have come back at 
last? I' thought yon had offered yourself as 
Madame Pratolungo's escort to the rectory." 
She stopped, with a sudden frown. *Her quick 
ears had detected my return into the room. * * Os- 
car!" she exclaimed, *'what does this mean? 
Madame Fratolungo and I have nothing more 
to say to each other. What has she come back 
for? Why don't yon answer? This is infa- 
mous ! I shall leave the room !" 

The utterance of that iinal threat was followed 
fio rapidly by its execution that before Nugent 
(standing between her and the door) could get 
out of her way she came in violent contact with 
him. She instantly caught him by the arm, and 
shook him angrily. ** What does your silence 
mean? Is it at Madame Pratolungo's instiga- 
tion that you are insulting me ?" 

I had just opened my lips to make one more 
attempt at reconciliation, by saying some pacify- 
ing words to her, when she planted that last sting 
in me. French flesh and blood (whatever English 
flesh and blood might have done) could bear no 
more. I silently turned my back on her, in a 
rage. 

At the same moment Nngenfs eyes brightened 
as if a new idea had struck him. He gave me 
one significant look — and answered her in his 
brother's character. Whether he was possessed 
at the moment by some demon of mischief, or 
whether he had the idea of trjrihg to make Oscar's 
peace for him before Oscar returned, is more than 
I can say. I ought to have stopped it, I know. 
But my temper was in a flame. I was as spite- 
ful as a cat and as fierce as a bear. I said to 
myself (in your English idiom). She wants tak- 
ing down a peg ; quite right, Mr. Nugent ; do 
it. Shocking I shameful! no words are bad 
enough for me : give it me welL Ah, Heaven ! 
what is a human being in a rage ? On my sacred 
word of honor, nothing but a human beast I The 
next time it liappens to You, look at yourself in 
the glass, and you will find your soul gone out 
of you at your face, and nothing left but an ani- 
mal — and a bad, a villainous bad animal too ! 

'^ You ask what my silence means ?" said Nu- 
gent. 

He had only to model his articulation on his 
brother's slower manner of speaking, as distin- 
guished from his own, to be his brother himself. 
In saying those few first words he did it so dex- 
trously that I could have sworn — if I had not seen 
him standing before me — Oscar was in the room. 



" Yes," she said, " I ask that." 

*^I am silent," he answered, ^'because I am 
waiting." 

" What are you waiting for ?" 

" To hear yon make your apologies to Madame 
Pratolungo." 

She started back a step. Submissive Oscar 
was taking a peremptory tone with her for the 
first time in his life. Submissive Oscar, instead 
of giving her time to speak, sternly went on. 

*^ Madame Pralxdungo has made her excuses 
to you. You ought to receive them ; you ought 
to reciprocate them. It is distressing to see you 
and hear yon. You are behaving ungratefully to 
your best friend." 

She raised her face, she raised her hands, in 
blank amazement : she looked as if she distrust- 
ed her own ears. 
. ''Oscar!" she exclaimed. 

^' Here I am," said Oscar; opening the door at 
the same moment 

She turned like lightning toward the place 
from which he had spoken. She detected the 
deception which Nugent had practiced on her 
with a cry of indignation that rang through the 
room. 

Oscar ran to her in alarm. She thrust him back 
violently. 

"A trick!" she cried. "A mean, vile, cow- 
ardly trick played upon my blindness ! Oscar ! 
your brother has been imitating you ; your broth- 
er has been speaking to me in your voice. And 
that woman who calls herself my friend — that 
woman stood by and heard him, and never told 
me. She encouraged it ; she enjoyed it. The 
wretches ! Take me away from them. They are 
capable of any deceit. She always Jaated yon, 
dear, from the first — she took up with your broth- 
er the moment he eame here. When you mar- 
ry me, it mustn't be at Dimchnrch ; it must be in 
some place they don't know of. There is a con- 
spiracy between them against you and against 
me. Beware of them ! beware of them ! She 
said I should have &llen in love with your broth- 
er if I had met him first There is a deeper 
meaning in that, my love, than yon can see. It 
means that they will part us if they can. Ha ! 
I hear somebody moving! Has he changed 
places with you ? Is it pou whom I am speaking 
to now ? Oh, my blindness I my blindness ! O 
God ! of all your creatures the most helpless, the 
most miserable, is the creature who can't see." 

I never heard any thing in all my life so piti- 
able and so dreadful as the frantic suspicion and 
misery which tore their way out from her iu 
those words. She cut me to the heart. I had 
spoken rashly — I had behaved badly : but had I 
deserved this? No! no! no! I had not de- 
served it I threw myself into a chair and burst 
out crying. My tears scalded me; jay sobs 
choked me. If I had had poison in my hand, I 
would have drunk it, I was so furious and so 
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wretched ; so hart in my hcMior^ so wounded at 
my heart. 

The only voice that answered her was Nu- 
gent's. Reckless what the consequences might 
be — speaking in his own proper person from the 
opposite end of the room — he asked the all-im- 
portant question which no human being had ever 
pat to her yet 

*^ Are you sure, Lncilla, that yon are blind for 
life?" 

A dead silence followed the utterance of those 
words. 

I brushed away the tears from my eyes, and 
looked up. 

Oscar had been — ^as I supposed — ^holding her 
in his arms, silently soothing her, when his 
brother spoke. At the moment when I saw her 
she had just detached herself from him. She 
advanced a step toward the part of the room 
in which Nugent stood, and stopped, with her 
face turned toward him. Every faculty in her 
seemed to be suspended by the silent passage 
into her mind of the new idea that he had called 
up. Through childhood, girlhood, womanhood, 
never once, waking or dreaming, had the pros- 
pect of restoration to sight presented itself within 
her range of contemplation until now. Not a 
trace was left in her countenance of the indigna- 
tion which Nugent had roused in her hardly 
more than a moment since. Not a sign appeared 
indicating a return of the nervous suffering 
which the sense of his presence had inflicted on 
her earlier in the day. The one emotion in pos- 
session of her was astonishment — astonishment 
that had struck her dumb ; astonishment that had 
waited, helplessly and mechanically, to hear more. 

I observed Oscar next. His eyes were fixed 
on Lut:illa~7absorbed in watching her. He spoke 
to Nugent without looking at him; animated, 
as it seemed, by a vague fear for Lucilla, which 
was slowly developing into a vague fear for him- 
self. 

'* Mind what you are doing ! ** be said. * ^ Look 
at her, Nugent — look at her !" 

Nugent approached his brother circuitously, 
60 as to place Os()ar between Lucilla and himself. 

^' Have I offended you ?** he asked. 

Oscar looked at him in surprise. ** Offended 
with you,** he answered, '* after what you have 
forgiven and what you have suffered for my 
sake?" 

^* Still,'' persisted the other, '* there is some- 
thing wrong." 

'^ I am startled, Nugent** 

"Startled— by what?'* 

" By the question yon have just put to Lu- 
caia." 

"You will understand me, and she will under- 
stand me, directly." 

While those words were passing between the 
brothers, my attention remained fixed on LuciUa. 
Her head had turned slowly toward the new po- 



sition which Nugent occupied when he spoke to 
Oscar. With this exception, no other movement 
had escaped her. No sense of what the two men 
were saying to each other seemed to have enter- 
ed her mind. To all appearance, she had heaixl 
nothing since Nugent had started the first doubt 
in her whether she was blind for life. 

" Speak to her," I said. " For God's sake, 
don't keep her in saspense now /" 

Nugent spoke. 

" You have had reason to be offended with me, 
Lucilla. Let me, if I can, give you reason to be 
grateful to me before I have done. When I was 
in New York I became acquainted with a Ger- 
man surgeon who had made a reputation and a 
fortune in America by his skill in treating dis- 
eases of the eye. He had been especially successful 
in curing cases of blindness given up as hopeless 
by other surgeons. I mentioned your case to 
him. He could say nothing positively (as a mat- 
ter of course) without examining you. All he 
could do was to place his services at my disposal 
when he came to £ngland. I, for one, Lucilla, 
decline to consider you blind for life until this 
skillful man sees no more hope for you than the 
English surgeons have seen. If there is the 
faintest chance still left of restoring your sight, 
his is, I firmly believe, the one hand that can 
do it. He is now in England. Say the word, 
and I will bring him to Dimchurch." 

She slowly lifted her hands to her head, and 
held it as if she was holding her reason in its 
place. Her color changed from pale to red — 
from red to pale once more. She drew a long, 
deep, heavy breath, and dropped her hands again, 
recovering from the shock. The change that fol- 
lowed held us all three breathless. It was beau- 
tiful to see her. It was awful to see her. A 
mute ecstasy of hope transfigured her face ; a 
heavenly smile played serenely on her lips. She 
was among us, and yet apart from us. In the 
still light of evening, shining in on her from the 
window, she stood absorbed in her o^ rapture 
— the silent creature of another sphere ! 'There 
was a moment when she overcame me with ad- 
miration, and another moment when she over- 
came me with fear. Both the men felt it. Both 
signed to me to speak to her first. 

I advanced a few steps. I tried to consider 
with myself what I should say. It was useless. 
I could neither think nor speak. I could only 
look at her. I could only say, nervously, 

" Lucilla !'* 

She came back to the world — she came back 
to «8 — with a littie start, and a faint flush of col- 
or in her cheeks. She turned herself toward the 
place from which I had spoken, and whispered, 

"Come!" 

In a moment my arms were round her. Her 
head sank on my bosom. We were reconciled 
without a word. We were friends again, sisters 
again, in an instant. 
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"Have I been hinting? hare I been deep- ' touched me, and pointed to Oscar, as I tuokhei' 
ills'?" b''^ ^'^ ^ '"^i '" f^nti bewildered tones. ' hand. He was standing before tbe glass, with 
"Am I just awake? Ii tluB Browndonn?" an expreBsion of despair wbich I see again while 
She idddeDlf lifted her bead. "Nugent! are 1 write these liQes — he was standing close to ihe 
;on there ?" glass, loobiag in eilence at the hideous refleciion 

" Ves." of his face. In sheer pitj, I hesitated to take 

Sbe gentlj withdrew herself front me, and ap~ her to him. She stepped forward, and, stretch- 
proached Nugent. ing oqi her hand, touched his ihonlder. The 

"Ifid yoa speak to me just now? Was it reflection of her charming face appeared above 



have not ^ncied it? Snrelj jon said the man 
was coming, and the Ume coming?" Her voice 
saddenl; rose. "The man who msj cure msl 
the lime when I may seel" 

"I said it, Lncilla. I meant it, Lncilla!" 

"Oscarl Oscar!! Oscar!!!" 

I stepped forward to lead her Co him. Nngent 



,vrith 

coming, mj darling, when I may see Tou !" 

With B ciy of joy, she drew his fate np lo ber 
and kissed him on the fbrehead. His bead fell 
on bis breast when she released it : he covered 
hia hce with his hands, and stifled, for the mo- 
ment, all outward expression of the pang that 
wrong him. I drew her ispidlj away, before 
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her quick sensibilities had time to warn her that 
something was wrong. Even as it was, she re- 
sisted me. Even as it was, she asked, saspi- 
cioasly, " Why do you take me away from him ?" 

What excuse could I make? I was at my 
wit's end. 

She repeated the question. For once For- 
tune favored us. A timely knock at the door 
stopped her just as she was trying to release her- 
self from me. ** Somebody coming in," I said. 
The servant entered as I spoke with a letter 
from the rectory. 



CHAPTER THE TWENTY-NINTH. 

PABLIAMENTABT 8UMMA&T. 

Oh, the welcome interruption ! After the agi- 
tation that we had suffered we all stood equally in 
need of some such relief as this. It was abso- 
lately a luxury to fall back again into the com- 
monplace daily routine of life. I asked to whom 
the letter was addressed. Nugent answered, 
''The letter is addressed to me; and the writer 
IS Mr. Finch." 

Having read the letter, he turned to Lucilla. 

*' I sent a message to your father, asking him 
to join us here," he said. ** Mr. Finch writes 
back to say that his duties keep him at home, 
and to suggest that the rectory is the fitter place 
tor the discussion of family matters. Have you 
any objection to return to the house ? And do you 
mind going on first with Madame Pratolungo ?" 

Lucilla's quick suspicion was instantly aroused. 

"Why not with Oscar?" she asked. 

"Your father's note suggests to me," replied 
Nugent, " that he is a little, hurt at the short no- 
tice I gave him of our discussion here. I thought 
—if you and Madame Pratolungo went on first 
—that yon might make our peace with the rec- 
tor, and assure him that we meant no disrespect, 
before Oscar and I appeared. Don't you think 
yoarself you would make it easier for t», if you 
"didthat?" 

Having contrived in this dextrous way to sep- 
arate Oscar and Lucilla, and to gain time for 
composing and fortifying his brother before they 
met again, Nugent opened the door for us to go 
out Lucilla and I left the. twins together in the 
modest little room which had witnessed a scene 
alike memorable to all of us for its interest at the 
time, and for the results which were to come of 
it in the future. 



Half an hoar later we were all assembled at the 
rectorv. 

Our adjourned debate — excepting one small 
suggestion emanating from myself— was a de- 
bate which led to nothing. It may be truly de- 
scribed as resolving Itself into the delivery of an 
Oration by Mr. Finch. Subject, the assertion 
of Mr. Finch's dignity. 



On this occasion (having Matters of more im- 
portance on hand) I take the liberty of cutting 
the reverend gentleman's speech by the pattern 
of the reverend gentleman's stature. Short in 
figure, the rector shall be here, for the first time 
in his life, short in language too. 

Reverend Finch rose and said— he objected 
to every thing. To receiving a message on a 
card instead of a proper note. To beinjg expect- 
ed to present himself at Browndown at a mo- 
ment's notice. To being the last person inform- 
ed (instead of the first) of Mr. Nugent Dubourg's 
exaggerated and absurd view of the case of his 
afflicted child. To the German surgeon, as be- 
ing certainly a foreigner and a stranger, and 
possibly a quack. To the slur implied on Brit- 
ish Surgery by bringing the foreigner to Dim- 
church. To the expense involved in the same 
proceeding. Finally, to the whole scope and ob- 
ject of Mr. Nugent Dubourg's proposal, which 
had for its origin rebellion against the decrees 
of an all-wise Providence, and for its result the 
disturbance of his daughter's mind — " under My 
influence, Sir, a mind in a state of Christian res- 
ignation: under Your influence, a mind in a 
state of infidel revolt." With those concluding 
remarks, the reverend gentleman sat down — and 
paused for a reply. 

A remarkable result followed, which might be 
profitably permitted to take place in some other 
Parliaments. Nobody replied. 

Mr. Nugeih Dubourg rose— no! sat — and said 
he declined to take any part in the proceedings. 
He was quite ready to wait until the end justi- 
fied the means which he proposed to employ. 
For the rest, his conscience was at ease. ; and he 
was entirely at Miss Finch's service. (Mem- 
orandum in parenthesis : Mr. Finch might not 
have got off so easily as this but for one circum- 
stance. I have already mentiofied it as part of 
the strange constraint which Lucilla innocently 
imposed on Nugent that her father could al- 
ways talk him down in her presence. She was 
present on this occasion. And Keverend Finch 
reaped the benefit.) 

Mr. Oscar Dubourg, sitting hidden from no- 
tice behind his brother, followed his brother's ex- 
ample. The decision in the matter under dis* 
cussion rested with Miss Finch alone. He had 
no opinion of his own to offer on it. , 

Miss Finch herself, appealed to next : Had but 
one reply to give. If her whole fortune was in- 
volved in testing her chance of recovering her 
sight, she would cheerfully sacrifice her whole- 
fortune to that one object With all possible 
respect for her father, she ventured to think that 
neither he nor any one possessing the sense of vis- 
ion could quite enter into her feelings as the cir- 
cumstances then were. Sheentreated Mr. Nugent 
Dubourg not to lose one unnecessary moment in 
bringing the German surgeon to Dimchurclk 

Mrs. Finch, called upon next. Spoke after 
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flome little delay, cansed by the loss of her pock- 
et handkerchief. Would not presnme to differ in 
opinion with her husband, whom she had never 
yet known to bef otherwise than perfectly right 
about every thing. But, if the German surgeon 
did come, and if Mr. Finch saw no objection to 
it, she would much like to consult him (gratis, 
if possible) on the subject of ''baby's eyes." 
Mrs. Finch was proceeding to explain that there 
was happily nothing the matter, that she could 
see, with the infant's eyes at that particular mo- 
ment, and that she merely wished to take a skilled 
medical opinion, in the event of something hap- 
pening on some future occasion, when she was 
called to order by Mr. Finch. The reverend 
gentleman, at the same time, appealed to Madame 
Pratolungo to close the debate by giving &ank 
expression to her own opinion. 

Madame Pratolungo, speaking in conclusion, 
remarked : 

That the question of consulting the German 
surgeon appeared (after what had fallen from 
Miss Finch) to be a question which had passed 
beyond the range of any expression of feeling 
on the part of other persons. That she pro- 
posed, accordingly, to look beyond the consulta- 
tion at the results which might follow it. That, 
contemplating these possible results, she held 
very strong views of her own, and would proceed 
to ^ve frank expression to them as follows. 
That, in her opinion, the proposed investigation 
of the chances which might exist %f restoring 
Miss inch's sight involved consequences far too 
serious to be trusted to the decision of any one 
man, no matter how skillful or how famous he 
might be. That, in pursuance of this view, she 
begged to suggest (I) the association of an emi- 
nent English oculist with the eminent German 
oculist; (2) an examination of Miss Finch's 
case by both the professional gentlemen, consult- 
ing on it together -, and (3) a full statement of 
the opinions at which they might respectively 
arrive to be laid before the meeting now assem- 
bled, and to become the subject of a renewed dis- 
cussion, before any decisive measures were taken. 
Lastly, that this proposal be now submitted in 
the form of a resolution, and forthwith (if neces- 
sary) put to the vote. 

Resolution, as above, put to the vote. 

Majority — ^Ayes. 

Miss Finch. 
Mr. Nugent Dnbonrg. 
Mr. Oscar Dubourg. 
Madame Pratolungo. 

Minority — Noes. 

No (on the score of expense), Mr. Finch. 

No (because Mr. F. says No), Mrs. Finch. 

Resolution carried by a majority of two. De- 
bate adjourned to a day to be hereafter decided on. 

By the first train the next morning Nugent 
Dubourg started for London. 



At luncheon, the same day, a telegram arrived 
reporting his proceedings in the following terms : 

'' I have seen my friend. He is at our service. 
He is also quite willing to consult with any ^i- 
glish oculist whom we may choose. I am jnst 
off to find the man. Expect a second telegram 
later in the day." 

The second telegram reached us in the eveo> 
ing, and ran thus : 

*' Every thing is settled. The German ocu- 
list and the English oculist leave London with 
me by the twelve-forty train to-morrow after- 
noon." 

After reading this telegram to Lncilla I sent it 
to Oscar at Browndown. Judge for yourself 
how he slept, and how we slept, that night ! 



CHAPTER THE THIRTIETH. 

HERB OR088B. 

Several circumstances deserving to be men- 
tioned here took place in the early part of the 
day on which we expected the visit of the two 
oculists. I have all the will to relate them, but 
the capacity to do it completely fails me. 

When I look back at that eventful morning I 
recall a scene of confusion and suspense, the bare 
recollection of which seems to upset my mind 
again, even at this distance of time. Things and 
persons all blend distractedly one with another. 
I see the charming figure of my blind Lucilla, 
robed in rose-color and white, flitting hither and 
thither, in the house and out of the house — at one 
time mad with impatience for the arrival of the 
surgeons ; at another, shuddering with apprehen* 
sion of the coming ordeal, and the coming disap- 
pointment which might follow. A moment moi^ 
and, jnst as my mind has seized it, the fair figure 
melts and mei^ges into the miserable apparition of 
Oscar, hovering and hesitating between Brown- 
down and the rectory, painfully conscious of the 
new complications introduced into his position 
toward Lucilla by the new state of things, and 
yet not man enough, even yet, to seize the op- 
portunity and set himself right. Another mo- 
ment passes, and a new figure — a little strutting, 
consequential figure — forces its way into the fore- 
ground before I am ready for it. I hear a big 
voice booming in my ear, with big language to 
correspond. *'No, Madame Pratolungo, nothing 
wiU induce me to sanction by my presence this 
insane medical consultation, this extravagant and 
profane attempt to reverse the decrees of an all- 
wise Providence by purely human means. My 
foot is down — ^I use the language of the people, 
observe, to impress it the more strongly on your 
mind — Mt Foot is down!" Another moment 
yet, and Finch and Finch's Foot disappear over 
my mental horizon just as my ^e has caught 
them. Damp Mrs. Finch and the baby, whose 
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everlasting programme is suction and sleep, take 
the Tacant place. Mrs. Finch pledges me with 
watery earnestness to secrecy, and then confides 
her intention of escaping her husband's super- 
vision if she can, and bringing British surgery 
and German surgery to bear both together (gratis) 
on baby's eyes. Conceive these persons all twist- 
ing and taming in the convolutions of my brains, 
as if those brains were a labyrinth, with the say- 
ings and doings of one confusing themselves with 
the sayings and doings of the other — ^with a thin 
stream of my own private anxieties (comprehend- 
ing luncheon on a side-table for the doctors) trick- 
ling at intervals through it all — and you will not 
wonder if I take a jump, like a sheep, over some 
six hours of precious time, and present my soli- 
tary self to your eye, posted alone in the sitting- 
room to receive the council of surgeons on its ar- 
rival at the house* 

I had but two consolations to sustain me. 

First, a Mayonnaise of chicken of my own 
making on the luncheon-table, which, as a work 
of Art, was simply adorable--r-I say no more. 
Secondly, my green silk dress, trimmed with my 
mother's famous lace — another work of Art, 
equally adorable with the first. Whether I 
looked at the luncheon-table, or whether I looked 
in the glass, I could feel that I worthily asserted 
my nation ; I could say to myself Even in this 
remote comer of the earth the pilgrim of civili- 
zation searching for the elegant luxuries of lif?- 
looks and sees — ^France supreme ! 

The clock chimed the quarter past three. Ln- 
cilla, wearying for the hundredth time of waiting 
in her own room, put her head in at the door, 
and still repeated the never-changing question, 

* ' No signs of them yet ?" 

** None, my love." 

**Oh, how much longer will they keep ns 
waiting!" 

*•* Patience, Lucilla — patience I '* 

She disappeared again with a weary sigh. 
Five minutes more passed, and old Zillah peeped 
into the room next. 

''Here they are, ma'am, in a chaise at the 
gate!" 

I shook out the skirts of my green silk, I cast 
a last inspiriting glance at the Mayonnaise. Nu- 
gent's cheerful voice reached us from the gar- 
den, conducting the strangers. '^ This way, gen- 
tlemen — follow me." A pause. Steps outside. 
The door opened. Nugent brought them in. 

Herr Grosse, from America. Mr. Sebright, 
of London. 

The German gave a little start when my name 
was mentioned. The Englishman remained per- 
fectly unafFected by it. Herr Grosse had heard 
of my glorions Pratolungo. Mr. Sebright was 
barbaronsly ignorant of his existence. I shall 
describe Herr Grosse first, and shall take the 
greatest pains with him. 



A squaj^ broad, sturdy body, waddling on a pair 
of short bandy-legs ; slovenly, shabby, unbrashed 
clothes ; a big, square, bilious-yellow face, sur- 
mounted by a mop of thick iron-gray hair ; dark 
beetie-brows ; a pair of staring, fierce, black, gog- 
gle eyes, with huge circular spectacles standing 
up like fortifications in front of them ; a shaggy 
beard and mustache of mixed black, white, and 
gray ; a prodigious cameo ring on the forefinger 
of one hairy hand ; the other hand always in 
and out of a deep silver snuff-box like a small 
tea-caddy ; a rough, rasping voice ; a diabolical- 
ly humorous smile ; a curtly confident way of 
speaking ; resolution, independence, power, ex- 
pressed all over him from head to foot — ^there 
is the portrait of the man who held in his hands 
(if Nugent was to be trusted) the restoration of 
Lndlla's sight! 

The English oculist was as unlike his German 
colleague as it is possible for one human being 
to be to another. 

Mr. Sebright was slim and spare, and scmpn- 
lonsly (painfully) clean and neat. His smooth 
light hair was carefully parted ; his well-shaved 
fiice exhibited two littie crisp morsels of whisker 
about two inches long, and no hair more. His 
decent black clothes were perfectly made; he 
wore no ornaments, not even a watch-chain ; he 
moved deliberately ; he spoke gravely and quiet- 
ly; disciplined attention looked coldly at you 
out of his light gray eyes, and said, Here I am 
if you want me, in every movement of his thin, 
finely cut lips. A thoroughly capable man, be- 
yond all doubt — but defend me from accidental- 
ly sitting next to him at dinner, or traveling with 
him for my only companion on a long journey ! 

I received these distinguished persons with my 
best grace. Herr Grosse complimented me in 
retum on my illustrious name, and shook hands. 
Mr. Sebright said it was a beautiful day, and 
bowed. The German, the moment he was at 
liberty to look about him, looked at the luncheon- 
table. The Englishman looked out of window. 

''Will yon take some refreshment, gentle- 
men ?" 

Herr Grosse nodded his shock head in high 
approval. His wild eyes glared greedily at the 
Mayonnaise through his prodigious spectacles. 
' ' Aha ! I like that, " said tiie illustrious surgeon, 
pointing at the dish with his ringed forefinger. 
" You know how to make him — ^yon make him 
with creams. Is he chickens or lobsters ? I like 
lobsters best, but chickens is goot too. The gar- 
nish is lofeiy — anchovy, olive, beet-roots ; brown, 
green, red on the fat white sauce. This I call a 
heavenly dish. He is niee-cool in two different 
ways — ^nice-cool to the eye, nice-cool to the taste. 
Soh! we will break into his inside. Madame 
Pratolungo, you shall begin. Here goes for the 
liver-wings !'* 

In this Qxtraordhiaiy English— turning words 
in the singular into words in the plural, and ban- 
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ishing from the British Tocabulary the copulative 
conjunction ** and" — Herr Grosse announced his 
readiness to sit down to lunch. He was politely 
recalled from the Mayonnaise to the patient by 
his discreet English colleague. 

" I beg your pardon," said Mr. Sebright. 
''Would it not be advisable to see the young 
lady before we do any thing else ? I am obliged 
to return to London by the next train." 

Herr Grosse — with a fork in one hand and a 

spoon in the other, and a napkin tied round his 

,neck — stared piteously, shook his shock head, 

and turned his back on the Mayonnaise, with a 

heavy heart at parting. 

''Goot. We shall do our works first: then 
eat our lunches afterward. Where is the pa- 
tients? Come-begin-begin !" He removed the 
napkin, blew a sigh (there is no other way of 
expressing it), and plunged his finger and thumb 
into his tea-caddy snuff-box. "Where is the 
patients ?" he repeated, irritably. ** Why is she 
not close-handy in here ?" 

"She is waiting in the next room," I said. 
" I will bring her in directly. You will make 
allowances for her, gentlemen, I am sure, if you 
find her a little nervous ?" I added, looking at 
both the oculists. Silent Mr. Sebright bowed. 
Herr Grosse grinned diabolically, and said, 
"Make your mind easy, my goot creature. I 
am not such a brutes as I look !'• 

" Where is Oscar ?" asked Nugent, as I passed 
him on my way to Lucilla's room. 

"After altering his mind a dozen times at 
least," I replied, " he has decided on not being 
present at the examination.^* 

I had barely said the words before the door 
opened, and Oscar entered the room. He had 
altered his mind for the thirteenth time — and 
here he was, as the result of it ! 

Herr Grosse burst out with an exclamation in 
his own language at the sight of Oscar's face. 
" Ach Gott!" he exclsumed, "he has been tak- 
ing Nitrates of Silvers. His complexions is 
spoilt. Poor boys I poor boys I" He shook his 
shaggy head-^tumed — and spat compassionately 
into a corner of the room. Oscar looked of- 
fended ; Mr. Sebright looked disgusted ; Nugent 
thoroughly enjoyed it. I left the room, and 
closed the door behind me. 

I had not taken two steps in the corridor 
when. I .b$ard- the door opened again. Looking 
back directly, I found myself, to my amazement, 
face to face with Herr Grosse — staring ferocious- 
ly at me through his spectacles, and offering me 
his arm. 

^' Hosh !" said the famous oculist, in a heavy 
whisper. *' Say nothing to nobody. X am come 
to help you." 

"To help me?'' I repeated. 

Herr Grosse nodded vehemently — so vehe- 
meiitly that his prodigious spectacles hopped up 
and down on his nose. 



" What did you tell me just now ?" he asked. 
" You told me the patients was nervous. Goot ! 
I am come to go with you to the patients, and 
help you to fetch her. Soh ! soh ! I am not 
such a brutes as I look. Come-begin-begin ! 
Where is she?" 

I hesitated for a moment about introducing this 
remarkable embassador into Lucilla's bedroom. 
One look at him decided me. After all, he was a 
doctor — and such an ugly one! I took his arm. 

We went together into Lucilla's room. She 
started up from the sofa on which she was re- 
clining when she heard the strange footsteps en- 
tering side by side with mine. 

"Who is it?" she cried. 

"It is me, my dears," said Herr Grosse. 
"Ach Gott! what a pretty girls! Here is 
jost the complexions I like — nice-fair ! nice-fair ! 
I am come to see what I can do, my pretty miss, 
for this eyes of yours. If I can let the light in 
on you — ^hey? you will lofe me, won't you? 
You will kees even an ugly Germans like me. 
Soh ! Come under my arm. We will go back 
into the odder rooms. There is anodder one 
waiting to let the light in too — Mr. Sebrights. 
Two surgeon-optic to one pretty miss — English 
surgeon-optic; German surgeon-optic — ^hey! be- 
tween us we shall cure this nice girls. Madame 
Pratolungo, here is my odder arms at your serv- 
ice. Hey ! what ? You look at my coat sleeve. 
He is shabby-greasy — I am ashamed of him. 
No matter I You have got Mr. Sebrights to look 
at in the odder rooms. He is spick-span, beau- 
tiful-new. Come! Forwards! Marsch!" 

Nugent, waiting in the corridor, threw the 
door open for as. "Isn't he delightful?" Nu- 
gent whispered behind me, pointing to his friend. 
Escorted by Herr Grosse, we made a magnificent 
entry into the room. Our Grerman doctor hiad 
done Lucilla good already. The examination 
was relieved of all its embarrassments and its 
terrors at the outset. Her Grosse had made her 
laugh — Herr Grosse had set her completely at 
her ease. 

Mr. Sebright and Oscar were talking together 
in a perfectly friendly way when we returned to 
the sitting*room. The reserved Englishman 
appeared to have his attraction for the shy Os- 
car. Even Mr. Sebright was struck by Lhcilla. 
His cold face lit up with interest when he was 
presented to her. He placed a chair for her in 
front of the window. There- was a warmth in 
his tone which I had not hearcl yet when he 
begged her to be seated in that place. She took 
the chair. Mr. Sebright thereupon drew back, 
and bowed to Herr Grosse, with a courteous wave 
of his hand toward Lucilla which signified, 
"You first!" 

Herr Grosse met this advance with a coanter 
wave of the hand, and a vehement shake of his 
shock head, which signified, "I couldn't think 
of such a thing!" 
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. HeiT Grosse responded b; regaling himself 
wilb three pinches of snntf in rapid succession— 
tl pinch as senior, a pinch as visilor to England, 
ft pinch m master in the art. An awful pause 
followed. Neither of the sargeons would take 
precedence of the other. Nugent interfered. 
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was bending over her, and whispering to her 
with her hand in hit. "Hey! what?" cried 
Uerr Grosse. "Is this a third siuf^n-optic! 
What, Sir ? you treat jonng miss's eyes by tak- 
ing hold of yonng miss's hand 7 Yon are n 
Quack. Get out I" Oscar withdrew — not very 
gracioDBly. Herr Grosae took a chair in front 
of Locilla, and removed his spectacles. As a 
shoTt-iighted man, he had necessarily excellent 



"ftfisB Finch iawdring,"lie said. "Come, 
Grosie, you were firBt presented to her. Yon 
examine her lirst." 

Herr GroBse took Nngent's ear between his 
finger and thnmb, and gave it a good-hnmared 
[Hnch. "Yon clever boysl" he utii. "You 
have the right word always at the tips of your 
He waddled to Lncilla's chair, and 
t with a scandalized look. Oscar 



eyes Ibr all objects which were sufficiently near 
to him. He hent forward, with his face close Irt 
Lncilla's, and parted her ^elids alternately, witli 
his finger and thumb, peering attentively first 
into one eye, then into the other. 

It was a moment of breathless interest. Who 
could say what an infiuence on her fnture lif^ 
might be exercised by this quaint, kindly, nn- 
couth little foreign man? How anxionsly we 
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watched those shaggy eyebrows, those piercing 
goggle eyes! And, O Heayens 2 how disappoint- 
ed we were at the first result ! Lucilla suddenly 
gave a little irrepressible shudder of disgust, 
^err Grosse drew back from her, and glared at 
her benignantly with his diabolical smile. 

'^ Aha 1" he said. '* I see what it is. I snuff, 
I smoke, I reek of tobaccos. The pretty miss 
smells me. She says in her inmost heartr- Ach 
6k>tt,howhe stink!" 

LaciUa burst into a fit of laughter. Herr 
Grosse, unaffectedly amused on his side, grinned 
with delight, and snatched her handkerchief out 
of her apron pocket. ^'Gif me scents," said 
this excellent German. *'I shall stop up her 
no.se with her handkercbiefs. So she will not 
smell my tobacco-stinks — all will be nice-right 
again— we shall go on.*^ I gave him some lav- 
ender-water from a scent bottle on the table. 
He gravely drenched the handkerchief with it, 
and popped it suddenly on Lucilla's nose. *' Hold 
him there, miss. Tou can not for the life of 
you smell Grosse now. Goot ! We may go on 
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Ogam, 

He took a magnifying-glass out of his waist- 
coat pocket, and waited till Lucilla had fairly ex- 
hausted herself with laughing. Then the exam- 
ination — so cruelly grotesque in itself, so terribly 
serious in the issues which it involved — resumed 
its course : Herr Grosse glaring at his patient 
through his magnifying-glass; Lucilla leaning 
back in the chair, holding the handkerchief over 
her nose. 

A minute or more passed, and the ordeal of 
the examination <;ame to an end. 

Herr Grosse put back his magnifjdng-glass 
with a grunt which sounded like a grunt of re- 
lief, and snatched the handkerchief away from 
Lucitl&r ^* Ach ! what a nasty smell !*' he said, 
holding the handkerchief to his nose with a 
grimace of disgust. '* Tobaccos is much better 
than this." He solaced his nostrils, offended by 
the lavender-water, with a huge pinch of snufP. 
*' Now I am going to talk,/' he went on. ** See ! 
I keep my distance. You don*t want your 
handkerchiefs — ^you smell me no more." 

"Am I blind for Kfe ?" said Lucilla. "Pray, 
pray tell me. Sir ! Am I blind for life ?'* 

" Will you kees me if I tell you ?" 

** Oh, do consider how anxious I am ! Pray, 
pray, pray tell me !" 

She tried to go down on her knees before him. 
He held her back firmly and kindly in her chair. 

"Now! now! now! you be nice-goot, and 
tell me this first. When yon are out in the gar- 
den, taking your little lazy lady's walks on a 
shiny-sunny day, is it all the same to your eyes 
as if you were lying in your bed in the middles 
of the night?" 

"No." 

"Hah! Tou know it is nice-light at one 
time ? you know it is horrid-dark at the odder ?" 



"Yes." 

"Then why you ask me if you are blind for 
life ? If you can see as much as that, yoa are 
not properly blind at all !" 

She clasped her hands, with a low cry of de- 
light " Oh, where is Oscar?" she said, softly. 
"Where is Oscar?" I looked round for him. 
He was gone. While his brother and I had been 
hanging spell-bound over the surgeon's questions 
and the patient's answers, he must have stolen 
silently out of the roouL 

Herr Grosse rose and vacated the chair in 
favor of Mr. Sebright. In the ecstasy of the 
new hope now confirmed in her, Lucilla seemed 
to be unconscious of the presence of the English 
oculist when he took his coUeagne's place. His 
grave face looked more serious than ^ver as he, 
too, produced a magnifying-^lass from his pock- 
et, and, gently parting the patient's eyelids, en- 
tered on the examination of her blindness, in his 
turn. 

The investigation by Mr. Sebright lasted a 
much longer time than the investigation by Herr 
Grosse. He pursued it in perfect silence. When 
he had done, he rose without a word, and left 
Lucilla as he had found her, rapt in the trance of 
her own happiness — thinking, thinking, thinking 
of the time when she should open her eyes in the 
new morning, and see ! 

" Well ?" said Nugent, impatiently addressing 
Mr. Sebright. "What do you say ?" 

" I say nothing yet." With that implied re- 
proof to Nugent, he turned to me. " I under- 
stand that Miss Finch was blind — or as nearly 
blind as could be discovered — at a year old ?" 

" I have always heard so,*' I replied. 

"Is there any person in the house — ^parent, 
or relative, or servant — ^who can speak to the 
symptoms noticed when she was an infant ?" 

I rang the bell for Zillah. " Her mother is 
dead," I said, "and there are reasons which 
prevent her &ther from being present to-day. 
Her old nurse will be able to give you all the in- 
formation you want." 

Zillah appeared. Mr. Sebright put his ques- 
tions. 

" Were yon in the house when Miss Finch 
was bom ?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Was there any thing wrong with her eyes at 
her birth, or soon afterward ?" 

"Nothing, Sir." 

" How did vou know ?'* 

" I knew by seeing her take notice, Sir. She 
used to stare at the candles, and clutch at things 
that were held before her, as other babies do." 

" How did yon discover it when she began to 
get blind ?" 

" In the same way. Sir. There came a time, 
poor little thing ! when her eyes looked glazed 
like, and try her as we might, morning or even- 
ing, it was all the same — ^she noticed nothing." 
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" Did the blindness come on gradually ?" 

** Yes, Sir — bit by bit, as you may say. Slow- 
Iv worse and worse one week after another. She 
was a little better than a year old before we clear- 
ly made it out that her sight was gone." 

*' Was her father^s sight, or her mother's sight, 
ever aflfected in any way ?" 

** Never, Sir, that I heard of." 

Mr. Sebright turned to Herr Grosse, sitting at 
the luncheon-table resignedly contemplating the 
Mayonnaise. *^Do you wish to ask the nurse 
any questions ?" he said. 

Herr Grosse shrugged his shoulders, and point- 
ed backward with his thumb at the place in which 
Lucilla was sitting. 

'' Her case is as plain to me as twos and twos 
make fours. Ach Gott ! what do I want with 
the nurse?" He turned again longingly toward 
the Mayonnaise. '* My fine appetites is going ! 
When shall we lonch ?" 

Mr. Sebright dismissed ZillaH with a frigid in- 
clination of the head. His discouraging man- 
ner made me begin to feel a little uneasy. I 
yentured to ask if he had arrived at a conclusion 
yet. '* Permit me to consult with my colleague 
before I answer you,*' said the impenetrable man. 
I roused Lucilla. She again inquired for Oscar. 
I said I supposed we should find him in the 
garden — and so took her out. Nugent followed 
us. I heard Herr Grosse whisper to him, pite- 
ously, as we passed the luncheon-table, *^For 
the lofe of Heaven, come back soon, and let us 
lonch I" We left the ill-assorted pair to their 
consultation in the sitting-room. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIRST. 

*'WHO SHALL DECIDB WHEN DOCTORS 

DISAGREE?" 

We had certainly not been more than ten 
minutes in the garden when we were startled by 
an extraordinary outbreak of shouting in broken 
English proceeding from the window of the sit- 
ting-room. "Hi-hi-hoi! hoi-hi! hoi-hi!" We 
looked up, and discovered Herr Grosse frantic- 
aUy waving a huge red silk handkerchief at the 
window. ''Lonch I lonch!" cried the German 
surgeon. '' The consultations is done. Come- 
begin-begin I" 

Obedient to this peremptory sununons, Lucil- 
la, Nugent, and I returned to the sitting-room. 
We had, as I had foreseen, found Oscar wander- 
ing alone in the garden. He had entreated me, 
by a sign, not to reveal our discovery of him to 
Lucilla, and had hurried away to hide himself in 
one of the rade walks. His agitation was pitiable 
to see. He was totally unfit to be trusted in 
Lucilla's presence at that anxious moment. 

When we had left the oculists together I had 
sent Zillah ^vith a little written message to Rev- 



erend Finch, entreating him (if it was only for 
form's sake) to reconsider his resolution, and be 
present on the all-important occasion to his 
daughter of the delivery of the medical opin- 
ions on her case. At the bottom pf the stairs 
(on our return) my answer was handed to me 
on a slip of sermon paper. " Mr. Finch declined 
to submit a question of principle to any considr 
orations dictated by mere expediency. He de- 
sired seriously to remind Madame Fratolungo of 
what he had already told her. In other words, 
he would repeat, and he would beg her to re- 
member this time, that his Foot was down." 

On re-entering the room we found the emi- 
nent oculists seated as far apart as possible one 
from the other. Both gentlemen were engaged 
in reading. Mr. Sebright was reading^ a book. 
Herr Grosse was reading the Mayonnaise. 

I placed Lucilla close by me, and took her 
hand. It was as cold as ice. My poor dear 
trembled pitiably. For her, what moments of 
unutterable suffering were those moments of sus- 
pense before the sui*geons delivered their sen- 
tence! I pressed her little cold hand id mine, 
and whispered, *' Courage !" Tnily, I can say it 
(though I am not usually one of the sentimental 
sort), my heart bled for her. 

**Well, gentlemen," said Nugent, "what is 
the result ? Are you both agreed ?" 

"No," said Mr. Sebright, putting aside his 
book. 

** No, "said Herr Grosse, ogling the Mayon- 
naise. « 

Lucilla turned her face toward me — ^her color 
shifting and changing, her bosom rising and fall- 
ing more and more rapidly. I whispered to her 
to compose herself. * * One of them, at any rate," 
I said, "thinks you will recovfer your sight." 
She understood me, and became quieter directly. 
Nugent went on with his questions, addressed to 
the two oculists. 

"What do you differ about?" he asked. 
"Will you let us hear your opinions ?" 

The wearisome contest of courtesy was re- 
newed between our medical advisers. Mr. Se- 
bright bowed to Hen' Grosse: "You first." 
Herr Grosse bowed to Mr. Sebright: "No — 
you !" My impatience broke through this cruel 
and ridiculous professional restraint. " Speak 
both together, gentlemen, if you like !" I said, 
sharply. " Do any thing, for God's sake, but 
keep us in suspense ! Is it, or is it not, possible 
to restore her sight?" 

"Yes," said Herr Grosse. 

Lucilla sprang to her feet, with a cry of joy. 

"No," said Mr. Sebright. . 

Lucilla dropped back again into her chair, and 
silently laid* her head on my shoulder. 

"Are you agreed about the cause of her 
blindness ?" asked Nugent. 

"Cataracts is the cause,'* answered Hen* 
Grosse. 
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" So far, I agree," said Mr. Sebright. " Cat- 
aract is the cause." 

*^ Cataracts is cnrable,'* parsned the Grerman. 

''I agree again/* continued the Englishman 
— ''with a reservation. Cataract is sometimes 
carabie." 

" This cataracts is curable !" cried Herr 
Grosse. 

''With all possible deference,'* said Mr. Se- 
bright, " I dispute that conclusion. The cata- 
ract in Miss Finch's case is not curable." 

" Can you give us your reasons, Sir, for saying 
that?" I inquired. 

" My reasons are based on surgical consider- 
ations which it requires a professional training 
to understand," Mr. Sebright replied. "I can 
only tell you that I am convinced — after the most 
minute and careful examination — that Miss 
Finch's sight is irrevocably gone. Any at- 
tempt to restore it by an operation would be, in 
my opinion, an unwarrantable proceeding. The 
young lady would not only have the operation to 
undergo, she would be kept secluded afterward, 
for at least six weeks or two months, in a dark- 
ened room. During that time, it is needless 
for me to remind you that she would inevitably 
form the most confident hope of her restoration 
to sight. Bemembering this, and believing as I 
do that the sacrifice demanded of her will end in 
failure, I think it most undesirable to expose our 
patient to the moral consequences of a disap- 
pointment which must seriously try her. She 
has b^n resigned from childhood to her blind- 
ness. As an honest man, who feels bound to 
speak out, and to speak strongly, I advise you 
not further to disturb that resignation. I de- 
clare it to be, in my opinion, certainly useless, 
and possibly dangerous, to allow her to be oper- 
ated on for the restoration of her sight" 

In those uncompromising words the English- 
man delivered his opinion. 

Lttcilla's hand closed fast on mine. " Cruel ! 
cruel!" she whispered to herself, angrily. I 
gave her a little squeeze, recommending patience, 
and looked in silent expectation (just as Nugent 
was looking too) at Herr Grosse. The German 
rose deliberately to his feet, and waddled to the 
place in which Lucilla and I were sitting to- 
gether. 

" Has goot Mr. Sebrights done?'* he asked. 

Mr. Sebright only replied by his everlasting, 
never-changing bow. 

" Goot ! I have now my own word to put in," 
said Herr Grosse. " It shall be one little word 
— ^no more. With my best compliments to Mr. 
Sebrights, I set up against what he only thinks 
what I — Grosse — ^with these hands of mine have 
done. The cataracts of miss there is a cataracts 
that I have cut into before, a cataracts that I 
have cured before. Now look!" He suddenly 
wheeled round to Lucilla, tucked up his cufis, 
'aid a forefinger of each hand on either side of 



her forehead, and softly turned down her eyelids 
with his two big thumbs. ' ' I pledge you my word 
as snrgeon-optiQ,"he resumed, "my knife shall 
let the light in here. This lofable-nice girls shall 
be more lofable-nicer than ever. My -pretty 
Feench must be first in her best goot health. 
She must next gif me my own ways with her — 
and then one, two, three — ping! my pretty 
Feench shall see!" He lifted Lucilla's eyelids 
again as he said the last word— glared fiercely 
at her through his spectacles — ^gave her the 
loudest kiss, on the forehead, that I ever heard 
given in my life — ^laughed till the room rang again 
— and returned to his post as sentinel on guard 
over the Mayonnuse. "Now," cried Herr 
Grosse, cheerfully, "the talkings is all done. 
Gott be thanked, the eatings may begin !" 

Lucilla left her chair for the second time. 

" Herr Grosse," she said, " where are you ?" 

" Here, my dears." 

She crossed the room to the table at which he 
was sitting, already occupied in carving his &- 
vorite dish. 

" Did you say you must use a knife to make 
me see ?" she ask^, quite calmly. 

" Yes, yes. Don't you be frightened of that. 
Not much pains to bear— not much pains." 

She tapped him smartly on the shoulder with 
her hand. 

" Get up, Herr Grosse," she said. "If you 
have your knife about you, here am I — do it at 
once !" 

Nugent started. Mr. Sebright started. Her 
daring amazed them both. As for me, I am the 
greatest coward living, in the matter of surgical 
operations performed on myself or on others^ 
Lucilla terrified me. I ran headlong across the 
room to her. I was even fool enough to scream. 

Before I could reach her Herr Grosse had risen, 
obedient to command, with a choice morsel of 
chicken on the end of his fork. " Tou^ charm- 
ing little fools, "he said, "I don't cut into catar 
racts in such a hurry as that. I perform but one 
operations on you to-day. It is this !" He un- 
ceremoniously popped the morsel^of chicken into 
Lucilla's mouth. "Aha! Bite him well. He 
is nice-goot ! Now, then I Sit down all of you. 
LonchI lonch!" 

He was irresistible. We all sat down at 
table. 

The rest of us ate. Herr Grosse gobbled. 
From Mayonnaise to marmalade tart. From 
marmalade tart back again to Mayonnaise. From 
Mayonnaise forward again to ham sandwiches 
and blanc-mange; aild then back once more 
(on the word of an honest woman) to Mayon- 
naise ! His drinking was on the same scale 
as his eating. Beer, wine, brandy — nothii|g 
came amiss to him : he mixed them all. As for 
the lighter elements in the feast — the almonds 
and raisins, the preserved ginger and the crystal- 
lized fruits-^he ate them as accompaniments to 
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every thing. A dish of olives especially won his 
favor. He plunged both hands into it, and de- 
posited his fistfuls of olives in the pockets of 
his trowsers. *' In this ways, " he explained, " I 
shall trouble nobody to pass the dish — I shall 
have by me continually all the olives that I 
want" When he could eat and drink no more, 
he rolled up his napkin . into a ball, and became 
devoutly thankful. "How goot of Gott," he 
remarked, '' when he invented the worlds to in- 
vent eatings and drinkings too ! Ah ! " sighed 
Herr Grosse, gently laying his outspread fingers 
on the pit of his stomach, '* what immense hap- 
piness there is in This!" 

Mr. Sebright looked at his watch. 

"If there is any^ thing more to be said on the 
question of the operation," he announced, "it 
must be said at once. We have barely five min- 
utes more to spare. Ton have heard my opin- 
ion. I hold to it." 

Herr Grosse took a pinch of snnfF. " I also," 
he said, ^'hold to mine." 

Lucilla turned toward the place from which 
Mr. Sebright had spoken. 

" I am. obliged to you. Sir, for your opinion," 
she said, very quietly and firmly. "I am de- 
termined to try the operation. If it does fail, it 
will only leave me what I am now. If it suc- 
ceeds, it gives me a new life. I will bear any 
thing and risk any thing on the chance that I 
may see. " 

So she announced her decision. In those 
memorable words she cleared the way for the 
coming Event in her life and in our lives which 
it is the purpose of these pages to record. 

Mr. Sebright answered her, in Mr. Sebright's 
discreet way. 

" I can not affect to be surprised at your decis- 
ion," he said. "However sincerely I may re- 
gret it, I admit that it is the natural decision in 
your case." 

Lucilla addressed herself next to Herr Grosse. 

"Choose your own day," she said. "The 
sooner the better. To-morrow, if you can." 

"Answer ine one little thing, miss," rejoined 
the German, with a sudden gravity of tone and 
manner, which was quite new in oUr experience 
of him. "Do you mean what you say ?" 

She answered him gravely on her side. '*! 
mean what I say." 

" Go6t^ . There is times, my lofe, to be funny. 
There is also times to be grave. It is grave- 
times now. I have my last word to say to you 
before I go. " 

With his wild black eyes staring through his 
owlish spectacles at Lucilla*s face, speaking ear- 
nestly in his strange broken English, he now im- 
pressed on his patfent the necessity of gravely 
considering and preparing for the operation which 
he had undertaken to perform. I was greatly re- 
lieved by the tone he took with her. He spoke with 
authority : she would be obliged to listen to him. 



In the first place, he warned Lucilla, if the 
operation failed, that there would be no possibil- 
ity of returning to it and trying it again. Once 
done, be the results what they might, it was done 
for good. ' 

In the second place, before he would consent 
to operate, he must insist on certain conditions, 
essential to success, being rigidly complied with 
on the part of the patient and her friends. Mr. 
Sebright had by no means exaggerated the length 
of the time of trial which would follow the opera- 
tion, in the darkened roonL Under no circum- 
stances could she hope to have her eyes uncov- 
ered, even for a few moments, to the light, after 
a' shorter interval than six weeks. During the 
whole of that time, and probably during another 
six weeks to follow, it was absolutely necessary 
that she should be kept in such a state of health 
as would assist her, constitutionally, in her grad- 
ual progress toward complete restoration of sight. 
If body and mind both were not preserved in 
their best and steadiest condition, all that his 
skill could do might be done in vain. Nothing 
to excite or to agitate her must be allowed to 
find its way into the quiet daily routine of her 
life until her medical attendant was satisfied 
that her sight was safe. The success of Herr 
Grosse's professional career had been due, in no 
small degree, to his rigid enforcement of these 
rules, founded on his own experience of the in- 
fluence which a patient's general health, moral 
as well as physical, exercised on that patient's 
chance of profiting under an operation — more 
especially an operation on an organ so delicate 
as the organ of sight. > 

Having spoken to this effect, he appealed ta 
Lncilla's own good sense to recognize the neces- 
sity of taking time to consider her decision, and 
to consult on it with relatives and friends. In 
plain words, for at least three months the family 
arrangements must be so shaped as to enable the 
surgeon in attendance on her to hold the abso- 
lute power of regulating her life, and of deciding 
on any changes introduced into it. When she 
and the members of her family circle were sure 
of being, able to comply with these conditions, 
Lucilla had only to write to him at his hotel in 
London. On the next day he would undertake 
to be at Dimchurch. And then and there (if he 
was satisfied with the state of her hefAth at the 
time) he would perform the operation. 

After pledging himself in those terms, Herr 
Grosse puffed out his remaining breath in one 
deep guttural "Hah!" and got briskly on his 
short legs. At the same moment Zillah knocked 
at the door, and announced that the chaise was 
waiting for the two gentlemen at the rectory gate. 

Mr. Sebright rose — in some doubt, apparently, 
whether his colleague had done talking. ' ' Don't 
let me hurry you," he said. "I have business 
in London ; and I must positively catch the next 
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'* Soh ! I have my basiness in London too," 
answei'ed his brother oculist — "the business of 
pleasure." (Mr. Sebright looked scandalized at 
the frankness of this confession, coming from a 
professional man.) "I am so passion-fond of 
musics," HeiT Grosse went on, "I want to be 
in goot times for the opera. Ach Gott I musics 
is expensive in England ! I climb to the gallery, 
and pay my five silver shillingsesr even there. 
For five copper pences, in my own country, I can 
vget the same thing^-^only better done. From 
the deep bottoms of my heart," proceeded this 
cmious man, taking a cordial leave of me, "I 
than^ you, dear madam, for the Mayonnaise. 
When I come again, I pray you more of that lofe> 
]y dish." He turned to Lucilla and popped his 
thumbs on her eyelids for the last time at parting. 
'*My sweet-Feench, remember what your sur- 
geon-optic has said to you. I shall let the light 
in here — ^but in my own way, at my own time. 
Pretty lofe ! Ah, how infinitely much prettier 
she will be when she can see !" He took Lucil- 
la's hand, and put it sentimentally inside the col- 
lar of his waistcoat, over the region of the heart, 
laying his other hand upon it as if he was keep- 
ing it warm. In this tender attitude he blew a 
prodigious sigh, recovered himself with a shake 
of his shock-head, winked at me through his 
spectacles, and waddled out after Mr. Sebright, 
who was already at the bottom of the stairs. 
Who would have guessed that this man held the 
key which was to open for my blind Lucilla the 
gates of a new life I 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SECOND. 

ALAS FOB THE MARRIAGE I 

We were left together : Nugent having accom- 
panied the two oculists to the garden gate. 

Now that we were alone, Oscar's absence could 
hardly fail to attract Lucilla's attention. Just 
as she was referring to him, in terms which made 
it no easy task for me to quiet her successfully, 
we were interrupted by the screams of the baby, 
ascending from the garden below. I ran to the 
window and looked out. 

Mi's. Finch had actually effected her desperate 
purpose df waylaying the two surgeons in the in- 
terests of "baby's eyes." There she was, in a 
skirt and a shawl — with her novel dropped in one 
part of the lawn, and her handkerchief in the 
other — pursuing the oculists on their way to the 
chaise. Reckless of appearances, Herr Grosse 
had taken to his heels. He was retreating from 
the screeching infant (with his fingers stuffed 
into his ears) as fast as his short legs would let 
him. Nugent was ahead of him, hurrying on to 
open the garden gate. Respectable Mr. Sebright 
(professionally incapable of running) brought up 
the rear. At short inteiTals Mrs. Finch, close 



on his heels, held up the baby for inspection. 
At short intervals Mr. Sebright held up his hands 
in polite protest. Nugent, roaring with laughter, 
threw open the garden gate. Herr Grosse rushed 
through the opening and disappeared. Mr. Se- 
l^ght followed Herr Grosse ; and Mrs. Finch 
attempted to follow Mr. Sebright— when' » new 
personage appeared on thestfene. Starded in 
the sanctnary of his study by the noise, the rec- 
tor himself strutted into the garden, and brought 
his wife to a sadden stand-sdll, by inquiring in 
his deepest bass notes, " What does this unseem- 
ly disturbance mean ?" 

The chaise drove off; and Nngent closed the 
garden gate. 

Some words, inaudible to my ears, passed be- 
tween Nugent and the rector — ^referring, as 1 
could only suppose, to the visit of the two depart- 
ing surgeons. After a while Mr. Finch turned 
away (to all appearance offended by something 
which had been said to him), and addressed him- 
self to Oscar, who now reappeared on the lawn, 
having evidently only waited to show himself 
until the chaise drove away. The rector frater- 
nally took his arm ; and, beckoning to his wife 
with the other hand, took Mrs. Finch's arm next. 
Majestically marching back to the house between 
the two. Reverend Finch asserted himself and 
his authority alternately, now to Oscar and now 
to his wife. His big booming voice reached my 
ears distinctly, accompanied in sharp discord by 
tiie last wailings of the exhausted child. 

In these terrible words the Pope of Dimchurch 
began: 

"Oscar! you are to understand distinctly, if 
you please, that I maintain my protest against 
this impious attempt to meddle with my afflicted 
daughter's sight. — ^Mrs. Finch ! you are to under- 
stand that I excuse your unseemly pursuit of 
•two strange surgeons in consideration of the 
state that I find you in at this moment. After 
your last confinement but eight you became, I 
remember, hysterically irresponsible. Hold your 
tongue. You are hysterically irresponsible now. 
— Oscar! I decline, in justice to myself, to be 
present at any discussion which may follow the 
visit of these two professional persons. But I 
am not averse to advising you for your own good. 
My Foot is down. Put your foot down too. — 
Mrs. Finch! how long is it since you ate last? 
Two hours? Are you sure it is two hours? Veiy 
good. You require a sedative application. I 
order you, medically, to get into a warm bath, 
and stay there till I come to you.— Oscar! you 
are deficient, my good fellow, in moral weight. 
Endeavor to oppose yourself resolutely to any 
scheme, on the part of my unhappy daughter or 
of those who advise her, which involves more ex- 
penditure of money in fees, and new appearances 
of professional persons. — Mrs. Finch ! the tem- 
perature is to be ninety-eight, and the position 
partially recumbent. — Oscar ! I authorize you (if 
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yon can't stop It in any other way) to throw My 
moral weight Ento tbe Kate. Ton are fVee Co say 
' I oppose This, with Mr. lunch's approval : I 
am, so (o speak, backed by Mr. Finch.' — Mn. 
finch ! I wish yon to nnderaiand the object of 
the bath. Hold yonr tODgne. Tbe object is . 



with iha same object. Ton.will abstain &am ten 
and talking. Yon will lie, loose, on yonr back. 
Ton will — " 

What else thia unhappy woman wm to do I 
fkiled to hear. Mr. Finch disappeared with her 
rotind the comer of the boose. Oscar waited at 



prodnce a gentle sclioii on yonr skin. One of i the door of our side of the rectory until Nugent 
the women is to keep her eye on yonr fbrehead. joined him on their way back to the sitting-room 
'Hieiagtantsheperceivee an appearance of moist- | in which we were expecting tbdi retain. 



nre she ia to run for ne. — Oscar I yon will let I After an interval of a few tniantes tbebroth- 
ine know at what deciwon they arrive np stairs ers appeared. 

in my danghter's room. Not after th^ have Thronghoat the whole ofthe time daring which 
merely heard what you have to say, but after My | the sargeopa had been in the house I had noticed , 
Moral Wdght has been thrown into the scale.— I that N«ent perrisied in keeping himself scrapa- 
Ure. dneh ! on learing tbe bath, I shall have , lotuiy in tbe backgroand. Having assamed the 
yon only lightly clothed. I fbrhid, with a view | responubilicy of patting the serions question of 
to yoar head, all compresuon, whether of stays LnciUa's sight scientifically to tbe test, he ap- 
or strings, roond the waist I forbid gart«rs — | peared to be resolved to paose (here, and io in- 
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terfere no fiirther in the afiair aft^r it had passed 
its first stage. And now again, when we were 
met in oar little committee to discoss, and possi- 
bly to. combat, Lncilla's resolution to proceed to 
extremities, he once more refrained fh)m inter- 
fering actively with the matter in hand. 

** I have brought Oscar back with me," he said 
to Lncilla, ''and I have told him how widely 
the two oculists differ in opinion on your case. 
He knows also that yon have decided on being 
guided by the more favorable view taken by Herr 
Grosse — and he knows no more." 

There he stopped abniptly, and seated himself 
apart from us, at the lower end of the room. 

Lucilla instantly appealed to Oscar to explain 
his conduct. 

•'Why have you kept out of the wa]^*' she 
asked. "Why have you not been with me at 
the most important moment of my life ?" 

"Because I felt your anxious position too 
keenly," Oscar answered. " Don't think me in- 
considerate toward yon, Lucilla. If I had not 
kept away, I might not have been able to control 
myself." 

I thought that reply far too dextrous to have 
come from Oscar on the spur of the moment. 
Besides, he looked at his brother when he said 
the last words. It seemed more than likely — 
short as the interval had been before they ap- 
peared in the sitting-room — that Nugent had 
been advising Oscar, and had been telling him 
what to say. 

Lucilla received his excuses with the readiest 
grace and kindness. 

"Mr. Sebright tells me, Oscar, that my sight 
is hopelessly gone," she said. "Herr Grosse 
answers for it that an operation will make me 
■ see. Need I tell you which of the two I believe 
in? If I could have had my own way, Herr 
Grosse should have operated on my eyes before 
he went back to London." 

"Did he refuse?" 

"Yes." 

"Why?" 

Lucilla told him of the reasons which the Ger- 
man oculist had stated as unanswerable reasons 
for delay. Oscar listened attentively, and looked 
at his brother again before he replied. 

" As I understand it," he said, " if yon decide 
on risking the operation at once, you decide on 
undergoing six weeks' imprisonment in a dark- 
ened room, and on placing yourself entirely at 
the surgeon's disposal for six weeks more after 
that. Have you considered, Lucilla, that this 
means putting off our marriage affain for at 
least three months ?'* 

♦ " If you were in my place, Oscar, you would 
let nothing, not even your marriage, stand in the 
way of your restoration to sight Don't ask me 
to consider, love. I can consider nothing but 
the prospect of seeing You I" 

That fearlessly frank confession silenced him. 



He happened to be sitting opposite to the glass, 
so that he could see his face. The poor wretch 
abruptly moved his^ chair, so as to turn his back 
on it. 

I looked at Nugent, and surprised him tr3ring 
to catch his brother's eye. Prompted by him, 
as I could now no longer doubt, Oscar had laid 
his finger on a certain domestic difficulty which 
I had had in my mind from the moment when 
the question of the operation had been first agi- 
tated among us. 

(The marriage of Oscar and Lucilla — it is here 
necessary to explain — ^had encountered another 
obstacle, and undergone a new delay, in conse- 
quence of the dangerous illness of LuciUa's aunt. 
Miss Batchford, invited to the ceremony as a 
matter of course, had most considerately sent a 
message begging that the marriage might not be 
deferred on her account Lucilla, however, had 
refused to allow her wedding to be celebrated 
while the woman who had been a second mother 
to her lay at the point of death. The rector 
(with an eye to rich Miss Batchford's money) 
had supported his daughter's decision, and Os- 
car had been compelled to submit These do- 
mestic events had taken place about three weeks 
since ; and we were now in receipt of news whicli 
not only assured us of the old lady's recovery, but 
informed us also that she would be well enough 
to make one of the wedding-party in a fortnight's 
time. The bride's dress was in the house ; the 
bride's father was ready to officiate — ^and here, 
like a fatality, was the question of the operation 
unexpectedly starting up, and threatening another 
delay yet for a period which could not possibly 
be shorter than a period of three months ! Add 
to this, if you please, a new element of embarrass- 
ment as follows. Supposing Ljicilla to persist 
in her resolution, and Oscar to persist in conceal- 
ing from her the personal change in him pro- 
duced by the medical treatment of the fits, what 
would happen? Nothing less than this: Lu- 
cilla, if the operation succeeded, would find out 
for herself — before instead of after her marriage 
— the deception that had been practiced on her. 
And how she might resent that deception, thus 
discovered, the cleverest person among us could 
not pretend to foresee. There was our situation, 
as we sat in domestic parliament assembled, 
when the surgeons had left us!) 

Finding it impossible to attract his brother's 
attention, Nugent had no alternative but to in- 
terfere actively for the first time. 

"Let me suggest, Lucilla," he said, "that it 
is your duty to look at the other side of the ques- 
tion before you make up your mind. In the 
first place, it is surely hard on Oscar to postpone 
the wedding-day again: In the second place, clev- 
er as he is, Herr Grosse is not infallible. It is 
just possible that the operation may fail, and 
that you may find you have put off your mar- 
riage for three months to no purpose. Do think 
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of it ! If you defer the operation on your eyes 
till after youi; marnage^ yoii conciliate all inter- 
estS) and yoa only delay by a month or so the 
time when y6u may see." 

Lucilla impatiently shook her head. 
"If you were blind," she answered, "you 
would not willinp:ly delay by a single hour the 
time when you might see. You ask me to think 
of it. I ask you to think of the years I have lost. 
I ask y(m to think of the exquisite happiness I 
shall feel when Oscar and I are standing at the 
altar, if I can see the husband to whom I am giv- 
ing myself for life ! Put it off for a month ? 
You might as well ask me to die for a month. 
It is like death to be sitting here blind, and to 
know that a man is within a few hours' reach of 
me who can give me my sight! I tell you all 
plainly, if you go on opposing me in this, I don*t 
answer for myself. If Herr Grosse is not recall- 
ed to Dimchurch before the end of the week — I 
am my own mistress — I will go to him in Lon- 
don!" 

Both the brothers looked at me. 

*'Have you nothing to say, Madame Prato- 
lungo ?" asked Nugent. 

Oscar was too painfully agitated to speak. He 
softly crossed to my chair; and, kneeling by me, 
put my hand entreatingly to his lips. 

You may consider me a heartless woman if you 
will, i remained entirely unmoved even by this 
Lucilla's interests and my interests, you will ob- 
sei've, were now one. I had resolved, from the 
first, that she should not be married in ignorance 
of which was the man who was disfigured by the 
blue face. If she took the course which would en- 
able her to make that discovery for herself, at the 
1 ight time, she would spare me the performance 
of a very painful and ungracious duty, and she 
would marry, as I was determined she should 
marry, with a full knowledge of the truth. In 
this position of affairs it was no business of mine 
to join the twin brothers in trying to make her 
alter her resolution. On the contrary, it was my 
business to confirm her in it. 

'' I can't see that I have any right to inter- 
fere," I said. **In Lncilla's place — after one- 
and-twenty years of blindness — I too should sac- 
rifice every other consideration to the consider- 
ation of recovering my sight." 

Oscar instantly rose, offended with me, and 
walked away to the window. Lncilla's face 
brightened gratefully. "Ah!" she said, **yo« 
understand me!" Nugent, in his tuiii, left his 
chair. He had confidently calculated, in his 
brother's interests, on Lncilla's marriage pre- 
ceding the recovery of Lncilla's sight. That 
calculation was completely baffled. The mar- 
riage would now depend on the state of Lncilla's 
feelings after she had penetrated the truth for 
herself. I saw Nugent's face darken as he 
walked to the door. 

"Madame Pratolungo," he said, "you may, 
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one day, regret the course that you have just 
taken. Do as you please, Lucilla — ^I have no 
more to say." 

He left the ropm, with a quiet submission to cir- 
cumstances which became him admirably. Now, 
as always, it was impossible not to compare him 
advantageously with his vacillating brother. Os- 
car turned round at the window, apparently with 
the idea of following Nugent out. At the first 
step he checked himself. There was a last ef- 
fort still left to make. Reverend Finch's " moral 
weight" had not been thrown into the scale yet. 

"There is one thing more, Lucilla," he said, 
" which you ought to know before you decide. I 
have seen your father. He desires me to tell you 
that he is strongly opposed to the experiment 
which you are determined to try." 
. Lucilla sighed wearily. " It is not the first time 
that I find my father failing to sympathize with 
me," she said. "I am distressed — but not surr 
prised. It is you who surprise me !" she added, 
suddenly raising her voice. * *. You, who love me* 
are not one with me, when I am standing on 
the brink of a new life. Good Heavens! are my 
interests not your interests in this? Is it not 
worth your while to wait till I can look at you 
when I vow before God to love, honor, and obey 
you ? Do you underetand him ?" she asked, ap- 
pealing abruptly to me. " Why does he try to 
start difficulties ? why is he not as eager about it 
as I am?" 

I turned to Oscar. Now was the time for him 
to fall at her feet and own it ! Here was the 
golden opportunity that might never come again. 
I signed to him impatiently to take it. He tried 
to take it — let me do him the justice now which 
I failed to do him at the time^he tried to take 
it. He advanced toward her ; he struggled with 
himself; he said, "There is a motive for my 
conduct, Lucilla — " and stopped. His breath 
failed him ; he struggled again ; he forced out a 
word or two more: "A motive," he went on, 
"which I have been afmid to confess — " He 
paused again, with the perspiration pouring over 
his livid face. ' * 

Lncilla's patience failed her. "What is your 
motive?" she asked, sharply. 

The tone in which she spoke broke down his 
last resen'es of resolution. He turned his head 
suddenly so as not to see her. At the final mo- 
ment — miserable, miserable man ! — at the final 
moment he took refuge in an excuse. 

"I don't believe in Herr Grosse," he said, 
faintly, "as you believe in him." 

Lucilla rose, bitterly disappointed, and opened 
the door that led into her own room. 

" If it had been you who were blind," she an- 
swered, "yottr belief would have been my be- 
lief, and your hope my hope. It seems I have 
expected too much from you. Live and learn ! 
live and learn!" 

She went into her room and closed the doo«* 
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6a U8. I could bear it no longer. I got up, with 
the firm resolution in me to follow her and say 
the words he had failed to say for himself. My 
hand was on the door, when 1 was suddenly pull- 
ed back from it by Oscar. I turned and faced 
him in silence. 

"No!" he said, with his eyes fixed on mine, 
and his hand still on my arm. " If I don't tell 
her, nobody shall tell her for me." 

"She shall be deceived no longer— she must 
and shall hear it, '* I answered. * * Let me go ! " 

"You have given me your promise to wait 
for my leave before you open your lips. I forbid 
you to open your lips." 

I snapped the fingers of my hand that was free 
in his fece. " That for my promise I" I said. 
**'Your contemptible weakness is putting her 
happiness in peril as well as yours." I turned 
my head toward the door, and called to her. 
"Lucilla!" 

His hand closed fast on my arm. Some lurk- 
ing devil in him that I had never seen yet leaped 
up and looked at me out of his eyes. 

"Tell her, "he whispered, sava^ly, between his 
teeth, "and I will contradict you to your face ! 
If yon are desperate, I am desperate too. I 
don't care what meanness I am guilty of! I will 
deny it on my honor ; I will deny it on my oath. 
You heard what she said about you at Brown- 
down. She will believe me before you. " 

Lucilla opened her door, and stood waiting on 
the thr^hold. 

"What is it?" she asked, quietly. 

A moment's glance at Oscar warned me that 
he would do what he had threatened if I persisted 
in my resolution. The desperation of a weak man 
is, of all desperations, the most unscrupulous and 
the most unmanageable — when it is once roused. 
Angry as I was, I shrank from degrading him, 
as I must now have degraded him if I matched 
my obstinacy against his. In mercy to both of 
them, I gave way. 

" I may bes going out, my dear, before it gets 
dark," I said to Lucilla. "Can I do any thing 
for you in the village ?" 

" Yes," she said ; " if you will wait a little, you 
can take a letter for me to the post." 
' She went ba^k into her room, and closed the 
door. 

I neither looked at Oscar nor spoke to him 
when we were alone again. He was the first 
who broke the silence. 

" You have remembered your promise to me," 
he said. "You have done well." 

"I have nothing more to say to you, "I an- 
swered. " I shall go to my own room." 

His eyes followed me uneasily as I walked to 
the door. 

" I shall speak to her," he muttered, doggedly, 
"at my own time." 

A wise woman would not have allowed hira to 
irritate her into saying another word. Alas ! 



I am not a wise wdman — that is to say, not al- 
ways. 

" Your own time ?" I repeated, with the whole 
force of my contempt. "If you don't own the 
truth to her before the German surgeon comes 
back, your time will have gone by forever. He 
has told us, in the plainest terms, when once the 
operation is performed nothing must be said to 
agitate or distress her for months afterward. 
The preseiTation of her tranquillity is the con- 
dition of the recovety of her sight. You will 
soon have an excuse for your silence, Mr. Oscar 
Dubourg!" 

The tone in which I said those last words 
stung him to some purpose. 

" Spare your sneers, you heartless Frenchwom- 
an !" he broke out, angrily. " I don't care how 
I stand in your estimation. Lucilla loves me^ 
Nugent feels for me." 

My vile temper instantly hit on the most mer- 
ciless answer that I could make to him in return. 

"Ah, poor Lucilla!" I said. "What a much 
happier prospect hers might have been ! What 
a thousand, thousand pities it is that she is not 
going to marry your brother instead of marrying 
you r 

He winced under that reply as if I had cut 
him with a knife. His head dropped on his 
breast. He started back from me like a.b^aten 
dog, and suddenly and silently left the room. 

I had not been a minute by myself before my 
anger cooled. I tried to keep it hot; I tried to 
remember that he had aspersed my nation in call- 
ing me a "heartless Frenchwoman." No! it 
was not to be done. In spite of myself I repent- 
ed what I had said to him. 

In a moment more I was out on the stairs to 
try if I could overtake him. 

I was too late. I heard the garden gate bang 
before I was out of the house. Twice I approach- 
ed the gate tot follow him. And twice I drew 
back in the fear of making bad worse. It end- 
ed in my retun^ing to the sitting-room, very se- 
riously dissatisfi^ with mysel£ 

The first welcome inteiTuption to my solitude 
came, not from iLucilla, but from the old nurse. 
Zillah appeared with a letter for me : left that 
moment at the rectory by the servant from 
Browndown. The direction was in Oscar's hand- 
writing. I opened the envelope, and read these 
words : 

" Madame Pratolttngo, — ^You have distress- 
ed and pained me more than I can say. There 
are faults, and serious ones, on my side, I know. 
I heartily beg your pardon for any thing that I 
may have said or done to ofifend you. I can not 
submit to your hard verdict on me. If you^knew 
how I adore Lucilla, you would make allow^ces 
for me — ^you would understand me better 
you do. I can not get your last cruel wor( 
out of my ears. I can not meet you again with- 
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out some explanation of them. You stabbed me 
to the heart when you said this evening that it 
would be a happier prospect for Lucilla if she 
had been going to marry my brother instead of 
marrying me. I hope you did not really mean 
that ? Will you please write and tell me whether 
you did or not ? Oscae." 

Write and tell him ! It was absnrd enough — 
when we were within a few minutes' walk of each 
other — that Oscar should prefer the cold formal- 
ity of a letter to the friendly ease of a personal 
interview. Why could he not have called and 
spoken to me ? We should have made it up to> 
gether far more comfortably in that way — and in 
half the time. At any rate, I determined to go 
to Browndown, and be good friends again, vivA 
voce, with this poor, weak, well-meaning, ill- 
judging boy. Was it not monstrous to have at- 
tached serious meaning to what Oscar had said 
when he was in a panic of nervous terror ! His 
tone of writing so keenly distressed me that I re- 
sented his letter on that verv account. It was 
one of the chilly evenings of an English June. 
A small fire was burning in the grate. I crum- 
pled up the letter, and threw it, as I supposed, 
into the fire. (After-events showed that I only 
threw it into a comer of the fender instead.) 
Then I put on my hat, without stopping to think 
of Lucilla, or of what she was writing for the 
post, and ran off to Browndown. 

Where do you think I found him ? Locked up 
in his own room I His insane shyness — it was 
really nothing less — made him shrink from that 
very personal explanation which (with such a 
temperament as mine) was the only possible 
explanation under the circumstances. I had to 
threaten him with forcing his door before I could 
get him to show himself and take my hand. 

Once face to face with him, I soon set things 
light. I really believe he had been half mad 
with his own self-imposed troubles when he had 
threatened giving me the lie at the door of Lu- 
cilla's room. 

It is needless to dwell on yrhat took place be- 
tween us. I shall only say here that I had se- 
rious reason, at a later time — as you will soon 
see — to regret not having humored Oscar's re- 
quest that I should reconcile myself to him by 
writing, instead of by word of mouth. If I had 
only placed on record, in pen and ink, what I 
actually said in the way of making atonement to 
him, I might have spared some suffering to my- 
self and to others. As it was, the only proof that 
I had absolved myself in his estimation consisted 
in his cordially shaking hands with me at the 
door when I left him. 

"Did you meet Nugent?** he asked, as he 
walked with me across the indosure in front of 
the house. 

I had gone to Browndown by a short-cut at 
the back of the garden, instead of going through 



the village. Having mentioned this, I asked if 
Nugent had returned to the rectory. 

" He went back to see yon," said Oscar. 

"Why?" 

"Only his usual kindness. Ife takes your 
views of things. He laughed when he heard I 
had sent a letter to you, and he ran off (dear fel- 
low !) to see you on my behalf. You must have 
met him if you had come here by the village." 

On getting back to the rectoiy I questioned 
Zillah. Nugent, in my absence, had run up into 
the sitting-room ; had waited there a fe# min- 
utes alone, on the chance of my return ; had got 
tii-ed of waiting, and had gone away again. I 
inquired about Lucilla next. A few minutes 
after Nugent had gone she had left her room, 
and she too had asked for me. Hearing that I 
was not to be found in the house, she had given 
Zillah a letter to post, and had then returned to 
her bed-chamber. 

I happened to be standing by the hearth look- 
ing into the dying fire while the nurse was speak* 
ing. Not a vestige of Oscar's letter to me (as I 
now well remember) was to be seen. lo my po- 
sition, the plain conclusion was that I had really 
done what I supposed m3rse]f to have done— rthat 
is to say, thrown the letter into the flames. 

Entering Lucilla's room, soon afterward, to 
make my apologies for having forgotten to wait 
and take her letter to the post, I found her, weary 
enough after the events of the day, gating ready 
for bed. 

** I don't wonder at your being tired of waiting 
for me," she said. " Writing is long, long work 
for me. But this was a letter which I felt botfhd 
to write myself if I could. Can you guess who 
I am corresponding with ? It is done, my dear ! 
I have written to Herr Grosse !" 

"Already!" 

"What is there to wait for? What is there 
left to determine on ? I have told Herr Grosse 
that our family consultation is over, and that I 
am entirely at his disposal for any length of time 
he may think right. And I warn him, if he at- 
tempts to put it off, that he will be only forcing 
on me the inconvenience of going to him in Lon- 
don. I have expressed that part of my letter 
strongly, I can tdl you ! He will get it to-mof- 
row by the afternoon post. And the next day — 
if he is a man of his word — he will be here." 

"Oh, Lucilla! not to operate on your eyes?" 

" Yes — to operate on my eyes !" 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-THIRD. 

THE DAT BETWEEN. 

The interval-day before the second appearance 
of Herr Grosse, and the experiment on Lucilla's 
sight that was to follow it, was marked by two 
incidents which ought to be noticed in this place. 
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The first incident was the arriyal, early in the 
moiming, of another letter addressed to me pri- 
vately by Oscar Dubourg. Like many other shy 
people, he had a perfect mania, where any embar- 
rassing circumstances were concerned, for ex- 
plaining himself, with difficulty, by means of his 
pen, in preference to explaining himself, with 
ease, by means of his tongue. 

Oscar's present communication informed me 
that he had left us for London by the first morn- 
ing train, and that his object in taking this sud- 
den journey was to state his present position to- 
ward Lucilla to a gentleman especially conver- 
sant with the peculiarities of blind people. In 
plain words, he had resolved on applying to Mr. 
Sebright for advice. 

"I'like Mr. Sebright" (Oscar wrote) "as cor- 
dially as I detest Herr Grosse. The short con- 
versation I had with him has left me with the 
pleasantest impression of his delicacy and his 
kindness. If I freely reveal to this skillful sur- 
geon the sad situation in which I am placed, I be- 
lieve his experience will throw an entirely new 
light on the present state of Lucilla*s mind, and 
on the changes which we may expect to see pro- 
duced in her if she really does recover her sight. 
The result may be of incalculable benefit iq teach- 
ing me how I may own the truth most harmless- 
ly to her as well as to myself. Pray don't sup- 
pose I undervalue your advice. I only want to 
be doubly fortified, before I risk my confession, 
bv the advice of a scientific man." 

All this I took to mean, in plain English, that 
vacillating Oscar wanted to quiet his conscience 
by gaining time, and that his absurd idea of con- 
sulting Mr. Sebright was nothing less than a new 
and plausible excuse for putting off the evil day. 
His letter ended by pledging me to secrecy, and 
by entreating me so to manage matters as to 
grant him a private interview on his return to 
Dimchurch by the evening train. 

I confess I felt some curiositv as to what would 

m 

come of the proposed consultation between un- 
ready Oscar and precise Mr. Sebright ; and I ac- 
cordingly arranged to take my walk alone, toward 
eight o'clock that evening, on the road that led 
to the distant railway station. 

The second incident of the day may be de- 
scribed as a confidential conversation between 
Lucilla and myself on the subject which now 
equally absorbed us both — ^the momentous sub- 
ject of her restoration to the blessing of sight. 

She joined me at the breakfast-table, with her 
ready distrust newly excited, poor thing, by Os- 
car. He had accounted to her for his journey 
to 'London by putting forward the commonplace 
excuse of "business." She instantly suspected 
(knowing how he felt about it) that he was se- 
cretly bent on interfering with the performance 
of the operation by Herr Grosse. I contrived to 
ompose the anxiety thus aroused in her mind 
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by informing her, on Oscar's own authority, that 
he personally disliked and distrusted the German 
oculist. " Whatever else he may do in London," 
I said, " make your mind easy, my dtor. I an- 
swer for his not venturing near Herr Grosse." 

After a long silence between us, following on 
those words, Lucilla raised her head from her 
second cup of tea, and abruptly referred to Oscar 
in another way — a way which revealed to me a 
new peculiarity of feeling belonging exclusively 
to the strange temperament of the blind. 

" Do you know one thing ?" she said. " If I 
had not been going to be married to Oscar, I 
doubt if I should have cared to put any oculist, 
native or foreign, to the trouble of coming to 
Dimchurch." 

** I don't think I understand you," I answered. 

Ton can not surely mean to say that you would 
not have been glad, under any circumstances, 
to recover the use of your eyes?" 

" That is just what I do mean to say," she re- 
joined. 

" What ! you, who have been blind from your 
infancy, don't care to see ?" 

' * I onlv care to see Oscar. And what is more, 
I only care to see him because I am in love with 
him. But for that, I really don't feel as if it 
would give me any particular pleasure to use m,v 
eyes. I have been blind so long, I have learned 
to do without them." 

"Impossible! My dear Lucilla, I really can 
not believe you are in earnest in talking in that 
way I" 

She laughed, and finished her tea. 

" You people who can see," she said, " attach 
such an absurd importance to your eyes ! I set 
my touch, my dear, against your eyes, as much 
i\^ most tnistworthy and much the most intel- 
ligent sense of the two. If Oscar was not, as I 
have said, the uppermost feeling with me, shall I 
tell you what I should have infinitely preferred 
to recovering my sight — supposing it could have 
been done ?" She shook her head with a comic 
resignation to circumstances. " Unfortunately, 
it can't be done I" 

"What can't be done?" 

She suddenly held out both her arms over the 
breakfast-table. 

"The stretching out of these to an enormous 
and unheard-of length. That is what I should 
have liked !" she answered. " 1 could find out 
better what was going on at a distance with my 
hands than you could with your eyes and your 
telescopes. What doubts I might set at rest, for 
instance, about the planetary system, among the 
people who can see, if I could only stretch out 
far enough to touch the stars !" 

"This is talking sheer nonsense, Lucilla." 

"Is it? Just tell me which knows best in 
the dark — my touch or your eyes? Who has 
got a sense that she can always trust to serve her 
equally well through the whole four-and-twenty 
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hours ? You or me P Bat for Oscar — to speak 
in sober earnest this time — I tell you I woald 
much rather perfect the sense in me that I have 
already got than have a sense given to me that 
I have not got. Until I knew Oscar I don't think 
I ever honestly envied any of you the use of your 
eyes." 
**yon astonish me, Lucilla!" 
She rattled her tea-spoon impatiently in her 
empty cup. 

" Can you always trust to your eyes, even in 
broad daylight ?" she burst out. ' ' Ho\v often do 
they deceive you in the simplest things! What 
did I hear you all disputing about the other day 
in the garden ? You were looking at some view ?" 
*' Yes, at the view down the alley of trees at 
the other end of the church-yard wall.*' 

''Some object in the alley had attracted gen- 
eral notice — had it not ?" 

'' Yes, an object at the further end of it." 
''I heard you up here. You all differed in 
opinion, in spite of your wonderful eyes. My 
father said it moved. You said it stood stilL 
Oscar said it was a man. Mrs. Finch said it 
was a calf. ' Nugent ran off and examined this 
amazing object at close quarters. And what did 
it turn out to be ? A stump of an old tree, blown 
across the road in the night ! Why am I to envy 
people the possession of a sense which plays them 
such tricks as that ? No ! no I Herr Grosse is 
going to 'cut into my cataracts,' as he calls it — 
because I am going to be married to a man I 
love ; and I fancy, like a fool, I may love him 
better still if I can see him. I may be quite 
wrong, " she added, archly. ' ' It may end in my 
not loving him half as well as I do now !" 

I thought of Oscar's face, and felt a sickening 
fear that she might be speaking far more serious- 
ly than she suspected. I tried to change the 
subject. No! Her imaginative nature had 
found its way into a new region of speculation 
before I could open my lips. 

"I associate light," she said, thoughtfully, 
"with all that is beautiful and heavenly, and 
dark with all that is vile and horrible and devil- 
ish. I wonder how light and dark will look to 
me when I see ?" 

** I believe they will astonish you," I answer- 
ed, "by being entirely unlike what you fancy 
them to be now." 

She started. I had alarmed her without in- 
tending it. 

'* Will Oscar's face be utterly unlike what I 
fancy it to be now ?" she asked, in suddenly al- 
tered tones. " Do you mean to say that I have 
not had the right image of him in my mind all 
this time ?" 

I tried again to draw her off to another topic. 
What more could I do, with my tongue tied by 
the Gierman's warning to us not to agitate her 
in the face of the operation to be perfoimed on 
the next day ? 



It was quite nseless. She went on, as before, 
without heeding me. 

" Have I no means of judging rightly what 
Oscar is like?" she said. "I touch my own 
face ; I know how long it is, and how broad it 
is ; I know how big the different features are, 
and where they are. And then I touch Oscar, 
and compare his face with my knowledge of my 
own face. Not a single detail escapes me. I 
see him in my mind as plainly as you see me 
across this table. Do you mean to say, when I 
see him with my eyes, that I shall discover some- 
thing perfectly new to me ? I don't believe it !" 
She started up impatiently, and took a turn in 
the room. '' Oh !" she exclaimed, with a stai^p 
of her foot, " why can't I take laudanum enough 
or chloroform enough to kill me for the next six 
weeks, and then come to life again when the 
German takes the bandage off ray eyes!" She 
sat down once more, and drifted all oo a sudden 
into a question of pure morality. *'Tell me 
this," she said. *' Is the greatest virtue the vir- 
tue which it is most difficult to practice ?" 

" I suppose so," I answered. 

She drummed with both hands on the table, 
petulantly, viciously, as hard as she could. 
"Then, Madame Pratolungo," she said, "the 
greatest of all the virtues is — Patience. Oh, my 
friend, how I hate the greatest of all the virtues 
at this moment !" 

That ended it — there the conversation found 
its way into other topics at last. 

Thinking afterward of the strange things 
which Lucilla had said to me, I derived one 
consolation from what had passed at the break- 
fast-table. If Mr. Sebright proved to be right, 
and if the operation failed after all, I had Lucil- 
la's word for it that blindness, of itself, is not the 
terrible afBiction to the blind which the rest of 
us fancy it to be — because we can see. 

Toward half past seven in the evening I went 
out alone, as I had planned, to meet Oscar on 
his return from London. 

At a long stnught stretch of the road I saw 
him advancing toward me. He was walking 
more rapidly than usual, and singing as he walk- 
ed. Even through its livid discoloration the 
poor fellow's face looked radiant with happiness 
as he came nearer. He waved his walking-stick 
exnltingly in the air. " Good news !" he called 
out at the top of his voice. " Mr. Sebright has 
n^ade me a happy man again ! " I had never before 
seen him so like Nugent in manner as I now saw 
him when we met and he shook hands with me. 

" Tell me all about it," I said. 

He gave me his arm ; and, talking all the way, 
we walked back slowly to Dimchurch. 

**In the first place," he began, "Mr. Se- 
bright holds to his own opinion more firmly 
than ever. He feels absolutely certain that the 
operation will fail." 
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'* Is that joar good news ?" I asked, reproach- 
fuUy. 

"No," he said. "Though, mind, I own to 
my shame there was a time when I almost hoped 
it would fail. Mr. Sebright has pat me in a bet- 
ter frame of mind. I have little or nothing to 
dread from the snccess of the operation, if by 
any exti;^ordinary chance it shoold succeed. I 
remind you of Mr. Sebright's opinion merely to 
give you a right idea of the tone which he took 
with me at starting. He only consented under 
protest to contemplate the event which Lncilla 
and Herr Grosse consider to be a certainty. *• If 
the statement of your position requires it,' he 
said, * I will admit that it is barely possible she 
may be able to see yon two months hence. Now 
begin.' I began by informing him of my mar- 
riage engagement." 

** Shall I tell how Mr. Sebright received the 
information ?" I said. " He held his tongue, 
and made you a bow." 

Oscar laughed. "Quite true," he answered. 
'* I told him next of Lucilla*s extraordinary an- 
tipathy to dark people, and dark shades of color 
of all kinds. Can you guess what he said to me 
when I had done?" 

I owned that my observation of Mr. Sebright^s 
character did not extend to guessing tlTat. 

" He said it was a common antipathy in his 
experience of the blind. It was one among the 
many strange influences exercised by blindness 
on the mind. ' Th6 physical affliction has its 
mysterious moral influence,' he said. ' We can 
observe it, but we can't explain it. The special 
antipathy which you mention is an incurable an- 
tipathy, except on one condition — the recovery 
of the sight' There he stopped. I entreated 
him to go on. No ! He declined to go on un- 
til I had finished what I had to say to him first. 
I had my confession still to make to him — and I 
made it." 

"Yon concealed nothing?" 

"Nothing. I laid my weakness bare before 
him. I told him that Lncilla was still firmly 
convinced that Nugent's was the discolored face 
instead of mine. And t^en I put the question — 
What am I to do?" 

"And how did he reply?"- 

" In these words : * If you ask me what you 
are to do in the event of her remaining blind 
(which I tell you again will be the event), I de- 
cline to advise you. Your own conscience and 
your own sense of honor must decide the ques- 
tion. On the other hand, if you ask me wliat 
you are to do in the event of her recovering her 
sight, I can answer you unreservedly in the plain- 
est terms. Leave things as they are, and wait 
till she sees.' Those were his own words. Oh, 
the load that they took ofl* my mind I I made 
him repeat them — I declare I was almost afraid 
to trust the evidence of my own eare." 

I understood the motive of Oscar's good spir- 



its better than I understood the motive of Mr. 
Sebright's advice. "Did he g^ve his r^sons?" 
I asked. 

" You shall hear his reasons directly. He in- 
^ted on first satisfying himself that I thoroughly 
understood my position at that moment. ' The 
prime condition of success, as Herr Grosse has 
told you,' he said, ' is the perfect tranquillity of 
the patient. If you make yoib confession to the 
young lady when you get back to-night to Dim- 
church, yon throw her into a state of excitement 
which will render it impossible for my German col- 
league to operate on her to-morrow. If you de- 
fer your confession, the medical necessities of the 
case force you to be silent until the professional 
attendance of the oculist has ceased. There is 
your position I My advice to you is to adopt the 
last alternative. Wait (and make the other per- 
sons in the secret wait) until the result of the 
operation has declared itself.' There I stopped 
him. 'Do you mean that I am to be present 
on the first occasion when she is able to use her 
eyes ?' I asked. *■ Am I to let her see me with- 
out a word beforehand to prepare her for the col- 
or of my face ?' " 

We were now getting to the interesting part 
of it. You English people, when you are out 
walking and are carrying on a conversation with 
your friend, never come to a stand-still at the 
points of interest. We foreigners, on the other 
hand, invariably stop. I surprised Oscar by sud- 
denly pulling him up in the middle of the road. 

" What is the matter?" he asked. 

"Go on!" I said, impatiently. 

" I can't go on," he rejoined. " You're hold- 
ing me." 

I held him tighter than ever, and ordered him 
more resolutely than ever to go on. Oscar re- 
signed himself to a halt (foreign fashion) on the 
high-road. 

" Mr. Sebright met my question by putting a 
question on his side," he resumed. " He asked 
m'e how I proposed to prepare her for the color 
of my face." 

"And what did you tell him?" 

" I said I had planned to make ati excuse for 
leaving Dimchurch, and, once away, to prepare 
her by writing for what she might expect to see 
when I returned." 

" What did he say to that ?" 

" He wouldn't hear of it. He said, ' I strong- 
ly recommend you to be present on the first oc- 
casion when she is capable (if she ever is ca- 
pable) of using her sight. I attach the greatest 
importance to her being able to correct the hid- 
eous and absurd image now in her mind of a face 
like yours, by seeing you as you really ai'e at the 
earliest available opportunity.' " 

We were just walking on again when certain 
words in that last sentence startled me. I stopped 
short once more. 

"Hideous and absurd image?" I repeated, 
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thinking instantly of my conversation of that 
morning with Lucilla. "What did Mr. Se- 
bright mean by using such language s^b that ?" 

"Just what I asked him. His reply will in- 
terest you. It led him into that explanation of 
bis motives which you inquired for just now. 
Shall we walk on?" 

My petrified foreign feet recovered their ac- 
tivity. We went on again. 

** When I had spoken to Mr. Sebright of Lu- 
cilla's inveterate prejudice," Oscar continued, 
" he had surprised me by saying that it was coqi- 
mon in his experience, and was only curable by 
her restoration to sight. In support of those as- 
sertions he now told me of two interesting cases 
which had occurred in his professional practice. 
The first was the case of the little daughter of 
an Indian officer — blind from infancy, like Lucil- 
la. After operating successfully, the time came 
when he could permit his patient to try her sight 
— that is to say, to try if she could see sufficient- 
ly well at first to distinguish dark objects from 
light. Among the members of the household 
assembled to witness the removal of the bandage 
was an Indian nurse who had accompanied the 
family to England. The first person the child 
saw was her mother — a fair woman. She clasped 
her little hands in astonishment, and that was all. 
At the next turn of her head she saw the dark 
Indian nurse, and instantly screamed with ter- 
ror. Mr. Sebright owned to me that he could 
not explain it. The child could have no possible 
association with colors. Yet there, nevertheless^ 
was the most violent hatred and horror of a dark 
object (the hatred and horror peculiar to the 
blind) expressing itself unmistakably in a child 
of ten years old ! My first thought, while he was 
telling me this, was of myself, and of my chance 
with Lucilla. My first question was, * Did the 
child get used to the nurse ?' I can give you his 
answer in his own words. ' In a week's time I 
found the child sitting in the nurse's lap as com- 
posedly as I am sitting in this chair.' That is 
encouraging, isn't it ?" 

"Most encouraging — nobody can deny it." 

" The second instance was more curious still. 
This time the case was the case of a grown man 
— and the object was to show me what strange 
fantastic images (utterly unlike the reality) the 
blind form of the people about them. The pa- 
tient was married, and was to see his wife (as 
Lucilla is one day to see me) for the first time. 
He had been told before he married her that she 
was personally disfigured by the scar of a wound 
on one of her cheeks. The poor woman — ah, 
how well I can understand her I — trembled for 
the consequences. The man who had loved her 
dearly while ho was blind might hate her when 
he saw her scarred face. Her husband had been 
the first to console her when the operation was 
determined on. He declared that his sense of 
touch, and the description given to him by oth- 



I ers, had enabled him to form, in his own mind, 
the most complete and faithful image of his wife's 
face. Nothing that Mr. Sebright could say 
would induce him to believe that it was physic- 
ally impossible for him to form a ^ally correct 
idea of any object, animate or inanimate, which 
he had never seen. He wouldn't hear of it. 
He was so certain of the result that he held his 
wife's hand in his, to encourage her, when the 
bandage was removed from him. At his first 
look at her he uttered a C17 of horror, and fell 
back in his chair In a swoon. His wife, poor 
thing, was distracted. Mr. Sebright did his best 
to compose her, and waited till her husband was 
able to answer the questions put to him. It then 
appeared that his blind idea of his wife and of 
her disfigurement had been something so gro- 
tesque and horribly unlike the reality that it was 
hard to know whether to laugh or to tremble at 
it. She was as beautiful as an angei, by compar- 
ison with her husband's favorite idea of her — 
and yet, because it was his idea^ he was abso- 
lutely disgusted and terrified at the first sight of 
her ! In a few weeks he was able to compare 
his wife with other women, to look at pictures, 
to understand what beauty was, and what ugli- 
ness was; and from that time they have lived 
together as happy a married couple as any in the 
kingdom." 

I was not quite sure which way this last ex- 
ample pointed. It alarmed me when I thought 
of Lucilla. I came to a stand-still again. 

"How did Mr. Sebright apply this second 
case to Lucilla and to you ?" I asked. 

"You shall hear," said Oscar. "He first 
appealed to the case as supporting his assertion 
that Lucilla's idea of me must be utterly unlike 
what I am myself. He asked if I was now satis- 
fied that she could have no correct conception 
of what faces and colors were really like, and 
if I agreed with him in believing that the image 
in her mind of the man with the blue face was 
in all probability something fantastically and hid- 
eously unlike the reality. After what I had 
heard, I agreed with him as a matter of course. 
* Very well,' says Mr. Sebright. *Now let us 
remember that there is one important difference 
between the case of Miss Finch and the case 
that I have just mentioned. The husband's 
blind idea of his wife was the husband^ favorite 
idea. The shock of the first sight of her was 
plainly a shock to him on that account. Now 
Miss Finch's blind idea of the blue face is, on 
the contrary, a hateful idea to her — the image is 
an image that she loathes. Is it not fair to con- 
clude from this that the first sight of you as- you 
really are is likely to be, in her case, a relief to 
her instead of a shock? Reasoning from my 
experience, I reach that conclusion ; and I advise 
you, in your own interests, to be present when 
the bandage is taken off. Even if I prove to be 
mistaken — even if she is not immediately i-econ- 
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ciled to the sight of you — ^there is the other ex- 
^ ample of the child and the Indian nurse to satisfy 
you that it is only a question of time. Sooner or 
Liter she wij} take the discovery as any other 
young lady would take it. At first she will he 
indignant with you for deceiving her; and then, 
if you are sure of your place in her affections, she 
will end in forgiving you. There is my view of 
your position, and there are the grounds on 
which I form it ! In the mean time my own 
opinion remains unshaken. I firmly believe that 
you will never have occasion to act on the advice 
that I have given to you. When the bandage is 
taken off, the chances are five hundred to one 
that she is no nearer to seeing you then than she 
is now.' These were (lis last words — and on 
that we parted." 

Oscar and I walked on again for a little way 
in silence. 

I had nothing to say against Mr. Sebright's 
reasons ; it was impossible to question the pro- 
fessional experience from which they were drawn. 
As to blind people in general, I felt no doubt 
that his advice was good, and that his conclusions 
were arrived at correctly. But Lucilla's was no 
ordinary character. My experience of her was 
better experience than Mr. Sebright*s : and the 
more I thought of the future, the less inclined I 
felt to take Oscarls hopeful view. She was just 
the person to say something or do something, at 
the critical moment of the experiment, which 
would take the wisest previous calculation by sur- 
prise. Oscar's prospects had never looked dark- 
er to me than they looked at that moment. 

It would have been useless and cruel to have 
said to him what I have just said here. I put 
as bright a face on it as I could, and asked if he 
proposed to follow Mr, Sebright's advice. 

" Yes, " he said. * * With a certain reservation 
of my own, which occurred to me after I had left 
his house." 

"May I ask what it is?" 

" Certainly. I mean to beg Nugent to leave 
Dimchnrch before Lucilla tries her sight for the 
first time. He will do that, I know, to please me. " 

" And when he has done it, what then ?*' 

" Then I mean to be present — as Mr. Sebright 
suggested — when the bandage is taken off." 

"Previously telling' Lucilla," I inteiposed, 
" that it Is von who are in the room ?" 

" Ko. There I take the precaution that I al- 
luded to just now. . I propose to leave Lucilla 
under the impression that it is I who have left 
Dimchurch, and that Nugent's face is the face 
she sees. If Mr. Sebright proves to be right, and 
if her first sensation is a sensation of relief, I will 
own the truth to her the same day. If not, I 
will wait to make mv confession until she has 
1 lecome reconciled to the sight of me. That plan 
meets every possible emergency. It is one of 
the few good ideas that my stupid head has hit 
n since I have been-^t Dimchurch." 



He said those last words with such an innocent 
air of triumph that I really could not find it in 
my heart to damp his ardor by telling him what 
I thought of his idea. All I said was, "Don't 
forget, Oscar, that the cleverest plans are at the 
mercy of circumstances. At the last moment, 
an accident may happen which will force you to 
speak out." 

We came in sight of the rectory as I gave him 
that final warning. Nugent was strolling iip and 
down the road on the look-out for us. I left Os- 
car to tell his story over again to his brother, and 
went into the house. 

Lucilla was at her piano when I entered the 
sitting-room. She was not only playing, but (a 
rare thing with her) singing too. The song was, 
poetry and music both, of her own composing. 
" I shall see him ! I shall see him !" In those 
four words the composition began and ended. 
She adapted them to all the happy melodies in 
her memory. She accompanied them with hands 
that seemed to be mad for joy — hands that 
threatened every moment to snap the chords of 
the instrument. Never, since my first day at the 
rectory, had I heard such a noise in our quiet 
sitting-room as I heard now. She was in a fever 
of exhilaration which, in my foreboding frame of 
mind at that moment, it pained and shocked me 
to see. I lifted her off the music-stool, and shut 
up the piano by main force. 

* * Compose yourself, for Heaven's sake, " I said. 
" Do you want to be completely e:!thausted when 
the German comes to-morrow ?" 

That consideration instantly checked her. She 
suddenly became quiet, with the abrupt facility 
of a child. 

"I forgot that," she said, sitting down in a 
corner, 'with a face of dismay. " He might re- 
fuse to perform the operation! Oh, my dear, 
quiet me down somehow. Get a book and read 
to me." 

I got the book. Ah, the poor author ! Nei- 
ther she nor I paid the slightest attention to him. 
Worse still, we abused him for not interesting us 
— and then shut him up with a bang, and pushed 
him rudely into his place on the book-shelf, and 
left him upside down, and went to bed. 

She was standing at her window when I went 
in to wish her good-night The mellow moon- 
light fell tenderly on her lovely face. "Moon 
that I have never seen," she murmured, softly, 
" I feel you looking at me ! Is the time coming 
when / shall look at You ?" She turned from 
the window, and eagerly put my fingere on her 
pulse. "Am I quite composed again?" she 
asked. "Will he find me well to-morrow? 
Feel it! feel it! Is it quiet now?" I felt it- 
throbbing faster and faster. "Sleep will quiet 
it," I said, and kissed her and left her. 

She slept well. As for me, I passed such a 
wretched night, and got up so completely worn 
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oat, thnt T had la go back to tnj room, after 
breaklkst, and lie down again. Lui-illa ^icr- 
suaded me to do it. " Hen- Gro9xe won't be 
hers till the Bfternoon/'she said. "Rest till he 

We hud reckoned itIiIiodE allowing for the 



" Please to gel up, ma'nm ! He'ahere— he has 
come from London by the rooming train." 

I hurried into the «itting-room. 

There, at the table, Bat Herr Grosse, with an 
open iiisi rumen t-cBBB before ]iim ; hia wild black 
eyes gluaiiug over a hideous airay of scissors, 



eccentric chnracier of oar German snrgeon. 
Excepting the bnainets of his profeiision, Herr 
Grosse did every thing by impnlse, and noth- 
ing by mie. I had not long ftJlen into a bro- 
ken, nnrefreshing sleep, when I felt Zillah's 
hand on my shoulder, and heard Zillah's voice 



probes, and knrfej^tfpdAigiljabKJiitt'^aW Jiy' 
with lint and bandagSfrfan idlT'jJSEgrt' fJ-'fflj'h "w 
inside it. And there stood Lncitla by his side, 
scooping over him — with one hand laid familinrly 
on his shoulder, and with the other deftly finger- 
ing one ofhisbonidinstrumenia toHndotitwhat 
itwasUkel 
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PART THE SECOND. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FOURTH. 

NUGENT SHOWS HIS HAND. 

V I CLOSED the First Part of my narrative on the 
day of the operation — the twenty-fifth of June. 

I open the Second Part, between six and seven 
weeks later, on the ninth of August. 

How did the time pass at Dimchurch in that 
interval ? 

Searching backward in my memory, I call to 
life again the domestic history of the six weeks. 
It looks, on retrospection, miserably dull and emp- 
ty of incident. I wonder, when I contemplate it 
now, how we got through that weary interval — 
how we bore that forced inaction, that unrelieved 
oppression of suspense. 

Changing from bedroom to sitting-room, from 
sitting-room back tp bedroom, with the daylight 
always shut out, with the bandages always on 
except when the surgeon looked at her eyes, Lu- 
cilla bore the imprisonment — and, worse than the 
imprisonment, the uncertainty — of her period of 
])robation with the courage that can endure any 
tiling, the courage sustained by Hope. With 
books, with music, with talk— above all, wjth^ 
Love to help her — she counted her way calmly 
through the dull succession of hours and days till 
the time came which was to decide the question 
in dispute between the oculists — the terrible 
question of which of the two, Mr. Sebright or 
Herr Grosse, was right. 

I was not present at 1A\Q examination which 
finally decided all doubt. I joined.Oscar in the 
garden — quite as incapable as he was of exerting 
the slightest self-control. We paced silently back- 
ward and forward on the lawn, like two animals 
in a cage. Zillah was the only witness present 
when the German examined our poor darling^s 
eyes, Nugent engaging to wait in the next room 
and announce the result from the window. As 
the event turned out, Herr Grosse was beforehand 
with him. Once more we heard his broken En- 
glish shouting, **Hi-Jii-hoi! hoi-lv ! hoi-hi!" 
Once more we beheld his huge silk handkerchief 
waving at the window. I turned sick and faint 
under the excitement of the moment — under the 
rapture (it was nothing less) of hearing those 
three electrifying words, "She will see !" Mer- 
cy ! how we did abuse Mr. Sebright, when we 
were all reunited again in Lucilla's room ! 

The first excitement over, we had our difficul- 
ties to contend with next. 

From the moment when she was positively in- 
formed that the operation had succeeded, our 
once patient Lucilla developed into a new being. 
She now rose in perpetual revolt against the cau- 



tion which still deferred the day on which she 
was to be allowed to make the first trial of her 
sight. It required all my influence, backed by 
Oscar's entreaties, rand strengthened by the furi- 
ous foreign English of our excellent Grerman sur- 
geon (Herr Grosse had a temper of his o^vn, I 
can tell you!) to prevent her from breaking 
through the medical discipline which held her in 
its grasp. When she became quite unmanagea- 
ble, and vehemently abused him to his face, our 
good Grosse used to swear at her, in a compound 
bad language of his own, with a tremendous as- 
piration at the beginning of it, which always set 
matters right by making her laugh. I see him 
again as I write, leaving the room on these occa- 
sions, with his eyes blazing through his specta- 
cles, and his shabby hat cocked sideways on his 
head. ^- Soh, yon little-spitfire-Feench ! If you 
touch that bandages when I have put him on — 
Ho-Damn-Damn ! I sav no more. Good-bv ! " 

From Lucilla I turn to the twin brothers 
next. 

Tranqnilized as to the future, after his inter- 
view with Mr. Sebright, Oscar presented himself 
at his best during the time of which I am now 
writing. Lucilla's main reliance, in her days in 
the darkened room, was on what her lover could 
do to relieve and to encourage her. He never 
once failed her ; his patience was perfect ; his 
devotion was inexhaustible. It is sad to sav so, 
in view of what happened afterward ; but I only 
tell a necessary truth when I declare that he im- 
mensely strengthened his hold on her afibctions 
in those last days of her blindness, when his so- 
ciety was most precious to her. Ah, how fer- 
ventlv she used to talk of him when she and I 
were left together at night ! Forgive me if I 
leave this part of the history of the courtship 
untold. I don't like to write of it — I don't 
like to think of it. Let us get on to something 
else, 

Nugent comes next I would give a great 
deal, poor as I am, to be able to leave him out. 
It is not to be done. I must write about that 
lost wretch, and you must read about him, wheth- 
er we like it or not. 

The days of Lucilla's imprisonment were also 
the days when my favorite disappointed me for 
the first time. He and his brother seemed to 
change places. It was Nugent now who appear- 
ed to disadvantage by comparison with Oscar. 
He surprised and grieved his brother by leaving 
Browndown. **A11 I can do for you, I have 
done," he said. '^ I can be of no further use for 
the present to any body. Let me go. I am 
stagnating in this miserable place — I must and 
will have change." Oscar's entreaties, in Na- 
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gent's preisent frame of mind, failed to move him. 
Away he went one morning, without bidding any 
hody good-by. He had talked of being absent 
for a week — he remained away for a month. 
We heard of him leading a wild life among a 
vicioas set of men. It was reported that a fran. 
tic restlessness possessed him which nobody could 
understand. He came back at^ suddenly as he 
bad left us. His yariable nature had swung 
round, in the interval, to the opposite extreme. 
He was full of repentance for his reckless con- 
duct ; he was in a 8tat« of depression which de- 
fied rousing ; he despaired of himself and his fu- 
ture. Sometimes he talked of going back to 
America, and sometimes he threatened to close 
his career by enlisting as a private soldier. 
Would any other person, in my place, have seen 
which way these signs pointed ? I doubt it, if 
that person's mind bad been absorbed, as mine 
was, in watching Lucilla day by day. Even if I 
had been a suspicions woman by nature — which, 
thank God, I am not — my distrust must have 
lain dormant, in the all-subduing atmosphere of 
suspense hanging heavily on me morning, noon, 
and night in the darkened room. 

So much, briefly, for the sayings and doings 
of the persons principally concerned in this nar- 
rative, during the six weeks which separate Fart 
the First from Fart the Second. 

I begin again on the ninth of August. 

This was the memorable day chosen by Hen* 
Grosse for risking the experiment of removing 
the bandage, and permitting Lucilla to try her 
sight for the first time. Conceive for yourselves 
(don't ask me to describe) the excitement that 
raged in our obscure little circle, now that we 
were standing face to face with that grand Event 
in our lives which I promised to relate in the 
opening sentence of these pages. 

I was the earliest riser at the rectory that 
morning. My excitable French blood was in a 
fever. I was irresistibly reminded of myself at 
a time long past — the time when my glorious 
Pratolungo and I, succumbing to Fate and ty- 
rants, fled ro England for safety ; martyrs to that 
ungrateful Republic Qong live the Republic!) 
for which I laid down my money and my hus- 
band his life. 

I opened my window, and hailed the good 
omen of sunrise in » clear sky. Just as I was 
turning away again from the view, I saw a figure 
steal out from the shrubbery and appear on the 
lawn. The figure came nearer. I recognized 
Oscar. 

" What in the world are you doing there, at 
this time in the morning ?" I called out. 

He lifted his finger to his lips, ;ind came close 
under my window before he answered. 

"Hush!" he said, "Don't let Lucilla hear 
yon. Come down to me as soon as you can. I 
am waiting to speak to .you." 



When I joined him in the garden I saw di- 
rectly that something had gone wrong. " Bad 
news from Browndown ?" I asked. 

"Nugent has disappointed me,"^he answered. 
" Do you remember the evening when you met 
me after my consultation with Mr. Sebright ?" 

"Perfectly.'* 

"I told you that I meant tl> ask Nugent to 
leave Dimchurch on the day when Lucilla tried 
her sight for the first time." 

"Well?" 

" Well — he refuses to leave Dimchurch." 

" Have you explained your motives to him ?" 

" Carefully, before I asked him to go. I told 
him how impossible it was to say what might 
happen. I reminded him that it might be of the 
utmost importance to me to preserve the impres- 
sion now in Lucilla's mind — for a certain time 
only — after Lucilla could see. I promised, the 
moment she became reconciled to the sight of 
me, to recall him, and in his presence to tell her 
the truth. All that I said to him — and how do 
you think he answered me ?'* 

"Did he positively refuse?" 

" No. He walked away from me to the win- 
dow, and. considered a little. Then he turned 
round suddenly and said, 'What did you tell 
me was Mr. Sebright's opinion? Mr. Sebright 
thought she would be relieved instead of being 
terrified. In that case, what need is there for 
me to go away ? You oan acknowledge at once 
that fehe has seen your face, and not mine.' He 
put his hands in his pockets when he had said 
that (you know Nugent's downright way), and 
turned back to the window as if he had settled 
every thing." 

"What did you say, on your side?" 

"I said, 'Suppose Mr. Sebright is wrong?' 
He only answered, 'Suppose Mr. Sebright is 
right ?' I followed him to the window — I never 
heard him speak so sourly to me as he spoke at 
that moment. ' What is your objection to going 
away for a day or two ?' I asked. * My objec- 
tion is soon stated,' he answered. 'I am sick 
of these everlasting complications. It is useless 
and cruel to carry on the deception any longer. 
Mr. Sebright's advice is the wise advice and the 
right advice. Let her see you as you are.' With 
that answer, he walked out of the room. Some- 
thing has upset him — I can't imagine what it is. 
Do, pray, see what you can make of him ! My 
only hope is in you." 

I own I felt reluctant to interfere. Suddenlv 
and strangely as Nugent had altered his point of 
view, it seemed to me undeniable that Nugent 
was right. At the same time, Oscar looked so 
disappointed and distressed that it was really 
impossible, on that day above all others, to pain 
him additionally by roundly saying No. I un- 
dertook to do what I could — and I inwardly 
hoped that circumstances would absolve me from 
the necessity of doing any thing at alL 
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Circumstances failed tojustify my selfish con- 
fidence in them. 

I was out in the village after breakfast, on a 
domestic errand connected with the necessary 
culinary preparations for the reception of Hen* 
Grosse, when I heard my name pronounced be- 
hind me, and, turning round, found myself face 
to face with Nugent. 

"Has, my brother been bothering you this 
morning," he asked, " before I was up?" 

I instantly noticed a return in him, as he 
said that, to the same dogged, ungracious man- 
ner which had perplexed and displeased me at 
my last confidential interview with him in the 
rectory garden.' 

" Oscar has been speaking to me this morn- 
ing," I replied. 

** About me?" 

"About yon. Yon have distressed and dis- 
appointed him — ^" 

"I know!,! know! Oscar is worse than a 
child. I am beginning to lose all patience with 
him." 

"I am sorry to hear yon say that, Nugent 
You have borne with him so kindly thus far — 
surely yon can make allowance for him to-day. 
His whole future may depend on what happens 
in Lucilla*s sitting-room a few hours hence." 

" He is making a mountain out of a mole-hiU 
— and so are you." 

Those words were spoken bitterly, almost rude- 
ly. I answered sharply on my side. 

" You are the last person living who has any 
right to say that. Oscar is in a false position 
toward Lncilla, with your knowledge and con- 
sent. In your brother's interests yon agreed to 
the fraud that has been practiced on her. In 
your brother's interests, again, you are asked to 
leave Dimchurch. Why do you refuse ?" 

" I refuse because I have come round to your 
way of thinking. What did you say of Oscar 
and of me in the summer-house ? You said we 
were taking a cruel advantage of Lucilla's blind- 
ness. You were right. It was cruel not to have 
told her the truth. I won't be a party to con- 
cealing the tn4h from her any longer ! I refuse 
to persist in deceiving her — ^in meanly deceiving 
her — on the day when she recovers her sight !" 

It is entirely beyond my power to describe the 
tone in which he made that reply. I can only 
declare that it struck me dumb for the moment. 
I drew a step nearer to him. With vague mis- 
givings in me, I looked him searchingly in the 
face. He looked back at me without shrinking. 

"Well?" he asked, with a hard smile which 
defied me to put him in the wrong. 

I could discover nothing in his face ; I could 
only follow my instincts as a woman. Those 
instincts warned me to accept his explanation. 

" I am to understand, then, that you have de- 
cided on staying here ?" I said. 
"Certainly!" 
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What do you pi^pose to do when Herr 
Gresse an-ives, and we assemble in Lucilla's 
room ?" 

" I propose to be present among the rest of 
you at the most interesting foment of Lncilla s 
life." 

" No ! you don't propose that !" 
"I do!" 

"You have forgotten something, Mr. Nugent 
Dubourg." 

" What is it, Madame Pratolungo?" 
" You have forgotten that Lncilla believes the 
brother with the discolored face to be You, and 
the brother with the feir complexion to be Oscar. 
Yon have forgotten that the surgeon has ex- 
pressly forbidden us to agitate her by entering 
into any explanations before he allows her to use 
her eyes. You have forgotten that the very de- 
ception which you have just positively refused 
to go on with will be, nevertheless, a deception 
continued, if you are present when Lncilla sees. 
Your own resolution pledges you not to enter fhe 
rectory doors until Lncilla has discovered the 
truth." In those words I closed the vice on him. 
I had got Mr. Nugent Dubourg ! 

He turned deadly pale. His eyes dropped 
before mine for the fii*st time. 

" Thank you for reminding me," he said. " I 
Aacf forgotten." 

He pronounced those submissive words in a 
suddenly lowered voice. Something in his tone, 
or something in the dropping of his eyes, set my 
heart beating quickly, with a certain vague ex- 
pectation which I was unable to realize to myself. 
"You agree with me," I said, "that you can 
not be one among us at the rectory ? What will 
you do ?" 

"I will remain at Browndown,"he answered. 
I felt he was lying. Don't ask for my reasons : 
I have no reasons to give. When he said, "I 
will remain at Browndown,"I felt he was lying. 
** Why not do what Oscar asks of you ?" I 
went on. "If you are absent, you may as well 
be in one place as in another. There's plenty 
of time still to leave Dimchurch." 

He looked up as suddenly as he had looked 
down. 

" Do you and Oscar think me a stock or a 
stone?" he burst out, angrily. 
" What do you mean ?" 
" Who are you indebted to for what is going 
to happen to-day ?" he went on, 'more and more 
passionately. , " You are indebted to Me. Who 
among yon all stood alone in refusing to believe 
that she was blind for life ! /did! Who brought 
the man here who has given her back her sight ? 
/ brought the man ! And I am the one person 
who is to be left in ignorance of how it epds. The 
othersmre to be present : I am to be sent away. 
The others are to see it : I am to hear by post 
(if any of you think of writing to me) what she 
does, what she says, how she looks, at the first 
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heavenly moment when she opens her eyes on 
the world." He flung up his hand in the air, 
and burst out savagely with a bitter laugh. '* I 
astonish you, don't I ? I am claiming a posi- 
tion which I have no right to occupy. What in- 
terest can / feel in it ? O God ! what do / care 
about the woman to whom I have given a new 
life !" I^is voice broke into a sob at those last 
wild words. He tore at the breast of his coat as 
if he was suffocating, and turned and left me. 

I stood rooted to the spot. In one breathless 
instant the truth broke on me like a revelation. 
At last I had penetrated the terrible secret. Nu- 
gent loved her. 

My first impulse, when 1 recovered myself, 
hurried me at the top of my speed back to the 
rectory. For a moment or two I think I must 
really have lost my senses. I felt a frantic sus- 
picion that he had gone into the house, and that 
he was making his way to Lucilla at that mo- 
ment. When I found that all' was quiet — when 
Zillah had satisfied me that no visito^had come 
near our side of the rectory — I calmed down a 
little, and went back to the garden to compose 
myself before I ventured into Lucilla's presence. 

After a while I got over the first horror of it, 
and saw my o^n position plainly. There was 
not a living soul at Dimchurch in whom I could 
confide. Come what might of it, in this dread- 
ful emergency, I must trust in myself alone. 

I had just arrived at that startling conclusion ; 
I had shed some bitter tears when I remembered 
bow hardly I had judged poor Oscar on more 
than one occasion ; I had decided that my favor- 
ite Nugent was the most hateful villain living, 
and that I would leave nothing undone that the 
craft of a woman could compass to drive him out 
of the place — when I was forced back to present 
necessities by the sound of Zillah's voice calling 
to me from the house. I went to her directly. 
The nurse had a message for me from her young 
mistress. My poor Lucilla was lonely and anx- 
ious : she was surprised at my leaving her ; she 
insisted on seeing me immediately. 

I took my first precaution against a surprise 
from Nugent, as I crossed the threshold of the 
door. 

'*Our dear child must not be disturbed by vis- 
itors to-day," I said to Zillah. '' If Mr. Nugent 
Dubonrg comes here and asks for her, don't tell 
Lucilla; tell me." 

This said, I went up stairs and joined my dar- 
ling in the darkened room. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-FIFTH. 

LUCILLA TRIES HER SIGHT. 

She was sitting alone in the dim light, with 
tlie bandage over her eyes, with her pretty hands 
crossed patiently on her lap. My heart swelled 



in me as I looked at her, and felt the honid dis- 
covery that I had made still present in my mind. 
" Forgive me for leaving you," I said, in a8 steady 
a voice as I could command at the moment, and 
kissed her. 

She instantly discovered my agitation, careful- 
ly as I thought I had concealed it. 

"You are frightened tool" she exclaimed, , 
taking my hands in hers. 

"Frightened, my love?" I repeated. (I was 
perfectly stupefied ; I really did not know what 
to say!) 

"Yes. Now the time is so near I feel my 
courage failing me. I forebode all sorts of hor- 
rible things. Oh, when will it be over ? What 
will Oscar look like when I see him ?" 

I answered the first question. Who could an- 
swer the second ? 

"Hferr Grosse comes to us by the morning 
train," I said. **It will soon be over." 

"Where is Oscar?" 

" On his way here, I have no doubt." 

"Describe him tome once more, ^' she said, 
eagerly. " For the last time before I see. His 
eyes, his hair, his complexion — every thing !" 

How I should have got through the painful 
task which she had innocently imposed on me, 
if I had attempted to perform it, I hardly like 
to think. To my infinite relief, I was interrupt- 
ed at my first word by the opening of the door, 
and the sudden appearance of a family deputa- 
tion in the room. 

First, strutting with slow and solemn steps, 
with one hand laid pathetically on the breast of 
his clerical waistcoat, appeared Reverend Finch. 
After him came his wife, shorn of all her proper 
accompaniments, except the baby. Without her 
novel, without her jacket, petticoat, or shawl, 
without even the handkerchief which she was al- 
ways losing — clothed, for the first time in my 
experience, in a complete gown — ^the metamor- 
phosis of damp Mrs. Finch was complete. But 
for the baby I believe I should have taken her, 
in the dim light, for a stranger I She stood (ap- 
parently doubtful of her reception) hesitating in 
the door-way, and so hiding a third member of 
the deputation, who appealed piteously to the 
general notice in a small voice which I knew 
well, and in a form of address &miliar to me 
from past experience. 

" Jicks wants to come in." 

The rector took his hand from his waistcoat, 
and held it up in feint protest against the intru- 
sion of the third member: Mrs. Finch moved 
mechanically into the room. Jicks appeared, 
hugging her disreputable doll, and showing sigus 
of recent wandering in the white dust which 
dropped on the carpet from her frock and her 
shoes, as she advanced toward the plftee in which 
I was sitting. Arrived in front of me, she 
peered quaintly up at my face through the ob- 
scurity of the room, lifted her doll by the legs, 
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hit me a smart rap with the head of it on my 
knee, and said, 

" Jicks will sit here." 

I rubbed my knee, and enthroned Jicks as or- 
dered. At the same time Mr. Finch solemnly 
stalked np to his daughter, laid his hands on 
her head, raised his eyes to the ceiling, and 
said, in bass notes that rumbled with paternal 
emotion, " Bless you, my child !" 

At the sound of her husband's magnificent 
voice Mrs. Finch became herself again. She 
said, meekly, "How d'ye do, Lucilla?" and sat 
down in a comer, and suckled the baby. 

Mr. Finch set in for one of his harangues. 

** My advice has been neglected, Lucilla. My 
paternal influence has been repudiated. My 
Moral Weight has been, so to speak, set aside. I 
don't complain. Understand me — I simply state 
, sad facts. " (Here he became aware of my exist- 
ence. ) " Good-morning, Madame Pratolungo ; 
I hope I see you well ? — ^There has been variance 
between us, Lucilla. I come, my child, with 
healing on my wings (healing being understood, 
for present purposes, as reconciliation) — I come 
and bring Mrs. Finch with me — don't speak, 
Mrs. Finch ! — to offer my heartfelt wishes, my 
fervent prayers, on this the most eventful day in 
my daughter's life. No vulgar curiosity has 
turned my steps this way. No hint shall escape 
my lips touching any misgivings which I may 
still f3el as to this purely worldly interference 
« with the ways of an inscrutable Providence. I 
am here as parent and peace-maker. My wife 
accompanies me— don't speak, Mrs. Finch! — as 
step-parent and step-peace-maker. (Yon un- 
derstand the distinction, Madame Pratolungo? 
Thank you. Good creature.) Shall I preach 
forgiveness of injuries fix>m the pulpit, and not 
practice that forgiveness at home? Can I re- 
main, on this momentous occasion, at variance 
with my child ? Lucilla! I forgive you. With 
full heart and tearful eyes, I forgive you. (You 
have never had any children, I believe, Madame 
Pratolungo? Ah I you can not possibly un- 
derstand this. Not your fault. Good creature, 
not your fault.) The kiss of peace, my child; 
the kiss of peace." He solemnly bent his bristly 
head, and deposited the kiss of peace on Lucilla's 
forehead. He sighed superbly, and, in a burst 
of magnanimity, held out his hand next to me, 
"My Hand, Madame Pratolungo. Compose 
yourself. Don't cry. God bless you!" Mrs. 
Finch, deeply affected by her husband's noble 
conduct, began to sob hysterically. The baby, 
disarranged in his proceedings by the emotions 
of his mamma, set up a sympathetic scream. Mr. 
Finch crossed the room to them, with domestic 
healing on his wings. " This does you credit, 
Mrs. Finch ; but, under the circumstances, it 
must not be continued. Control yourself, in 
consideration of the infant. Mysterious mech- 
anism of Nature !" cried the rector, raising his 



prodigious voice over the louder and louder 
screeching of the baby. "Marv-elous and beau- 
tiful sympathy which makes the maternal sus- 
tenance the conducting medium, as it were, of 
disturbance between mother and child. What 
problems confront us, what forces environ us, 
even in this mortal life I Natnie ! Maternity ! 
Inscrutable Providence ! " 

"Inscrutable Providence" was the rector's 
fatal phrase — ^it always brought with it an inter- 
ruption ; and it brought one now. Before Mr. 
Finch (brimful of pathetic apostrophes) could 
burst into more exclamations, the door opened, 
and Oscar walked into the room. 

Lucilla instantly recognized his footsteps. 

"Any signs, Oscar, of Herr Gix>sse?*' she 
asked. 

" Yes. His chaise has been seen on the road. 
He will be here directly." 

Giving that answer, and passing by my chair 
to place himself on the other side of Lucilla, Os- 
car cast aftne one imploring look — a look which 
said plainly, "Don't desert me when the time 
comes !" I nodded my head to show that I un- 
derstood him and felt for him. He sat down in 
the vacant chair by Lucilla, and took her hand 
in silence. It was hard to say which of the two 
felt the position, at that trying moment, most 
painfully. I don't think I ever saw any sight so 
simply and irresistibly touching as the sight of 
those two poor young creatures sitting hand in 
hand, waiting the event which was to make the 
happiness or the misery of their future lives. 

" Have you seen any thing of your brother?" 
I asked, putting the question in as careless a tone 
as my devouring anxiety would allow me to as- 
sume. 

" Nugent has gone to meet Herr Grosse." 

Oscar's eyes once more encountered mine, as 
he replied in those terms ; I saw again the im- 
ploring look more marked in them than ever. 
It was plain to him, as it was plain to me, that 
Nugent had gone to meet the German with the 
purpose of making Herr Grosse the innocent 
means of bringing him into the house. 

Before I could speak again, Mr. Finch, recov- 
ering himself after the interruption which had 
silenced him, saw his opportunity of setting in 
for another harangue. Mrs. Finch had left off 
sobbing ; the baby had lefb off screaming : the 
rest of us were silent and nervous. In a word, 
Mr. Finch's domestic congregation was entirely 
at Mr. Finch's mercy. He strutted up to Os- 
car's chair. Was he going to propose to read 
"Hamlet?" No! He was going to invoke a 
blessing on Oscar's head. 

" On this interesting occasion," began the rec- 
tor, in his pulpit tones, "now that we are all 
united in the same room, all animated bv the 
same hope, I could wish, as pastor and parent 
(God bless you, Oscar : I look on you as a son. 
^XB. Finch, follow my example, look on him as 
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a son !) — I could wish, as pastor and parent, to 
say a few pious and consoling words — " 

The door — the fiiendly, admirahte, judicious 
door — stopped the coming sermon, in the nick 
of time, by opening again. Her Grosse's squat 
figure and owlish spectacles appeared on the 
threshold. And behind him (exactly as I had 
anticipated) stood Nngent Dubourg. 

Lucilla turned deadly pale ; «he had heard the 
door open ; she knew by instinct that the sur- 
geon had come. Oscar got up, stole behind my 
chair, and whispered to me, ^* For God's sake, 
get Nugent ont of the room J" I gave him a re- 
assuring squeeze of the hand, and, putting Jicks 
down on the floor, rose to welcome our good 
Grosse. 

The child, as it happened, was beforehand 
with me. She and the illustrious oculist had 
met in the garden at one of the German's pro- 
fessional visits to Lacilla, and had taken an 
amazing fancy to each other. Herr Grosse nev- 
er afterward appeared at the rectory without 
some unwholesome eatable thing in his pocket 
for Jicks ; who gave him in return as many kiss- 
es as he might ask for, and further distinguished 
him as the only living creature whom she per- 
mitted to nurse the disreputable doll. Grasping 
this same doll now with both hands, and using it 
head-foremost as a kind of battering-ram, Jicks 
plunged in front of me, and butted with all her 
might at the surgeon's bandy-legs ; insisting on 
a monopoly of his attention before he presumed 
to speak to any other person in the room. While 
he was lifting her to a level with his face, and 
talking to her in his wonderful broken English — 
while the rector and Mrs. Finch were making the 
necessary apologies for the child's conduct — Nu- 
gent came round from behind Herr Grosse, and 
drew me mysteriously into a comer of the room. 
As I followed him I saw the silent torture of 
anxiety expressed in Oscar's face as he stood by 
Lucilla's chair. It did me good; it strung up my 
resolution to the right pitch ; it made me feel my- 
self a match, and more than a match, for Nu- 
gent Dubourg. 

*' I am afraid I behaved in a very odd man- 
ner when we met in the village," he said. '^ The 
fact is, I am not at all well. I have been in a 
strange feverish state lately. I don't think the 
air of this place suits me." There he stopped, 
keeping his eyes steadily fixed on mine, trying to 
read my mind in my face. 

" I am not surprised to hear you say that," I 
answered. *'I have noticed that you have not 
been looking well lately." 

My tone and manner (otherwise perfectly com- 
posed) expressed polite iiympathy, and nothing 
more. I saw I puzzled him. He tried again. 

"I hope I didn't say or do any thmg rude?" 
he went on. 

"Oh no!" 

" I was excited — ^painfully excited. You are 



too kind to admit it. I am sure I owe you my 
apologies ?" 

"No, indeed! You were certainly excited, 
as you say. But we are all in the same state 
to-day. The occasion, Mr. Nugent, is your suf- 
ficient apology." 

Not the slightest sign in my face of any sort 
of suspicion of him rewarded the close and con- 
tinued scrutiny with which he regarded me. I- 
saw in his perplexed expression the certain as- 
surance that I was beating him at bis own weap- 
ons. He made a last effort to entrap me into 
revealing that I suspected his secret — he at- 
tempted, by irritating my quick temper, to take 
me by surprise. 

"You are, no doubt, astonished at seeing me 
here,'* he resumed. " I have not forgotten that 
I promised to remain at Browndown instead of 
coming to the rectory. Don't be angry with 
me. I am under medical orders which forbid 
me to keep my promise." 

^' I don't understand you," I said, just as cool- 
ly as ever/ 

" I will explain myself," he rejoined. " You 
remember that we long since took Grosse into 
our confidence on the subject of Oscar's position 
toward Lucilla?" 

" I am not likely to have forgotten it," I an- 
swered, "considering that it was I who first 
warned your brother that Herr Grosse might do 
terrible mischief by innocently letting out the 
truth." 

"Do yon recollect how he took the warning 
when we gave it to him ?" 

* ' Perfectly. He promised to be careful. But, 
at the same time, he gruffly forbade us to involve 
him in any more of our family troublesi? He said 
he was determined to preserve his professional 
freedom of action, without being hampered by 
domestic difficulties which might concern us, but 
which did not concern Am. Is my memory ac- 
curate enough to satisfy you ?" 

" Your memory is wonderful. You will now 
understand me when I tell yon that Grosse as- 
serts his professional freedom of action on this 
occasion. I had it from his own lips on our way 
here. He considers it very important that Lu- 
cilla should not be frightened at the moment 
when she tries her sight. Oscar s face is sure to 
startle her, if it is the first face she sees. Grosse 
has accordingly requested me to be present (as 
the only other young man in the room), and to 
place myself so that I shall be the first person 
who attracts her notice. Ask him yourself, Ma- 
dame Fratolungo, if you don't believe me." 

" Of course I believe you ! '* I answered. "It 
is useless to dispute the surgeon's orders at such 
a time as this." 

With that I left him, showing just as much 
annoyance as an unsuspecting woman, in my po- 
sition, might have naturally betrayed, and no 
more. Knowing, as I did, what was going on 
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under tUe surface, I underelood onlr loo plainly 
what had happened. Nogeot bad caagbt at (he 
oppoi'tunity which the anrgeon had innocently 
offered Co him od a means of misleading Lucilla 
at the moment, and (possibly) of taking some 
base advantage of ber afterward. I trembled 
inwardly with rage and fear as I tamed my back 
on bim. Uur one chance wun to make sure of 



German gingerbread, witb a voracious relish 
wonileiful and teiTible lo see. 

"Ah, ray goot Madame Fratolnngo!" said 
HeiT Grusse, stopping on' bis way to I.udlEa lo 
shake bands with me. " Have you made anod- 
der lofely Mayonnaise? I have come on pur- 
pose with an empty-slomochs, and a ivo!fs-appe- 
ttte in fine order. Look at that little Imps," he 



critical moment; and cudgel' 

my bmns as I might, how to reach that end euc- 
cessfnlty vas more than I could see. 

When I returned to the other persona in the 
room, Oscar and Lucilla vera still occupying the 
same posi^ons. Mr. Finch hnd presented him- 
self (at full length) to Herr Grosse. And Jicks 
was established on a stool in a comar, dovour- 
ing a rampant horse, carved in bilious -yellow 



went on, pointing lo Jicks. " Ach Gott ! I be- 
lieve I am in lofe with her. I have sent all llio 
ways to Germany for gingerbreads for Jick. 
Aha.yoaJick! does it slick in your tooths? Is 
it nice-cIammy-Bweet ?" Ho glared benevolently 
at the child through his spectacles, and lucked 
my band sentimentally into the breast of bis 
waistooat. "PromisB me a child like adoral>le 
Jick," he said, solemnly, "I will marry the trat 
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wife yon bring mo — nice womans, nasty womans, 
I don't care which. Soh ! there is my domestie 
sentiments laid bare before you. Enough of that. 
Now for my pretty-Feench ! Come-begin-begin ! " 
He crossed the xoom to Lucilla, and called to 
Nugent to follow h|m. 

*' Open the shutters," he said. ** Light-light- 
light, and plenty of him, for my lofely Feench!" 
Nugent opened (he shutters, beginning with 
the lower window, and ending with the window 
at which Lucilla was sitting.- Acting on this 
])lan, he had only to wait where he was, to place 
himself close by her — to be the first object she 
saw. He did it. The viUain did it I stepped 
forward, determined to interfere — and stopped, 
not knowing what to say or do. I could have 
beaten my own stupid brains out against the 
wall. There stood Nugent right before her, as 
the surgeon turned his patient toward the win- 
dow. And not the ghost of an idea came to me ! 
The Grerman stretched out his hairy hands, and 
took hold of the knot of the bandage to undo it. 
Lucilla trembled from head to foot. 
Herr Grosse hesitated — looked at her — let go 
of the bandage — and, lifting one of her hands, 
laid his fingers on her pulse. 

In the moment of silence that followed I had 
one of my inspirations. The missing idea turned 
up in my brains at last. 

*' Soh !" cried Grosse, dropping her hand with 
a sudden outbreak of annoyance and surpnse. 
^*' Who has been frightening my pretty Feench ? 
Why these cold trembles ? these sinking pulses ? 
Some of you tell me — what does it mean ?** 

Here was my opportunity ! I tried my idea 
on the spot 

" It means," I said, " that there are too many 
people in this ropm. We confuse her and fright- 
en her. Take her into her bedroom, Herr 
Grosse ; and only let the rest of us in when yon 
think right — one at a time." 

Our excellent surgeon instantly seized on my 
idea, and made it his own. 

*' You are a phenix among woroens," he said, 
paternally patting me on the shoulder. * ^ Which 
is most perfectest, your advice or your Mayon- 
naise, I am at a loss to know." He turned to 
Lucilla, and raised her gently from her chair. 
** Come into your own rooms with me, my poor 
little Feench. I shall sec if I dare take off your 
bandages to-day. " 

Lucilla clasped her hands entreatingly. 
"You promised!" she said. **0h, Herr 
Grosse, yon promised to let me use my eyes to- 
day !" 

** Answer me this!" retorted the German. 
''Did I know, when I promised, that I should 
find you all shaky-pale, and white as my shirts 
when he comes back from the wash ?" 

'* I am quite myself again," she pleaded, faint- 
ly. ''I am quite fit to have the bandage taken 

off." 

H 



"What! you kiiow better than I do ? Which 
of us is surgeon-optic — ^yon or me ? No more 
of this. Come under my arms ! Come into the 
odder rooms!" 

He put her arm in his, and walked with her to 
the door. 'There her variable humor suddenly 
changed. She rallied on the instant. Her face 
flushed ; her courage came back. To my hor- 
ror, she snatched her arm away from the surgeon, 
and refused to leave the room. 

"No!" she said. "I am quite composed 
again; I claim your promise. Examine me here. 
I must and will have my first look at Oscar in 
this room." 

(I was afraid— literally afraid — to turn my 
eyes Oscar's way. I glanced at Nugent instead. 
There was a devilish smile on his face that it 
nearly drove me mad to see.) 

"You must and weel?" repeated Grosse. 
"Now mind!" He took out his watch. "I 
give you one little minutes to think in. If yon 
don't come with me in that time, you shall find it 
is I who must and weel. Now ! " 

" Why do you object to go into your room ?" 
I asked. 

" Because I want every body to see me," she 
answered. ' * How many ot you are there here ?" 

" There are five of us. Mr. and Mrs. Finch ; 
Mr. Nugent Dubourg; Oscar; and myself." 

" I wish there were five hundi*ed of you, in- 
stead of five !" she burst out. 

"Why?" 

"Because you would see me pick out Oscar 
from all the rest the instant the bandage was 
oft* my eyes!" 

Still holding to her own fatal conviction that 
the image in her mind of Oscar wa^Jshe right one ! 
For the second time, though I felt the longing in 
me to look at him, I shrank from doing it. 

Herr Grosse put his watch back in his pocket 

'* The minutes is past," he said. "Will yon 
come into the odder rooms ? Will you under- 
stand that I ean not properly examine you before ' 
all these peoples ? Say, my lofely Feench — ^Yes ? 
or No?" 

"No!" she cried, obstinately, with a childish 
stamp of her foot. " I insist on showing every 
body that I can pick out Oscar the moment I 
open my eyes." 

Herr Grosse buttoned his coat, settled his owl- 
ish spectacles firmly on his nose, and took up his 
hat. " Goot-moming, " he said. " I have noth- 
ing more to do with you or your 9yes. Cure 
yourself, you little-spitfire-Feench. I am going 
back to London." 

He opened the door. Even Lucilla was obliged 
to yield when the surgeon in attendance on her 
threatened to throw up the case. 

" You brute ! " she said, indignantly —and took 
his arm again. 

Grosse indulged himself in his diabolical grin. 
^ When you are able to use your eyes, my lofe. 
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70a will see that I am not^nch a brates as I 
look." With those words he took her out. 

We were left in the ntting-room, to wait nntil 
the snrgeon had decided whether he would or 
would Dot let LuoiUa try her sight on that day. 

While the others were, in their various ways, 
all suffering the same uneasy sense of expecta- 
tion, I was as quiet in my mind as the baby now 
sleeping in his mother's arms. Thanks to Grosse's 
resolution to act on the hint that I had given to 
him, I had now made it impossible— even if the 
bandage was removed on that day— for Nugent 
to catch Lucilla*s first look when she opened her 
eyes. Her betrothed husband might certainly, 
on such a special occasion as this, be admitted 
into her bed-chamber, in company with her f&- 
ther or with me. But the commonest sense of 
propriety would dictate the closing of the door 
on Nugent. In the sitting-room he must wait 
(if he still persisted in remaining at the rectory) 
until she was allowed to join him there. I pri- 
vately resolved, having the control of the matter 
now in my own hands, that this should not hap- 
pen until Lucilla knew which of the twins was 
Nugent and which was Oscar. A delicious in- 
ward glow of triumph diffused itself all through 
me. I resisted the strong temptation that I felt 
to discover how Nugent bore his defeat. If I 
had yielded to it, he would have seen in my face 
that I gloried in having outwitted him. I sat 
down,, the picture of innocence, in the nearest 
chair, and crossed my hands on my lap, a com- 
posed and lady-like person, ediiying to see. 

The slow minutes followed each •ther — and 
still we waited the event in silence. £ven Mr. 
Finch's tongue was, on this solitary occasion, a 
tongue incapable of pronouncing a single word. 
He sat by his wife at one end of the room. ^jPs- 
car and I were at the other. Nugent 9|oda by 
himself at one of the windows, deep in his own 
thoughts, plotting how he could pay me out. 

Oscar was the first of the party who broke the 
silence. After looking all round the room, he 
suddenly addressed himself to me. 

'* Madame Fratolungo," he exclaimed, " what 
has become of Jieks ?" 

I had completely foiigotten the child. I too 
looked round the room, and satisfied myself that 
she had really disappeared. Mrs. Finch, observ- 
ing our astonishment, timidly enlightened us. 
The maternal eye had seen Jicks slip out of the 
room at Herr Grosse's heels. The child's object 
was plain enough. While there was any proba- 
bility of the presence of more gingerbread in the 
surgeon's pocket, the wandering Arab of the 
family (as stealthy and as quick as a cat) was 
certain to keep within reach of her friend. No- 
body who knew her could doubt that she had 
slipped into LucUla's bed-chamber, under cover 
of Herr Grosse's ample coat tails. 

We had just accounted in this way for the 
mysterious absence of Jicks, when we heard the 



bed-chamber door opened, and the surgeon's 
voice calling for Zillah. In a minute more the 
nurse appeared, the bearer of a message from the 
next room. 

We all surrounded her, with one and the same 
question to ask. What had Herr Grosse decided 
to 60 ? Tho answer informed us that he had de- 
cided on forbidding Lucilla to tiy her eyes that 
day. 

''Is she very much disappointed ?" Oscar in- 
quired,, anxiously. 

" I can hardly say. Sir. She isn't like her- 
self. I never knew Miss Lucilla so quiet when 
she was crossed in her wishes before. When 
the doctor called me into the room she said, 
'Go in, Zillah, and tell them.' Those words, 
Sir, and no more." 

" Did she express no wish to see me ?" I in- 
quired. 

"No, ma'am. I took the liberty of asking 
her if she wished to see yon. Miss Lucilla shook 
her head, and sat herself down on the sofa, and 
made the doctor sit by her. ' Leave u^ by our- 
selves.' Those were the last words she said to 
me before I came in here." 

Reverend Finch put the next question. The 
Pope of Dimchurch was himself again : the man 
of many words saw his chance of speaking once 
more. 
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Good woman," said the rector, with pon- 
derous politeness, "step this way. I wish to 
address an inquiry to you. Did Miss Finch 
make any remark, in your hearing, indicating a 
desire to be comforted by My Ministrations — as 
one bearing the double relation toward her of 
pastor and parent ?" ^ 

" I didn't hear Miss Lucilla say any thing to 
that effect. Sir." 

Mr. Finch waved his hand, with a look of dis- 
gust, intimating that Zillah's audience was over. 
Nugent, upon that, came- forward, and stopped 
her as she was leaving the room. 

"Have yon nothing more to tell us?" he 
asked. 

"No, Sir." 

" Why don't they come back here ? What are 
they doing in the other room ?" 

* ' They were doing what I mentioned just now. 
Sir — they were sitting side by side on the sofa. 
Miss Lucilla was talking, and the doctor was 
listening to her. And Jicks," added Zillah, ad- 
dressing herself confidentially to me, " was be- 
hind them, picking the doctor's pocket." 

Oscar put in a word therf — by no means in 
his roost gracious manner. 

" What was Miss Lucilla saying to the sar<- 
geon?" 

"I don't know, Sir." 

" You don't know !" 

"I couldn't hear. Sir. Miss Lucilla was 
speaking to him in a whisper." 

After that there was no more to be said. 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



123 



Ziliah. disturbed over her domestic oecnpations^ 
and eager to get back to her kitchen, seized the 
first chance of leaving the room ; going ont in 
such a hnnj that she forgot to close the door 
after her. We all looked at each, other. To 
what conclusion did the nurse's strange answers 
point ? It was plainly impossible for Oscar (no 
matter how qnick his temper might be) to feel 
jealons of a man of Grosse's age and personal 
appearance.. Still, the prolonged interview be- 
tween patient and surgeon — ^afcer the decision 
had been pronounced, and the trial of the eyes 
definitely deferred to a future day — ^had a strange 
appearance, to say the least of it 

Nugent returned to his place at the window — 
puzzled, suspicious, deep in his own thoughts. 
Reverend Finch, swelling with unspoken words, 
rose portentously from his chair by his wife's 
side. Had he discovered another chance of in- 
flicting his eloquence on us ? It .was only too 
evident that he had ! He looked at us with his 
ominous smUe. He addressed ns in his biggest 
voice. 

" Mv Christian friends — " 

Nugent, unassailable by eloquence, petsisted in 
looking out of the window. Oscar, insensible to 
every earthly consideration except the one con- 
sideration of Lncilla, drew me aside unceremoni- 
ously out of the rector's hearing. Mr. Finch re- 
sumed. 

*' My Christian friends, I could wish to say a 
few appropriate words." 

'^Go to Lucilla," whispered Oscar, taking me 
entreatingly by both hands. "Yoi* needn't 
stand on ceremony with her. Bo, do see what is 
going on in the next room !" 

Mr. Finch resumed. 

^*The occasion seems to call upon on^ in my 
position for a little sustaining advice on Chris- 
tian duty — I would say, the duty of being cheer- 
ful under disappointment." 

Oscar pai^isted. 

^^Do me the greatest of all favors! Pray 
find ont what is keeping LuciUa with that man !" 

Mr. Finch cleared his throat, and lifted his 
right hand persuasively, by way of introduction 
to his next sentence. 

I answered Oscar in a whisper. 

**I don't like intruding on them. Lncilla 
told the nurse they were to be left by them- 
selves. " 

Just as I said the words I became aware of a 
sudden bump against me from behind. I turned, 
and discovered Jicks with the battering-ram doll 
preparing for a second plunge at me. She 
stopped when she found that she had attracted 
my attention ; and, taking hold of my dress, 
tried to pull me out of the room. 

"Remove that child!" cried the rector, ex- 
asperated by this new interruption. 

The child pulled harder and harder at my 
dress. Something had apparently happened out- 



side the sitting-rooip which had produced a strong 
impression on her. Her little round face was 
flushed; her bright blue eyeis were wide open 
and staring. ** Jicks wants to speak to you," 
she said, and pulled at me impatiently, harder 
than ever. 

I stooped down, with the double purpose of 
obeying Mr. Finch's commands and of humoring 
the child's whim by carrying Jicks out of thp 
room, when I was startled by a sound from the 
bedroom — the sound, loud and peremptory, df 
Lucilla's voice. 

" Let me go !" she cried. " I am a woman 
— I won't be treated like a child." 

There was a moment of silence, followed by 
the rustling sound of her dress approaching us 
along the corridor. 

Grosse's voioe, unmistakably angry and ex- 
cited, became audible at the same time. " No ! 
Come back I come back!" 

The rustling sound of the dress came nearer. 

Nugent and Mr. Finch moved together nearer 
to the door. Oscar caught me by the arm. He 
and i were on the left-hand side of the door; 
Nugent and the rector were on the right-hand 
side. It all happened with the suddenness of a 
flash of lightning. My heart stood stiU. I 
couldn't speak. I couldn't move. 

The half-closed door of the sitting-room was 
burst wide open — ^roughly, violently, as if a man, 
not a woman, had been on the other side. (The 
rector drew back; Nugent remained where he 
was. ) Wildly groping her way with outstretched 
arms, as I had never seen her grope it in the 
time of her blindness, Lucilla staggered into the 
room. Merciful God ! the bandage was off. The 
life, the new life of sight, was in her eyes. It 
transfigured her face. It irradiated her beauty 
with an awful and unearthly light. She saw! 
she saw ! 

For an instant she stopped at the door, sway- 
ing to and fro; giddy under the broad stare of 
daylight. 

She looked at the rector, thefi at Mrs. Finch, 
who had followed her husband. She paused, be- 
wildered, and put her hands over her eyes. She 
sKghtly changed her position ; turned her head, 
as if to look at me ; turned it back sharply to- 
ward the right-hand side of the door again ; and 
threw up her arms in the air, with a burst of hys- 
terical laughter. The laughter ended in a scream 
of triumph, which rang through the house. She 
rushed at Nugent Dubourg, so blindly incapable 
of measuring her distance Uiat she struck against 
him violently, and nearly threw him down. *' I 
know him ! I know him !" she cried, and flung 
her arms round his neck. * ' Oh, Oscar ! Oscar I" 
She clasped him to her with all her strength, as 
the name passed her lips, and dropped her head 
on his bosom in .an ecstasy of joy. 

It was done before any of us had recovered 
the use of our senses. The whole horrible scene 
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mast have beRnn and ended in lesa than hslf a 
minnce of dme. The gnrgeon, who had ran into 
the room after her, empty-handed, tarned snd- 
denlj and left it again ; coming back with the 
bandage, left fo^ottch in the bedroom. Grosse 
was the iirst among ns to recover hia presence 
of mind. He approached her in silence. 
She beard bira, before he coold take "her b; 



GroBse motioned stemlv to liim to tarn her faco 
from the window, and lifted the bandage. She 
clutched at it with feverish eagerness as be held 
it np. " Put it on again !" ibe said, holding by- 
Nugent with one band, and lifting the other to 
point toward Oscar with a gesture of disgust. 
"Fat it on again. I haie seen too much al- 



lifted her head from Nugent's bosom to look for 
the surgeon. Her eyes followed the direction 
taken by mine. They encountered Oscar's face. 
Slie saw Ibe blue-blach hue of it in full M^^bt. 

A cry of terrorescflped her; she started back, 
shuddering, and caught hold of Nugent's arm. 



me into doing something. I stepped forward to 
part them. Grosse stopped me. "No!" he 
said. " Don't mnhe bad worse. " I looked at 
Oscar for the second time. Thei'e he stood, aa 
he had stood from the first moment when she 
appeared at the door — his eyes staring wildlj 
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straight before him ; his limbs set and fixed. I 
went to him and touched him. He seemed not 
to feel it. I spoke to him. I might as well 
hare spoken to a man of stone. 

Herr Grosse's voice drew my attention, for a 
moment, the other way. 

'' Come !" he said, trying to take Lncilla back 
into her own room. 

She shook her head, and tightened her hold 
on Nngent's arm. 

'^ You take me," she whispered, "as far as 
the door." 

I again attempted to stop it, and again the 
German put me back. 

"Not to-day I" he said, sternly. With that 
he made a sign to Nugent, and placed himself 
on Lucilla's other side. In silence the two men 
led her out of the room. The door closed on 
them. It was over. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SIXTH. 

THE BB0THEB8 MEET. 

A FAINT sound of crying found its way to my 
ears from the lower end of the room, and remind- 
ed me that the rector and his wife had been 
present among us. Feeble Mrs. Finch was lying 
back in her chair, weeping and wailing over 
what had happened. Her husband, with the 
baby in his arms, was trying to compose her. I 
ought, perhaps, to have offered my help ; but, I 
own, poor Mrs. Finch's distivss produced only a 
passing impression on me. My whole heart was 
with another person. I forgot the rector and 
his wife, and went back to Oscar. 

This time he moved — he lifted his head when 
he saw me. Shall I ever forget the silent misery 
in that face, the dull, dreadful stare in those tear- 
less eyes ? 

I took his hand. I felt for the ppor, disfigured, 
rejected man as his mother might have felt for 
him. I gave him a mother's kiss. "Be com- 
forted, Oscar," I said. "Trust me to set this 
right." 

He drew a long, trembling breath, and pressed 
my hand gratefully. I attempted to speak to 
him again — ^he stopped me by looking suddenly 
toward the door. 

'* Is Nugent outside?" he asked, in a whisper. 

I went into the corridor. It was empty. I 
looked into Lncilla's room. She and Grosse and 
the nurse were the only persons in it. I beck- 
oned to Zillah to come out and speak to me. I 
asked for Nugent. He had left Lucilla abruptly 
at the bedroom door — he was out of the house. 
I inquired if it was known in what direction he 
hftd gone. Zillah had seen him in the field at 
the end of the garden, walking away rapidly, 
with his back to the village, and his face to the 
hills. 



"Nugent has gone," I said, returning to Os- 
car. 

"Add to your kindness to me," he answered. 
"Let me go too." 

A quick fear crossed my mind that he might 
be bent on following his brother. 

" Wait a little," I said, "and rest here." 

He shook his head. 

"I must be by myself," he said. Afker con- 
sidering a little, he added a question. "Has 
Nugent gone to Browndown ?" 

" No. Nugent has been seen walking toward 
the hills." 

He took my hand again. "Be merciful to 
me," he said. " Let me go." 

"Home? To Browndown?" 

"Yes." 

" Let me go with you." 

He shook his head. "Forgive me. You 
shall hear from me later in the day." 

No tears ; no flaming up of the quick temper 
that I knew so well ! Nothing in his face, noth- 
ing in his voice, nothing in his manner, but a 
composure miserable to see — the composure of 
despair. 

"At least let me accompany you to the gate," 
I said. 

" God bless and reward you!" he answered. 
"Let me go." 

With a gentle hand, and yet with a firmness 
which took me completely by surprise, he sep- 
arated himself from me^ and went out. 

I could stand no longer — I drQ|>ped trembling 
into a chair. The ctmviction forced itself on me 
that there were worse complications, direr mis- 
fortunes, still to cpme. I was almost beside my- 
self. I broke out vehemently with wild words 
spoken in my own language. Mrsw Finch re- 
called me to my senses. I saw her as in a 
dream, drying her tears, and looking at me in 
alarm. The rector approached^ with profuse 
expressions of sympathy and offers of assistance. 
I wanted no comforting. I had served a hard 
apprenticeship to life ; I had been well seasoned 
to trouble. " Thank yon, Sir/' I said. "Look 
to Mrs. Finch." There was more air in the 
corridor. I went oat again, to. walk about, and 
get the better of it there. 

A small object attracted my attention, crouch- 
ed up on one of the window-seats. The small 
object was Jicks. . .. .^ ^ . •, ... 

I suppose the chfld^s ihl^indr rnnst have told 
her that something had gone wrong. She looked 
furtively sideways lit .me ijMind: lu}r doU^..,8he 
had- grave doubts of my ioj^ention^ toward ler. 
"Are you going towhaek Jicks'?" lisked ibe cu- 
rious little creature, shrinking into her comer. 
I sat down by her, and soon recovered my place 
in her confidence. She begptn to chatter again 
as fast as usual. I listened to her as I conld 
have listened to no grown-up person at that mo- 
ment. In some mysterious way that I can not 
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explain the child comforted me. Little by little 
I learned >vhat she had wanted with me when 
she had attempted to drag me out of the room. 
She had seen all that had passed in the bed- 
chamber ; and she had ran out to take me back 
with her, and show me the wonderful sight of 
Lucilla with the bandage off her eyes. If I had 
been wise enough to listen to Jicks, I might 
have prevented the catastrophe that had hap- 
pened. I might have met Lucilla in the cor- 
ridor, and have forced her back into her own 
room and turned the key on her. 

It was too late now to regret what had hap- 
pened. '* Jicks has been good," I said, patting 
my little friend on the head, with a heavy heart. 
The child listened, considered with herself grave- 
ly, got oflf the window-seat, and claimed her re- 
ward for being good, with that excellent brevity 
of speech which so eminently distingaished her : 
** Jicks will go out." 

With those words, she shouldered her doll 
and walked off. The last I saw of her she was 
descending the' stairs, as a workman descends a 
ladder, on her way to* the garden — and from the 
garden (the first time the gate was opened) to 
the hills. If I vcould have gone out with her 
light heart, I would have joined Jicks. 

I had hardly lost sight of the child before the 
door of Lucilla's room opened, and Herr Grosse 
appeared in the corridor. 

*' Soh !" he cinttered, with a gesture of relief, 
*' the very womans I was looking for. A nice 
mess-fix we are in now! I must stop with 
Feench. (I shall end in hating Feench !) Can 
yon put me into a beds for the night?" 

I assured him that he could easily sleep at the 
rectory. In answer to my inquiries after his 
patient, he gravely acknowledged that he was 
anxious about Lucilla. The varying and vio- 
lent emotions which had shaken her (acting 
through her nervous system) might ppoduce re- 
sults which would imperil the recovery of her 
sight. Absolute repose was not simpfy neces- 
sary— pit \wa8 now the only chance for her. For 
the next four-and-twenty hours he must keep 
watch over her «ye8. At the end of that time — 
no earlier — ^he might be able to say whether the 
mischief done would be fatal to her sight or not. 
I asked how she had contrived to get her band- 
age off, and to msSkB her fatal entrance into the 
sitting-roouL 

He shrugged his shoulders. ^'Theiw are 
times,** he said, cynically, "when every wom- 
ans is a hussy, and every mans is a fooL This 
was one of the times." 

It appeared, on further explanation, that my 
poor Lucilla had pleaded so earnestly (after the 
nurse bad left the room) to be allowed to try her 
eyes, and had shown such ungovernable disap- 
pointment when he persisted in saying No, that 
he had yielded — not so much to her entreaties 
as to his own conviction that it would be less 



dangerous to humor her than to thwart her, 
with such a sensitive and irritable temperament 
as hers. He had first bargained, however, on 
his side, that she should remain in the bed- 
chamber, and be content, for that rime, with 
using her sight on the objects round her in 
the room. She had promised all that he asked 
— ^and he had been foolish enough to trust to her 
promise. The bandage once off, she had in- 
stantly set every consideratioh at defiance, had 
torn herself out of his hands like a mad creat- 
ure, and had rushed into the fitting-room be- 
fore he could stop her. The rest had followed 
as a matter of course. Feeble as it was at the 
first trial of it, her sense of sight was suflSdently 
restored to enable her to distinguish objects 
dimly. Of the thre^ persons who had offered 
themselves to view on ithe right-hand side of the 
door, one (Mrs. Finch) was a woman ; another 
(Mr. Finch) was a short, gray-headed, elderly 
man ; the third (Nugent), in his height — ^which 
she could see — and in the color of his hair— 
which she could see— was the only one of the 
three who could possibly represent Oscar. The 
catastrophe that followed was (as things were) 
inevitable. Now that the harm was done, the 
one alternative left was to check the mischief 
at the point which it had already reached. Not 
the slightest hint at the terrible mistake that she 
had made must be suffered to reach her ears. 
If we any of us said one word about it, before 
he authorized us to do so, he would refuse to 
answer for the consequences, and would then 
and there throw up the case. 

So, in his broken English, Herr Grosse ex- 
plained what had happened, and issued his di- 
rections for our future conduct. 

<*No person is to go in to her," he said, in 
conclusion, "but you and goot Mrs. Zillahs. 
Ton two watch her, turn-about-turn-about. In 
a whiles she will sleep. For me, I go to smoke 
my tobaccos in the garden. Hear this, Madame 
Fratolungo. When Gott made the womens, be 
was sorry afterward for the poor mens — ^and he 
made tobaccos to comfort them." 

Favoring me with this peculiar view of the 
scheme of creation, Herr Grosse shook his shock 
(head, and waddled away to the garden. 

I softly opened the bedroom door and looked 
in — disappearing just in time to escape the rec- 
tor and Mrs. Finch returning to their own side 
of the house. 

LudUa was lying on the sofk. She asked 
who it was in a drowsy voice — she was happily 
just sinking into slumber. Zillah occupied a 
chair near her. I was not wanted for the mo- 
ment — and I was glad, for the first time in my 
experience at Dimchurch, to get out of the room 
again. By some contradiction in my character, 
which I am not able to explain, there was a cer- 
tain hostile infinenoe m the sympathy that I felt 
for Oacar, which estranged me, for the moment, 
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from Ifucilla. It was not her faalt — and yet (I 
am ashamed to own it) I almost felt angry with 
her for reposing so eomfortahly, when I thought 
ci the poor fellow, without a creature to say a 
kind word to him, alone at Browndown. 

Oat again in the corridor the question faced 
me : What was I to do next ? 

The loneliness of the house was insupportable ; 
my anxiety about Oscar grew more than I could 
endure. I put on my hat, and went out. 

Having no desire to interfere with Herr 6ro8se*s 
enjoyment of his pipe, I made my way through 
the garden as quickly as possible, and found my- 
self in the Tillage Again. My uneasiness on the 
subject of Oscar was matched by my angry de- 
sire to know what Nugent would do. Now that 
he had worked the very mischief which his 
brother had foreseen to be possible — the very 
mischief which it had beeti Oscar's one object 
to prevent in asking him to leave Dimchurch — 
would he take his departure? would he rid us, 
at once and- forever, of the sight of him ? The 
bare idea of the other alternative — ^I mean, of 
his remaining in the place — shook me with such 
an unutterable dread of what might happen 
next that my feet refused to support me. I 
was obliged, just beyond the village,, to sit down 
by the road-side, and wait till my giddy head 
steadied itself before I attempted to move again. 

After a minute or two I heard footsteps com- 
ing along the road. My heart gave one great 
leap in me. I thought it was Nugent. 

A momenit more brought the person in view. 
It was only Mr. Gootheridge, of the village inn, 
on his way home. He stopped and took off his 
hat. 

'* Tired, ma'am r he said. 

The uppermost idea in my mind found its 
way somehow, ill as I was, to expression on my 
lips — ^in the form of a question addressed to the 
landlord. 

*^ Do yon happen to have seen any thing of 
Mr. Nugent Dubourg?" I asked. 

*' I saw him not five minutes since, ma'am." 

"Where?" 

"Going into Browndown." 

I started up as if I had been stmck or shot 
Worthy Mr. Gootheridge stared. I wished him 
good-day, and went on as fast as my feet would 
take me, straight to Browndown. Had the broth- 
ers met in the house ? I turned cold at the bare 
thought of it — but I still kept on. Thefe was 
an obstinate resolution in me to part them, Ivhich 
served me in place of courage. Account for it 
as yon may, I was bold and frightened both at 
the same time. At one moment I was fool 
enough to say to myself, "They will kill m&" 
At another, just as foolishly, I found comfort in 
the opposite view. "Bah J They are gentle- 
men ; they can't hurt a woman !" 

The servant was standing idling at the front- 
door when I arrived in sight of the house. This, 
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{ in itself, wc^ unusual. He was a hard-working, 
well-trained man. On other occasions nobody 
had ever seen him out pf his proper place. He 
advanced a few st^s to meet me. I looked at 
him carefully. Not the slightest appearance of 
disturbance was visible in his face. 

"Is Mr. Oscar at home?" I asked. 

" I beg your pardon, ma'am. Mr. Oscar is at 
home — but you can't see him. He and Mr. Nu- 
gent are together. " 

I rested my hand on the low wall in front of the 
house, and made a desperate effort to put a calm 
&ce on it. 

Surely Mr. Oscar will see mef" I said. 
I have Mr. Oscar's orders, ma'am, to wait at 
the door, and tell every body who comes to the 
house (without exception) that he is engaged." 

The house door was half open. I listened in- 
tently while the man was speaking. If they had 
been at high words together, I must have heard 
them, in the silence of the lonely hills all round 
us. I heard nothing. 

It was strange, it was inconceivable. At the 
same time it relieved me. There they were to- 
gether, and no harm had come of it so far. 

I left my card, and walked on a little past the 
comer of the house wall. As soon as I was oat 
of the servant's sight, I turned back to the side 
of the building, and ventured as near as I durst 
to the window of the sitting-room. Their voices 
reached me, but not their words. On both sides 
the tones were low and confidential. Not a note 
of anger in either voice — listen for it as I might ! 
I left the house again, breathless with amazement, 
and (so rapidiy does a woman shift from one emo- 
tion to another) burning with curiosity. 

After half aii hour of aimless wandering«in the 
valley, I returned to the rectory. 

Lucilla was still sleeping. I took Zillah's place, 
and sent her into the kitchen. The landlady 
of the inn was there to help us with the dinner. But 
she was hardly equal, single-handed, to the su- 
perintendence of such dishes as we had to set be- 
fore Herr Grosse. It was high time I relieved 
Zillah, if we were to pass successfully through the 
ordeal of the great snrgeon'iB criticism as review- 
er of all the sauces. 

An hour more passed before Lucilla woke. I 
sent a messenger to Grosse, who appeared envel- 
oped in a halo of tobacco, examined the patient's 
eyes, felt her pulse, ordered her wine and jelly, 
filled hb monstrous pipe, and grufSy returned to 
his promenade in the garden. 

The day wore on. Mr. Finch came to make 
inquiries, and then went back to his wife — ^whom 
he described as " hysterically irresponsible," and 
in imminent need of another warm bath. He de^ 
dined, in his most pathetic manner, to meet the 
German at dinner. ' ' After what I have suffered, 
after what 1 have seen, these banquetings-*! 
would say, these ticklings of the palate — are not 
to mv taste. You mean well, Madame Prato- 
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lungo. (Good creature !) But I am not in heart 
for feasting. Simple fare, by my wife s conch ; 
a few consoling words, in the character of pastor 
and husband, when the infant is quiet. So my 
day is laid out. . I wish you well. I don't object 
to your little dinner. Good-^ay ! good-^ay !'' 

A second examination of LuciUa's eyes brought 
ns to the dinner hour. 

At the sight of. the table-cloth Herr Grosse's 
good humor returned. We two dined together 
alone — the Grerman sending in selections of his 
own making from, the dishes to Lucilla s room. 
So far, he said, she had escaped any serions in- 
jury. But he still insisted on keeping his patient 
perfectly quiet, and he refused to answer for any 
thing until the night had passed. As for me, Os- 
car's continued silence weighed more and more 
heavily on my spirits. My past suspense in the 
darkened room with Lucilla seemed to be a mere 
trifle by comparison with the keener anxieties 
which J suffered now. I saw Grosse's eyes glar- 
ing discontentedly at me through his spectacles. 
He had good reason to look at me as he did : I 
had never before been so stupid and so disagree- 
able in all my life. 

Toward the end of the dinner there came news 
from Browndown at last The servant sent in 
a message by Zillah, begging me to see him for a 
moment outside the sitting-room door. 

I made my excuses to my gnast, and hurried 
put. 

The instant I saw the servant's face my heart 
sank. Oscar's kindness had attached the man 
devotedly to his master. I saw his lips tremble, 
and his color come and go, when I looked at 
him. 

^^ I, have brought you a letter, ma'am." 

He handed me a letter addressed to me in Os- 
car's handwriting. 

" How is your master ?" I asked. 

'' Not very well, ma'am, when I saw him last." 

*' When you saw him last ?" 

'* I bring sad news, ma'am. There's a break- 
up at Browndown." 

*' What do you mean ? Where is Mr, Oscar?" 

^^ Mr. Oscar has left Dimchurch." 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-SEVENTH. 

THE BROTHERS CHANGE PLAGES. 

I VAINLY believed I had prepared myself for 
any misfortune that could fall on us. The man's 
last words dispelled my delusion. My gloomiest 
forebodings had never contemplated such a dis- 
aster as had now happened. I stood petrified, 
thinking of Lucilla, and looking hi^lplessly at the 
servant. Try as I might, I was perfectly incar 
pable of speaking to him. 

He felt no such difficulty on his side. One of 
the strangest peculiarities in the humbler ranks 
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of the English people is the sort of solemn relish 
which they have for talking of their own misfor- 
tunes. To be the objects of a calamitv of anv 
kind seems to raise them in their own estima- 
tions. With a dreary enjoyment of his misera- 
ble theme, the servant expatiated on his position 
as a man deprived of the best of masters ; turned 
adrift again in the world to seek another service ; 
hopeless of ever again finding himself in such a 
situation as he had lost. He roused me at last 
into speakuig to him by sheer dint of irritating 
my ner^'es until I could endure him no longer. 
Has Mr. Oscar gone away alone ?" I asked. 
Yes, ma'am, quite alone." 

(What had become of Nugent? I was too 
much interested in Oscar to be able to put the 
question at that moment.) 

** When did your master go ?" I went on. 

" Better than two hours since." 

" Why didn't I hear of it before?" 

"I had Mr. Oscar's orders not to tell yon, 
ma'am, till this time in the evening." 

Wretched as I was already, my spirits sank 
lower still when I heard that. The order given 
to the servant looked like a premeditated design 
not only to leave Dimchurch, but also to keep us 
in ignorance of bis whereabouts afterward. 

*' Has Mr. Oscar gone to London ?" I inquired. 

"He hired Gootheridge's chaise, ma'am, to 
take him to Brighton. And he told me with his 
own lips that he had left Browndown never to 
come back. I know no more of it than that." 

He had left BrowndoVn never to come back ! 
For Lttcilla's sake, I declined to believe that. 
The servant was exaggerating, or the servant had 
misunderstood what had been said to him. The 
letter in my hand reminded roe that I had per- 
haps needlessly questioned him on matters which 
his master had confided to my own knowledge 
only. Before I dismissed him for the night I 
made my deferred inquiry on the hateful subject 
of the other brother. 

"Where is Mr. Nugent?" 

"At Browndown." 

" Do you mean to say that he is going to stay 
at Browndown ?" 

" I don't know, ma'am, for certain. I see no 
signs of his meaning to leave ; and he has said 
nothing to that effect." 

I had the greatest difiiculty to keep myself from 
breaking out before the servants My indignation 
almost choked me. The best way was to wish 
him good-night. I took the best way — only call- 
ing him back (as a measure of caution) to say 
one last word. 

"Have you told any body at the rectoiy of 
Mr. Oscar's depaitnre?" I asked. 

"No, ma'am." 

" Say nothing about it, then, as you go out. 
Thank yon for bringing me the letter. Good- 
night." 

Having thus provided against any whisper of 
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what had happened reaching LucilWs ears that 
evening, I returned to Herr Grosse to make my 
excuses, and to tell him (as I honestly conld) 
that I was in sore need of being permitted to re- 
tire privately to my own room. I found my il- 
lustiious gaest putting a plate over the final dish 
of the dinner, full of the tenderest anxiety to 
keep it warm on my account. 

*'Here is a lofely cheese-omelettes," said 
Grosse. '* Two-thirds of him I have eaten my 
own self. The odder third I sweat with anxiety 
to keep warm for you. Sit down! sit down! 
Every moment he is getting cold." 

*' I am much obliged to you, Herr Grosse. I 
have just heard some miserable news — " 

'' Ach, Gott ! don't tell it to me !" the wretch 
burst out, with a look of consternation. **No 
miserable news, I pray you, after such a dinner 
as I have eaten. Let me do my digestions! 
My goot-dear-creature, if yon lofe me, let me do 
my digestions!". 

^^Will you excuse me, if I leave yon to your 
digestion, and retire to my own room ?" 

He rose in a violent hurry, and opened the 
door for me. 

''Yes ! yes ! From the deep bottoms of my 
heart I excuse you. Goot Madame Pratolungo, 
retire! retire!" 

I had barely passed the threshold before the 
door was closed behind me. I heard the selfish 
old brute rub his hands, and chuckle over his 
success in shutting me and my sorrow both out 
of the room together. 

Just as my hand was on my own door it oc- 
curred to me that I slionld do well to make sure 
of not being surprised by Lucilla over the read- 
ing of Oscar's letter. The truth is, that I shrank 
from reading it. In spite of my resolution to 
disbelieve the servant, the dread was now grow- 
ing on me that the letter would confirm his state- 
ment, and would force it on me as the truth that 
Oscar had left us never to return. I retraced 
my steps, and entered Lucilla's room. 

I could just see her, by the; dim night-Ug))t 
burning in a comer to enable, the surgeon or the 
nurse to find their way to her. She was alone 
in her favorite little wicker-work chair, with the 
doleful white bandage over her eyes — to all ap- 
pearance quite content — busily knitting I 

" Don't you feel lonely, Lucilla?** 

She turned her head toward me, and answered 
in her gayest tones : 

''Not in the least. I am quite happy as I 



am." 

" Why is Zillah not with you ?" 

" I sent her away." 

" You sent her away ?" 

''Yes! I couldn't enjoy myself thoroughly 
to-night unless I felt that I was quite alone. I 
have seen him, my dear — I have seen him I How 
could yon possibly think I felt lonely ? I am so 
inordinately happy that I am obliged to knit to 



keep myself quiet. If yon say much more, I 
shall get up and dance — I know I shall I Where 
is Oscar? That odious Grosse — no! it is too 
bad to talk of the dear old man in that way, aft- 
er he has given me back my sight. Still it is 
cruel of him to say that I am overexcited, and 
to forbid Oscar to come and see me to-night. Is 
Oscar with you, in the next room ? Is he very 
much disappointed at being parted from me in 
this way ? Say I am thinking of him — since I 
have seen him — with such new thoughts!" 

" Oscar is not here to-night, my dear." 

"No? then he is at Browndown, of course — 
with that poor, wretched, disfigured brother of his. 
I have got oVer my terror of Nugent's hideous 
face. I am even beginning (though I never liked 
him, as you know) to pity him, with such a 
dreadful complexion as that. Don't let us talk 
about it ! Don't let us talk at all ! I want to 
go on thinking of Oscar." 

She resumed her knitting, and shut herself up 
luxuriously in her own hi^py thoughts. Know- 
ing what I knew, it was nothing less than heart- 
bi'eaking to see her and hear her. Afraid to 
trust myself to say another word, I softly closed 
the door, and charged ZiUah (when her mistress 
rang her bell) to say for me that I was weary aft- 
er the events of the day, and had gone to rest in 
my bedroom. 

At last I was alone. At last I was at the 
end of my manoeuvres to spare myself the miser- 
able necessity of opening Oscar's letter. After 
first locking my door, I broke the seal, and. read 
the lines which follow : 

" Kind and dear Friend, — ^Forgive me : I 
am going to surprise and distress you. My let- 
ter thanks you gratefully, and bids you a last 
fitrewell. 

*' Summon all your indulgence for me. Bead 
these lines to the end: they .will tell you what 
happened after I left the rectory. 

" Nothing had been seen of Nugent, when I 
reached this house. It was not till a quarter of 
an hour later that I heard his voice at the door, 
calling to me, and asking if I had come back. 
I answered, and he joined me in the sitting-room. 
Nugent's first words to me were these : 

'' ' Oscar, I have come to ask your pardon, 
and to bid yon good-by.' 

" I can give you no idea of the tone in which 
he said those words : it would have gone straight 
to your heart, as it went straight to mine. For 
the moment, I was not able to answer him. I 
could only ofier him my hand. He sighed bit- 
terly, and refused to take it. 

*' ' I have something still to tell you,' he said. 
' Wait till you have heard it ; and give me your 
hand afterward — ^if you can.* 

'' He even refused to take the chair to which 
I pointed. He distressed me by standing in my 
presence as if he was my inferior. He said — 
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'* No ! I have need of all my calmness and all 
my courage. It shakes both to recall what he 
said to me. I sat down to write this intending 
to repeat to joa every thing that passed between 
us. Another of my weaknesses ! another of my 
failures! The tears come into my eyes again 
when my mind attempts to dwell on the details. 
I can oidy tell you the resnlt. My brother's con- 
fession may be summed up in thi'ee words. Pre- 
pare yourself to be startled ; prepare yourself to 
be grieved. 

"Nugent loves her. 

" Think of this discovery, falling on me after 
I had seen my innocent Ludlla's arms round his 
neck — after my own eyes had shown me how she 
rejoiced over her first sight of him; how she 
shdddered at her first sight of me ! Need I tell 
you what I i^nfiered ? No. 

" Nugent hrid out his hand, when he had done 
— as I had held out mine before he began. 

" ' The one atonement I can make to you and 
to her,' he said, 'is never to let either of you set 
eyes on me again. Shake bands, Oscar, and let 
me go.' 

" KI had willed it so — so it might have ended. 
I willed it differently. It has ended differently. 
Can you guess how ?" 

I laid down the letter for a moment. It cut 
me with such keen regret — it fired me with such 
hot rage — that I was within a hair-breadth of 
tearing the rest of it up unread, and trampling it 
under my feet. I took a turn in the room. I 
dipped my handkerchief in water, and bound it 
round my head. In a minute or two I was my- 
self again — I could force my mind away from my 
poor Lucilla, and return to the letter. It pro- 
ceeded thus : 

"I can write calmly of what I have next to 
tell you. You shall liear what I have decided, 
and what I have done. 

" I told Nugent to wait in the room, while I 
went away and thought over what he had said 
to me by myself. He attempted to i-esist this. 
I insisted on his yi^ding. For the first time in 
our lives, we^ changed places. It was I who took 
the lead, and he who followed. I left him, and 
went out into the valley alone. 

" The heavenly tranquillity, the comforting 
solitude, helped me. I saw my position and his 
in their true light Before I got back I had de- 
cided (cost me what it might) on myself making 
the sacrifice to which my brother had ofiered to 
submit. For Lucilla's sake, and for Nugent's 
sake, I felt the certain assurance in my own mind 
that it was my duty, and not Am, to go. 

" Don't blame me ; don t griete for me. Read 
the rest. I want you to think of this with my 
thoughts — to feel about it as I feel at this mo- 
ment. 

-^* Bearing in mind what Nugent has confessed, 

4 



and what I hare myself seen, have I any right to 
hold Lucilla to her engagement? I am firmly 
persuaded that I have no right. After inspiring 
her with terror and disgust at the moment when 
her eyes first looked at me — after seeing her in- 
nocently happy in Nugent's arms— how, in God's 
name, can I claim her as mine ? Our marriage 
has become an impombiUty. For her own sake, 
I can not, I dare not, appeal to diir engagement. 
The wreck of sijr happiness is nothing. The 
wreck of ker happinesa would be a crime. I ab- 
solve her from her engagement. She is free. 

" There is my doty toward Lucilla — ^as I see it. 

^' As to Nugent next. I owe it entirely to my 
brother (at the time of the Trial) that the honor 
of our &mi]y has been saved, and that t have es- 
caped a shameful death on the scaffold. Is there 
any limit to the obligation that he has laid oa 
me, after doing me such a service as this f Q^ere 
is no limit The man who loves LuciHa and the 
brother who has saved my life are one. I am 
bound to leave him free — ^I do leave him free — 
to win Lucilla by open and loyal means, if he 
can. ' As soon as Herr Grosse considers that she 
is fit to bear the disclosure, let her be told of the 
error into which she has fallen (through my 
fault), let her read these lines — ^purposely written 
to meet her eye as well as yours— and let my 
brother tell her afterward what has passed to- 
night in this house between himself and me. She 
loves him now, believing him to be Oscar. Will 
she love him still, after she has learned to know 
him under his own name? llie answer to that 
question rests with Time. If it is an answer in 
Nugent's favor, I have already ammged to set 
aside from my income a sufficient yearly sum to 
place my brother in a position to begin his mar- 
ried life. I wish to leave his genius fi^ee to as- 
sert itself, untrammeled by pecuniaiy cares. 
Possessing, as I do, far more than enough for my 
own simple wants, I can dedicate my spare mon- 
ey to no better and nobler use than this. 

** There is my duty toward Nugent — as I see it 

"What I have decided on, you now know. 
What I have done can be told in two words. I 
have left Browndown forever. I have gone, to 
live or die (as God pleases) nnder the blow tiiat 
has fallen on me, &r away from yon all. 

" Peiiiaps, when years have passed, and when 
their children are growing up round them, I may 
see Lucilla again, and may take, as the hand of 
my sister, the hand of the beloved woman who 
might once have been my Hife. This may hap- 
pen, if I live. If I die, you will none of you hear 
of it. My death shall not cast its shadow of sad- 
ness on their lives. Forgive me and forget me ; 
and keep, as I keep, that first and noblest of aU 
mortal hopes — ^the hope of the life to come. 

" I inclose, when there is need for you to ^vrite 
to me, the address of my bankers in London. 
They will have their instructions. If you love 
me, if you pity me, abstain from attempting to 
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shake my resolution. Yon may distress me— * 
bat yoa will never change me. Wait to write 
until Nagent has had the opportunity of pleading 
his own canse, and Lacilla has decided on her fa- 
tare life. 

*'Once more I thank yon for the kindness 
which has borne with my weaknesses and my 
follies; God bless you— and good-by. 

"OSCAB.*' 

Of the effect which the first reading of this 
letter produced on me I shall say nothing. Even 
at this distance of time, I shrink from reviving 
the memory of what I sufiered alone in my room 
on that miserable night. Let it be enough if I 
tell you briefly at what decision I arrived. 

I determined on doing two things. First, on 
going to London by the earliest train th^ next 
morning, and finding my way to Oscar by means 
of his bankers. Secondly, on taking measures 
for preventing the villain who haA accepted the 
sacrifice of his brother's happiness firom enuring 
the rectory in my absence. 

The one comfort I had that night was in feel- 
ing th^t, on these two points, my mind was made 
up. There was a stimulant in my sense of my 
own resolotion which strengthened me to make 
my-excuses-to Lacilla withoat betraying the grief 
that tortared me when I foand myself in her 
presence again. Before I went to my bed I had 
left her quiet and happy; I had aiTanged with 
Herr Grosse that he was still to keep his excitable 
patient secluded &om visitors all through the next 
day ; and I had secured as an ally to help me in 
preventing iNugent from entering the house no 
less a person than Reverend Finch himself. I 
saw him in his study overnight, and told him all 
that had happened; keeping one circumstance 
only concealed — ^namely, Oscar's insane determi- 
nation to share his fortune with his in&mons 
brother. I purposely left the rector to suppose 
that Oscar had left Lacilla free to receive the 
addresses of a man who had dissipated his for- 
tune to the last firthing. Mr. Finch's harangue, 
when this prospect was brought within his i-ange 
of contemplation, was something to be remem- 
bered, but not (on this occasion) to be reported 
— in mercy to the Church. 

By the tram of the next morning I left for 
London. 

By the train of the same evening I returned 
alone to Dimchurcfa, having completely failed to 
achieve the purpose which had taken me to the 
metropolis. 

Oscar had appeared at the bank as soon as the 
doors were opened in the morning ; had drawn 
out some hundreds of pounds in circular notes ; 
had told the bankers that they would be furnish- 
ed witli an address, at which they could write to 
him, in due course of time ; and had departed for 
the Continent, without leaving a trace behind 
him. 



I spent the day in making what arrangements 
I could for discovering him by the usual itiethods 
of inquiry pursued in such cases; and took the 
return train to tiie country, with my mind alter- 
nating between despair when I thought of Lu-. 
cilia, and ang^r when I thought of the twin 
brothers. In the first bitterness of my dis- 
appointment, I was quite as indignant with Os- 
car as with Nugcint. With all my heart I cursed 
the day which had brought the one and the oth- 
er to Dimchurch. 

As we lengthened our distance from London, 
flying smoothly by the tranquil woods and fields, 
my mind, with time to help it, began to recover 
its balance. Little by little the unexpected rev- 
dation of firmness and decision in Oscar's con- 
duct — ^heartily as I still deplored and blamed 
that conduct — ^began to have a new effect on my 
mind. I now looked back, in amazement and 
self-reproach, at iny own superficial estimate of 
the characters of the twin brothers. 

Thinking it over nninterrnptedly, with no one 
in the carriage hut myself, 1 arrived at a con- 
clusion which strongly influenced my conduct in 
guiding Lucilla through the troubles and perils 
that were still to come. 

Our physical constitutions have, as I take it, 
more to do with the actions which determine oth- 
er people's opinions of us (as well as with the 
course of our own fives) than we generally sup- 
pose. A man with delicately strung netves 
says and does things which often lead us to think 
more meanly of him than he deserves. It is his 
great misfortune oonstantiy to present himself at 
his worst. On the other hand, a man provided 
with nerves vigorously constituted is provided 
also with a constitutional health and hardihood 
which express themselves brightiy in his man- 
ners, and which lead to a mistaken impression that 
his nature is what it appears to be on the surface. 
Having good health, he has good spirits. Hav- 
ing good spirits, he wins as an agreeable com- 
panion on the persons with whom he comes in 
contact — although he may be hiding all the 
while, ander an outer covering which is physic- 
ally wholesome, an inner nature which is moral- 
ly fouL In the last of these two typical men I 
saw reflected — Nugent. Inthefirst--Oscar. All 
that was feeblest and poorest in Oscar's nature 
had shown itself on the surfkce in past times, 
to the concealment of its stronger and its nobler 
side. There had been something hidden in this 
super-sensitive man, who had shrunk under all 
the small trials of his life in our village, which had 
proved firm enough, when the gi-eatness of the 
need called on it, to sustain the tenible disaster 
that had (alien on him. The nearer I got to the 
end of my journey the more certain I felt that I 
was only now learning (bitterly as he had disap- 
pointed me) to estimate Oscar's character at its 
true value. Inspired by this conviction, t began 
already to &ce our hopeless prospects boldly. 
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As lone "^ I ''"d liie and ftrength to help bar, I 
determined that X.Dcilla should not lose ihe man 
vhose best qoalitiea 1 had failed to discover un- 
til he had made op his mind to turn bis back 
on hev forOTer. 

When I reached the rectory I was informed 
that Mr. Finch wiahed to speak to me. My ai.x- 
ieiy abont Lncilla made me unwilling to submit 
to any delay in seeing her. I sent a messngc 



A chillj sense of misgiving seized me. I 
drew back from her. I looked at her lovely, 
happy face without the slightest admiration of 
it — worse still, vrilh downright distrust of it. 

" Where did you go?" I asked. 

" To Browndown, of course !" 

An exclamation escaped me. (" Infamous 
GroBse ! " spit out between tny teeth, in my own 
language.) I conld not help it, I should hare 



" Has it been a very long day, my dear ?" I 
asked, when our first greetings were over. 

" It has been a delightful day," she.answered, 
joyously. " Grosse took me ont for a walk be- 
fore he went back to Loudon. Can yon gaesa 
where onr walk led as ?" 



Lucilla laughed. "There! therel It was 
my&altj I insisted on speaking to Oscar. As 
soon as I had my own way, I behaved perfectly. 
I never asked to have the bandage taken off; I 
was satisfied with only speaking to bini. Dear 
old Grosse — he isn't half as hard on me as yoa 
and my bther — was with us all the time. It has 
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done me so much good. t)on't be sulky about it, 
you darling Pratolungo! My * surgeon-optic* 
sanctions my imprudence. I won't ask you to 
go with me to Browndown to-morrow ; Oscar is 
coming to return my visit." 

Those last words decided me. I had had a 
weary time of it since the morning ; but (for me) 
the day was not at an end yet. I said to my- 
selfi "I will have it out with Mr. Nugent Du- 
bourg before I go to my bed to-night !" 

"Can you spare me for a little, while?" I 
iisked. *' I must go to the other side of the house. 
Your father wishes to speak to me." 

Lucilla started. *' About what?" she in- 
quired, eagerly. 

"About business in London," I answered — 
and left her, before her curiosity could madden 
me (in the state I was in at that moment) with 
more questions. 

I found the rector prepared to favor me with 
his usual flow of language. Fifty Mr. Finches 
could not have possessed themselves of my atten- 
tion in the humor I was in at that moment. To 
the reverend gentleman's amazement, it was I 
who began — and not he. 

" I have just left Lucilla, Mr. Finch. I know 
what has happened." 

." Wait a minute, Madame Pratolungo ! One 
thing is of the utmosi importance to begin with. 
Do you thoroughly understand that / am, in no 
sense of the word, to blame — " 

"Thoroughly," I interposed. "Of course 
they would not have gone to Browndown if you 
had consented to let Nugent Dubourg into the 
house," 

" Stop !" said Mr. Finch, elevating his right 
hand. "My good creature, you are in a state 
of hysterical precipitation. I will be heard ! I 
did more than refuse my consent. When the 
man Grosse — I insist on your composing your- 
self — when the man Grosse came and spoke 
to me about it, I did more, I say, infinitely 
more, than refuse my consent. You know 
my force of language. Don't be alarmed! I 
said. Sir! As pastor and parent, My Foot is 
down — " 

"I understand, Mr. Finch. Whatever vou 
said to Hen* Grosse was quite useless ; he en- 
tirely ignored your personal point of view. " 

" Madame Pratolungo — " 

" He found Lucilla dangerously agitated by her 
separation from Oscar : he asserted what he calls 
his professional freedom of action." 
Madame Pratolungo — " 
You persisted in closing your doors to Nu- 
gent Dubourg. He persisted, on his side — and 
took Lucilla to Browndown." 

Mr. Finch got on his feet, and asserted him- 
self at the full pitch of his tremendous voice. 

"Silence!" he shouted, with a smack of his 
open hand on the table at his side. 

I didn't care. / shouted. / came down 
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with a smack of my hand on the opposite side 
of the table. 

"One question. Sir, before I leave you," I 
said. "Since your daughter went to Brown- 
down you have had many hours at your disposal. 
Have you seen Mr. Nugent Dubourg ?" 

The Pope of Dimchurch suddenly collapsed, in 
full fulmination of his domestic Bulls. 

^'Pardon me," he replied, adopting his most 
elaborately polite manner. " This requires con- 
siderable explanation. " 

I declined to wait for considerable explanation. 
"You have not seen him?" I said. 

"I have not seen him," echoed Mr. Finch. 
" My position toward Nugent Dubourg is very 
remarkable, Madame Pmtolungo. In my pa- 
rental character, I should like to wiing his neck. 
In my clerical character, 1 feel it incumbent on 
me to pause, and write to him. You feel the re- 
sponsibility ? You understand the distinction ?" 

I understood that he was afraid. Answering 
him by an inclination of the head (I hate a cow- 
ard !), I walked silently to the door. 

Mr. Finch returned my bow with a look of 
helpless perplexity. "Are you going to leave 
me ?" he inquired, blandly. 

"I am going to Browndown." 

If I had said that I was going to a place which 
the rector had frequent occasion to mention in 
the stronger passages of his sermons, Mr. Finch's 
face could hardly have shown more astonishment 
and alarm than it exhibited when I replied to 
him in those terms. He lifted his persuasive 
right hand ; he opened his eloquent lips. Before 
the comhig overflow of language could reach me 
I was out of the room, on my way to Browndown. 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY- EIGHTH. 

18 THKBE MO EXCUSE FOR HIM? 

Oscak's dismissed servant (left, during the 
usual month of warning, to take care of the 
bouse) opened the door to me when I knocked. 
Although the hour was already a late one in 
primitive Dimchurch, the man showed no signs 
of surprise at seeing me. 

"Is Mr. Nugent Dubourg at home?"% 

"Yes, ma'am." He lowered his voice, and 
added, "I think Mr. Nugent expected to see 
you to-night.'* 

Whether he intended it or not, the servant had 
done me a good turn — he had put me on my 
guard. Nugent Dubourg understood nfy char- 
acter better than I had understood his. He had 
foreseen what would happen when I heard of 
Lucilla's visit, on my return to the rectory, and 
he had, no doubt, prepared himself accordingly. 
I was conscious of a certain nervous trembling 
(I own) as I followed the servant to the sitting- 
room. At tlie moment, however, when he open- 
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ed the door, this ignoUe sensation left me as sud- 
denly as it had come. I felt myself Pratolungo's 
widow again when I entered the room. 

A reading-lamp, with its shade down, was the 
only light on the table. Nngent Dnbourg, oom^ 
fortably reposing in an easy-chair, sat by the 
lamp, with a cigar in his month and a book in 
his hand. He pnt down the book on the taUe 
as he rose to receive me. Knowing by this time 
what sort of man I had to deal with, I was de- 
termined not to let even the merest trifles escape 
me. It might have its nse in helping me to un- 
derstand him if I knew how he had been occu- 
pying his mind while he was expecting me to ar- 
rive. I looked at the book. It was ** Boussean's 
Confessions." 

He advanced with his pleasant smile, and of- 
fered his hand as if nothing had happened to 
disturb our ordinary relations toward each, other. 
I drew back a step, and looked at him. 

" Won't you shake hands with me ?" he asked. 

* ' I will answer that directly, " 1 said. * ' Where 
is your brother?" 

" I don't know." 

VWhen you do know, Mr. Nugent Dnbourg, 
and when you have brought your brother back to 
this house, I will take your hand — not before." 

He bowed resignedly^ with a little satirical 
shrug of his shoulders, and asked if he might 
offer me a chair. 

I took a chair for myself, and placed it so that 
I might be opposite to him when he resumed his 
seat He checked himself in the act of sitting 
down, and looked toward the open window. 

"Shall I throw away my cigar?" he said. 

'* Not on my account. I have no objection to 
smoking." 

"Thank you." He took his chair— keeping 
his face in the partial obscurity cast by the shade 
of the lamp. After smoking for a moment he 
spoke again, without turning to look at me. 
'* May I ask what your object is in honoring me 
with this visit?" 

" I have two objects. The first is to see that 
. you leave Dimchurch to-morrow morning. The 
second is to restore your brother to happiness by 
uniting him to his promised wife.*' 

He looked round at me quickly. His experi- 
ence of my irritable temper had not prepared him 
for the perfect composure of voice and manner 
with which I answered his question. He looked 
back again from me to his cigar, and knocked 
off the ash at the tip of it (considering with him- 
self) before he addressed his next words to me. 

" We vrill come to the question of my leaving 
Dimchurch presently," he said. " Have you re- 
ceived a letter from Oscar ?" 
"Yes." 

" Have you read it ?" 
" I have read it." 

"Then you know that we understand each 
other?" 



"I know that yOnr brother has sacrificed him- 
self, and that you have taken a base advantage 
of the sacrifice." 

He started, and looked round at me once 
more. I saw that something in my language 
or in my tone of speaking had stung him. 

" Yon have your privilege as a lady," he said. 
" Don't push it too fiir. What Oscar has done, 
he has done of his own free-will." 

" What Oscar has done," I rejoined, "is lam- 
entably foolish, cruelly wrong. Still, perverted 
as it is, there is something generous, some- 
thing noble, in the motive whioh has led him. 
As for yonr conduct in this matter, I see noth- 
ing but what is mean, nothing, but what is cow- 
ardly, in the motive whieh has led you." 

He started to his feet, and flung his cigar into 
the empty fire-place. 

" Madame Pratolungo," he said, " I have not ^ 
the honor of knowing any thing of your family. 
I can't call a woman to account for insulting me.' 
Do you happen to have any man related to you, 
in or out of England ?" t 

" I happen to have what will do equally well 
on this occasion," I replied. " I have a hearty 
contempt for threats of all sorts, and a steady 
resolution in me to say what I think." 

He walked to the door, and opened it. 

" I decline to give you the opportunity of say- 
ing any thing more," he rejoined. "I beg to 
leave you in possession of the room, and to wish 
you good-evening." 

He opened the door. I had entered the house 
armed in my own mind with a last, desperate re- 
solve, only to be communicated to him, or to 
any body, in the final emei^gency and at the 
eleventh hour. The time had come for saying 
what I had hoped with my whole heart to have 
left unsaid. 

I rose on my side, and stopped him as he was 
leaving the room. 

"Betnm to your chair and your book,'* I 
said. " Our inteniew is at an end. In leaving 
the house I have one last word to say. You 
are wasting your time in remaining at Dim- 
church." 

" I am the best judge of that," he. answered, 
making way for me to go out. 

*' Pardon 'me, you are not in a position to 
judge at all. You don't know what I mean to 
do as soon as I get back to the rectory." 

He instantly changed his position, placing 
himself in the door-way so as to prevent me from 
leaving the room. 

"What do you mean to do?" he asked, 
keeping his eyes attentively fixed on mine. 
"I mean to force you to leave Dimchurch." 

He laughed insolently. I went on as qnietly 
as before. " You have personated yonr brother 
to Lucilla this morning," I said. "Yon have 
done that, Mr. Nugent Dubourg, for the last 
time." 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



13a 



" Have I? Who will pr&rent me from doing 
it again ?'' 

"I will." 

This time he took it serionsty. 

** Yon ?" he said. ** How are you to control 
me, if you please ?" 

*' I can control yon through Lncilla. When I 
get back to the rectory I can, and will, tell Ln- 
cilla the trnth." 

He started, and instantly recovered himself. 

*' Yon forget something, Madame Pratolungo. 
Yon forget what the surgeon in attendance on 
her has told us.*' 

"I remember it perfectly. If we say or do 
any thing to agitate his patient, in her present 
state, the surgeon refuses to answer ifor the con- 
sequences. '* 

" Well ?" 

" Well — between the alternative of leaving you 
free to break both their hearts, and the altema- 
f^ve of setting the surgeon's warning at defiance 
^-dreadful as the choice is, my choice is made. 
I tell you to your face, I would rather see Lncil- 
la blind again than see her your wife.** 

His estimate of the strength of the position on 
his side had been necessarily based on one con- 
viction — ^the conviction that Orosse's profession- 
al authority would tie my tongue. I had scat- 
tered his calculations to the winds. He turned 
so deadly pale that, dim as the light was, I could 
see the change in his face. 

" I don't believe you I" he said. 

"Present yourself at the rectory to-morrow," 
I answered, " and you will see. I have no more 
to say to you. Let me by.V 

You tnay suppose I was only trying to frighten 
him. I was doing nothing of the sort. Blame 
me or approve of me as you please, I was ex- 
pressing the resolution which I had in my mind 
when I spoke. Whether my courage would have 
held out through the walk from Browndown to 
the rectory — ^whether I should have shrunk from 
it when I actually found myself in Lucilla's pres- 
ence — ^is more than I can venture to decide. All 
I say is that I did, in my desperation, positively 
mean doing it at the moment when I threatened 
to do it, and that Nugent Dubourg heard some- 
thing in my voice which told him I was in earnest. 

" You fiend !*' he burst out, stepping close up 
to me, with a look of fury. 

The whole passionate fervor of the love that 
the miserable wretch felt for her shook him from 
head to foot as his horror of me found its way 
to expression in those two words. 

"Spare me your opinion of my character, "I 
said. *'*' I don't expect you to understand the 
motived of an honest woman. Por the last time, 
let me by !*^ 

Instead of letting me by, he locked the door, 
and put the key in his pocket. That done, he 
pointed to the chair that I had left. 

"Sit down," he said, with a sudden sinking 



in Ms voice, which implied a sucfden change in 
his temper. " Let me have a minute ,to myself. " 

I returned to my place. He took his own 
chair on the other side of the table, and covered 
his face with his hands. We waited a while in 
silence. I looked at him once or twice, as the 
minutes followed each other. The shaded lamp- 
light glistened dimly on something between his 
fingers. I rose softly, and strewed across the 
table to look closer. Tears I On my word of 
honor, tears forcing their way through his fin- 
gers, as he held them over his face ! I had been 
on the point of speaking. I sat down again in 
silence. 

" Say what you want of me. Tell me what 
you wish me to do." 

Those were his first words. He spoke them 
without moving his hands ; so quietly, so sadly, 
with such hopeless sorrow, such uncomplaining 
resignation in his voice, that I, who had entered 
that room hating him, rose again, and went round 
to his chair. I, who a minute ago, if I had had 
the strength, would have struck him down on 
the floor at my feet, laid my hand on his shoul- 
der, pit3ing him from the bottom of my heart. 
That is what women are! There is a specimen 
of their sense, firmness, and self-control ! 

' * Be just, Nugent,** I said. " Be honorable. Be 
all that I once thought you. I want no more.** 

He dropped his arms on the table ; his head 
fell tm them, ^nd he burst into a fit of crying. 
It was so like his brother that I could almost 
have fancied I, too, had mistaken one of them 
for the other. " Oscar over again,*' I thought 
to myself, " on the first day when I spoke to him 
in this very room !** 

" Come !'* I said, when he was quieter. " We 
shall end in understanding each other and in 
respecting each other, after all.** 

He irritably shook my hand off his shoulder, 
and turned his face away from the light. . 

"Don*t talk of understanding me," he said. 
** Your sympathy is for Oscar. He is the vic- 
tim ; he is the martyr ; he has all your consid- 
eration and all your pity. I am a coward ; I am 
a villain ; I have no honor and no heart. Tread 
Me under foot like a reptile. My misery is only 
what I deserve ! Compassion is thrown away — 
isn't it ?— on such a scoundrel as I am !" 

I was sorely puzzled how to answer him. All 
that he had said against himself I had thought 
of him in my own mind. And why not? He 
had behaved infamously ; he wots a fit object for 
righteous indignation. And yet — and yet — ^it is 
sometimes so very hard, however badly a man 
may have behaved, for women to hold out against 
forgiving him when they know that a woman is 
at the bottom of it ! 

"Whatever I may have thought of you,*' I 
said, "it is still in your power, Nugent, to win 
back my old regard for yon." 

"Is it?" he answered, scornfully. "I know 
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better than that. You ai-e not talking to Oscar 
now — ^yoQ are talking to a man who has had some 
experience of women. I know how you all hold 
to your opinions because they are your opinions, 
without asking yourselves whether they are right 
or wrong. There are men who could under- 
stand me and pity me. No woman can do it. 
The best and cleverest among you don't know 
what love is — as a man feels it. It isn't the fren- 
zy- with You that it is with Us. It acknowl- 
edges restraints in a woman — ^it bursts through 
every thing in a man. It robs him of his intelli- 
gence, his honor, his self-respect ; it levels him 
with the brutes ; it debases him into idiocy ; it 
lashes him into madness. I tell you I am not 
accountable for my own actions. The kindest 
thing you could do for me would be to shut me 
up in a mad-house. . The best thing I could do 
tor myself would be to cut my throat. Oh yes ! 
this is a shocking way of talking, isn't it ? I 
ought to struggle against it, as you say. I 
ought to summon my self-control. Ha! ha! ha! 
Here is a clever woman — here is an experienced 
woman. And yet, though she has seen me in 
Lucilla's company hundreds of times, she has 
never once discovered the signs of a struggle in 
me ! From the moment when I first saw that 
heavenly creature it has been one long fight 
against myself, one infernal torment of shame 
and remorse ; and this clever friend of mine has 
observed so little and knows so little that she can 
only view my conduct in one light — it is the con- 
duct of a coward and a villain !" 

He got up, and took a turn in the room. I 
was — naturally, I think — a little irritated by his 
way of putting it. A man assuming to know 
more about love than a woman ! Was there ever 
such a monstrous per\'er8ion of the trnth as that ? 
I appeal to the women ! 

**You ought to be the last person to blame 
me," I said. " I had too high an opinion of you 
to suspect what was going on. I will never make 
the same mistake again — I promise you that!" 

He came back, and stood still in front of me, 
looking me hard in the face. 



and when I remembered that my voice and his 
were exactly alike ? When we firat talked of bis 
telling Lucilla of the discoloration of his face, did 
I not agree with you that he ought to put him- 
self right with her, in his own interests ? When 
she all but found it out for herself, whose influ- 
ence was used to make him own it? Mine! 
What did I do when he tried to confess it, and 
failed to make her understand him? what did I 
do when she first committed the mistake of be- 
lieving in« to be the disfigured man ?" 

The audacity of that^ast question £Eurly took 
away my breath. "You cruelly helped to de- 
ceive her," I answered, indignantly. **You 
basely encouraged your brother in his fatal poli- 
cy of silence." 

He looked at me with an angry amazement on 
his side which more than equaled the angiy 
amazement on mine. 

" So much for the delicate perception of a wom- 
an!" he exclaimed; "so much for the wonder-^ 
ful tact which is the peculiar gift of the sex ! 
You can see no motive but a bad motive in my 
sacrificing myself for Oscar's sake !" 

I began to discern faintly that there might have 
been another than a bad motive for his conduct. 
But — well! I dare say I was wrong; presented 
the tone he was taking with me ; I would have 
owned I had made a mistake to any body else in 
the world ; I wouldn't own it to /nm. Inhere ! 

"Look back for one moment," he resumed, in 
quieter and gentler tones. "See how hardly 
you have judged me ! I seized the opportunity 
— I swear to you this is true — ^I seized the op- 
portunity of makingnnyself an object of horror 
to her the moment I heard of the mistake that 
she had made. Feeling in myself that I was 
gi-owing less and less capable of avoiding her, I 
caught at the chance of making hir avoid me ; I 
did that, and I did more : I entreated Oscar to 
let me leave Dimchurch. He appealed to me, 
in the name of our love for each otlier, to remain. 
I couldn't resist him. Where do you see signs 
of the conduct of a scoundrel in all this ? Would 
a scoundrel have betrayed himself to you a dozen 



" Do you really mean to say you saw nothing ■ times oyer — as I did in that, talk of ours in ihe 



to set you thinking on the day when I first met 
her ?" he asked. " You were there in the room 
— didn't vou see that she struck me dumb ? Did 
you notice nothing suspicions at a later time? 
When I was suffering maityrdom, if I only looked 
at her, was there nothing to be seen in me which 
told its own tale ?" 

" I noticed that you were never at your ease 
with her," I replied. "But I liked you and 
trusted you, and I failed to understand it. 
That's all." 

" Did yon fail to understand every thing that 
followed ? Didn't I speak to her father ? Didn't 
I trj' to hasten their marriage ? Did I really con- 
ceal what I felt when you told me that the first 
thiqg which attracted her in Oscar was his voice, i asked. 



summer-house ? I remember saying in so many 
words I wished I had never come to Dimchurch. 
What reason but one could there be for my saying 
that ? How^ is it that you never even asked me 
what I meant ?'' 

" You forget," I interposed, " that I had no 
opportunity of asking you. Lucilla interrupted 
us, and diverted my attention to other things. 
What do you mean by putting me on my defense 
in this way ?" I went on, more and more irrita- 
ted by the tone he w^as taking with me. " What 
right have you to judge my conduct?" 

Ho looked at me with a kind of vacant sur- 
prise. 

"//arc I been judging your conduct?" he 
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•* Yes I" 

'^ Perhaps I was thiDking, if yon had seen my 
infatuation in time, you might have checked it in 
time. No!" he exclaimed, before I could an- 
swer him. *' Nothing could have checked it — 
nothing will cure it but mj death. Let us try to 
agree. I beg your pardon if I have offended 
yon. I am willing to take a just view of your 
conduct. Will you take a just view of mine ?" 

I tried hard to take a just view. Though I 
resented his manner of speaking to me, I never- 
theless secretly felt for him, as I have confessed. 
Still I could not forget that he had attempted to 
attract to himself Lucilla's first look on the day 
when she tried her sight ; that he had personated 
his brother to Lucilla that very morning ; that 
he had suffered his brother to go away heart- 
broken, a voluntary exile from all that he held 
dear. No ! I could feel for him, but I could 
jiot take a just view of him. I sat down, and 
said nothing. 

He returned to the question between us, treat- 
ing me with the needful politeness when he 
spoke next. For all that, he alarmed me by 
what he now said, as he had not alarmed me yet. 

''I repeat what I have already told you," he 
proceeded. ''I am no longer accountable for 
what I do. If I know any thing of myself, I 
believe it will be useless to trust me in the future. 
While I am capable of speaking the truth, let me 
tell it Whatever happens at a later time, re- 
member this — I have honestly made a clean 
breast of it to-night." 

** Stop ! " I cried. ** I don't understand your 
reckless way of talking. Every man is account- 
able for what he does." 

He checked me there by an impatient wave of 
his hand. 

* ' Ke^ your opinion ! I don't dispute it. You 
will see ; you will see. Madame Pratolungo, 
the day when we had that private talk of ours in 
the rectory summer-house marks a memorable 
date in my calendar. My last honest struggle 
to be true to my poor Oscar ended with that day. 
The efforts I have made since then have been lit- 
tie better than mere outbreaks of despair. They 
have done nothing to help me against the pas- 
sion that has become the one feeling and the one 
misery of my life. Don't talk of resistance. All 
resistance stops at a certain point. Since the 
time I have told you of, my resistance has reached 
its limits. You have heard how I struggled 
against temptation as long as I could resist it. I 
liave only to tell you how I have yielded to it 
now." 

The reckless, shameless composure with which 
he said that began to set me against him once 
more. The perpetual shifts and contradictions 
in him bewildered and irritated me. Quicksilver 
itself seemed to be less slippery to lay hold of than 
this man. 

" Do you remember the day," he asked, '* when 

I 



Lucilla lost her temper, and received you so rude- 
ly at your, visit to Browndown ?" 

I made a sign in the affirmative. 

''You spoke, a little while since, of my per- 
sonating Oscar to her. I personal^ him, on the 
occasion I h^e just mentioned, for the first 
time. You were present and heard me. Did 
you care to speculate on the motives which made 
me impose myself on her as my brother ?" 

''As well as I can remember," I answered, 
" I made the first guess that occurred to me. I 
thought you were indulging in a moment's mis- 
chievous amusement at LudUa's expense. " 

" I was indulging the passion that consumed 
me ! I longed to feel the luxury of her touch- 
ing me and being familiar with me, under the 
impression, that I was Oscar. Worse even than 
that, I wanted to try how completely I could im- 
pose on her — how easily I might marry her, if I 
could only deceive you all, and take her away 
somewhere by herself. The devil was in posses- 
sion of me. I don't know how it might have 
ended if Oscar had not come in, and if Lucilla 
had not burst out as she did. She distressed me 
— she frightened me — she gave me back again to 
my better self. I rushed, without stopping to 
prepare her, into the question of her restoration 
to sight, as the only way of diverting her mind 
from the vile advantage that I had taken of her 
blindness. That night, Madame Pratolungo, I 
suffered pangs of self-reproach and remorse which 
would even have satisfied you. At the very next 
opportunity that offered I made my atonement 
to Oscar. I supported his interests ; I even put 
the words he was to say to Lucilla into his lips — " 

"When?" 1 broke in. "Where? How?" 

" When the two surgeons had left us. In Lu- 
cilla's sitting-room. In the heat of the cliscus- 
sion whether she should submit to the operation 
at once, or whether she should marry Oscar first, 
and let Grosse try his experiment on her eyes at 
a later time. If you recall our conversation, 
you will remember that I did all I could to per- 
suade Lucilla to marry my brother before Grosse 
tried his experiment on her sight. Quite use- 
less I Yon threw all the weight of your influ- 
ence into the opposite side of the scale. I failed. 
It made no difference. I had done what I had 
done in sheer despair : mere impulse — it didn't 
last. When the next temptation tried me I be- 
haved like a scoundrel — as you say." 

"I have said nothing," I answered, shortly. 

"Very well — as you think, then. Did you 
suspect me at last, when we met in the village 
yesterday? Surely even your eyes must have 
seen through me on that occasion ?" 

I answered silently by an inclination of my 
head. I had no wish to drift into another quar- 
rel Sorely as he vras presuming on my endur- 
ance, I tried, in Lucilla's interests, to keep on 
friendly terms with him. 

" You concealed it wonderfully well," he went 
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bn, *' when I tried to find oat whether you had 
or had not discovered me. You virtuoas peo- 
ple are not bad hands at deception when it suits 
your interests to deceive. I needn't tell you what 
mj temptation was yesterday. The first look of 
her eyes when they opeiied on the world, the 
first light of love and joy breaking on her heav- 
enly face — what madness to expect me to let 
that look fall on another man, that light show 
itself to other eyes ! No living being, adoring 
her as I adored her, would have acted otherwisis 
than I did. I could have fallen down on my 
knees and worshiped Grosse when he innocent- 
ly proposed to me to take the very> place in 
the room which I was deteimined to occupy. 
You saw what I 'had in my mind. You did 
your best— and did it admirably — ^to defeat me. 
Oh, you pattern people, yon can be as shifty 
with your resources, when a cunning trick is 
to be played, as the worst of us. You saw 
how it ended. • Fortune stood my fiiend at the 
eleventh hour ; fortune can shine, like the sun, 
on the just and the unjust I I had the first look 
of her eyes ! / felt the first light of love and 
joy in her face &lling on me/ ^ I have bad her 
arms round me, and her bosom on mine — " 

I could endure it no longer. 

"Open the door 1" I said. "I am ashamed 
to be fitting in the same room with you !" 

** I don't wonder at it," he answered. *' You 
may well be ashamed of me. I am ashamed of 
myself." 

There was nothing cynical in his tone, nothing 
insolent in his manner. The same man who 
had just gloried, in that abominable way, in 
his victory over innocence and misfortune now 
spoke and looked like a man who was honestly 
ashamed of himself. If I could only have felt 
convinced that he was mocking me or playing 
the hypocrite with me, I should have known 
what to do. But I say again — impossible as it 
seems — he was, beyond all doubt, genuinely peni- 
tent for what he had said the instant after he 
had said it ! With all my experience of human- 
ity, and all my practice in dealing with strange 
characters, I stopped midway between Nugent 
and the locked door, thoroughly puzzled. 

" Do you believe me?" he asked. 

** I don't understand you, " I answered. 

He took the key of the door out of his pocket, 
and put it on the table, close to the chair from 
which I had just risen. 

" I lose my head when I talk of her or think 
of her," he went on. "I would give every thing 
I possess not to have said what I said just now. 
No language you can use is too strong to con- 
demn it. The words burst out of me. If Lucil- 
la herself had been present, I couldn't have con- 
trolled them. Go, if you like. I have no right 
to keep you here after behaving as I have done. 
There is the key, at your service. Only think 
first, before you leave me. You had something 



to propose when you came in. You might in- 
fiuence me — you might shame me into behaving 
like an honorable man. Do as you please. It 
rests with you." 

Which was I — a good Christian, or a con- 
temptible fool ? I went back once more to my 
chair, and determined to give him a last chance. 

"That's kind," he said. "You encourage 
me ; you show me that I am worth tiying again. 
I had a generous impulse in this room yesterday. 
It might have been something better than an im- 
pulse, if I had not had another temptation set 
straight in my way." 

" What temptation ?" I asked. 

" Oscar's letter has told you : Oscar himself 
put the tonptation in my way. You must have 
seen it." 

" I saw nothing of the sort." 

"Doesn't he iell you that I ofi^ered to leave 
Dimchurch forever? I -meant it. I saw the 
misery in the poor fellow's face when Grosse 
and I were leading Lncilla out of the room. 
With my whole heart I meant it. If he had 
taken my hand, and had said Good-by, I should 
have gone. He wouldn't take my hand. He 
insisted on thinking it over by himself. H6 catne 
back resolved to make the sacrifice on his 
side—" 

" Why did you accept the sacrifice ?" 

" Because he tempted me." 

"Tempted you?" 

"Yes. What else can you call it, when he 
offered to leave me free to plead my own cause 
with Lucilla ? What el^ can you call it, when 
he showed me a. future life, which was a life 
with Lncilla ? Poor, dear, generous fellow, he 
tempted me to stay when he-ought to have en- 
couraged me to go. How could I resist him ? 
Blame the passion that has got me body stnd 
soul: don't blame iwc/" 

I looked at the book on the table — ^the book 
that he had been reading when I entered the 
room. These sophistical confidences of his were 
nothing but Rousseau at second hanji'I Good! 
If he talked false Rousseau,> nothing was left for 
me but to talk genuine Pratolungo. . I let iny- 
self go— I was just in the humor for it. 

" How can a clever man like you impose on 
yourself in that way?" I said. "Your future 
with Lucilla ! You have no future with Lucilla 
which is not shocking to think of. Suppose — you 
shall never do it as long as I liv& — suppose you 
married her ? Grood Heavens ! what a miserable 
life it would be for both of you ! You love your 
brother. Do you think you could ever really 
know a moment's peace, with one reflection per- 
petually forcing itself on your mind ? ' I have 
cheated Oscar out of the woman whom he loved ; 
I have wasted his life ; I have broken his heart' 
Yon couldn't look at her, you couldn't speak to 
her, you couldn't touch her, without feeling it all 
imbittered by that horrible reproach. And she ? 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



WliBt »rt of wife would she make yoa when she 
knew bow you had got her ? I don't know which 
of the two she woald hate most — jou or herself. 
Not a man would paia her in the street who 
would not ronse the thought in her, ' I wonder 
whether he has erer done anj thing aa base as 
what mj hasband has done.' Not a married 
woman of her acqtiaintance but would make her 
tiick at heart with envy and regret. 'Whatever 



1S9 

>r let him go, and disgrace yonraolf 



His ejes sparkled ) his color rose. He sprang 
to his feet^ and unlocked the door. What was 
he going to do ? To start for the Continent, oi- 
to tum me oat of the honee t 

He called to the Bervatit. 

" James I " 

"Yea, Sir?" , 



faalts he may have, jour husband hasn't won 
von as m; husband won me. ' Yon happy ? Yonr 
married life endorable 7 Come ! 1 have saved a 
few ponnds since I have been with Liidlla ; I will 
lay yon every &rtliing I possess yon two would 
ho separated by mnttial consent before you had 
been gi:i months man and wife, ^omwhich will 
joo do — vrill yon start for the Continent or slay 
here? Will yon bring Oscar back, like an hon- 



' Make the hoMe'.last Orhai>,MBdfmft,?r9to- .. 
longoand Ibaveleftit.. Yam^nW^oming t»e*; 

"Sir!" 

" Pack my portmantean, and send it after me 
o-morrow, to Nsgle's Hotel, London." 
He closed the door again and came hack to 

"Yoa refused to take my band when you camo 
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in/' he said. '* Will you take it now ? I leave 
Browndown when you leave it ; and I won't come 
hack again till I hring Oscar with me." 

*^Both hands!" I exclaimed — and took him 
hy both hands. I could say nothing more. I 
could only wonder whether I was waking or sleep- 
ing ; fit to be put into an asylum, or fit to go at 
large? 

*' Come !" he said. '* I will see yon as far as 
the rectory gate." 

' ' Toa can't go to-night, " I answered. ' ' The 
last train has left hours since," 

*' I can. I can walk to Brighton, and get a 
bed there, and leave for London to-morrow morn- 
ing. Nothing will induce me to pass another 
night at Browndown. Stop ! One question be- 
fore I put the lamp out." 

"What is it?" 

" Did you do any thing toward tracing Oscar 
when you were in London to-day ?" 

*' I went to a lawyer, and made what arrange- 
mcQts with him I could." 

** Here is my pocket-book. Write me down 
his name and address." 

I wrote them. He extinguished the lamp, and 
led me into the passage. The servant was stand- 
ing there, bewildered. '* Good-night, James. I 
am going to bring your master back to Brown- 
down." With that explanation, he took up his 
hat and stick, and gave me his arm. The mo- 
ment after, we were out in the dark valley, on 
our way to the village. 

On the walk back to the rectory he talked with 
a feverish volubility and excitement. Avoiding 
the slightest reference to the subject discussed at 
our strange and stormy interview, he returned, 
with tenfold confidence in himself, to his old 
boastful assertion of the great things he was go- 
ing to do as a painter. The mission which call- 
ed him to reconcile Humanity and Nature ; the 
superb scale on which he proposed to interpret 
sympathetic scenery for the benefit of su^Baring 
mankind ; the prime necessity of understanding 
him, not as a mere painter, but as Grand Consol- 
er in Art — I had it all over again, by way of sat- 
isfying my mind as to his prospects and occupa- 
tions in his future life. It was only when we 
stopped at the rectory gate that he referred to 
what had passed between us — and even then he 
only touched on the subject in the briefest possi- 
ble way. 

" Well ?" he said. " Have I won back your 
old regard for me? Do you believe there is a 
fine side to be found in the nature of Nugent Du- 
bourg? Man is a compound animal. You are a 
woman in ten thousand. Give me a kiss." 

He kissed me, foreign fashion, on both cheeks. 

" Now for Oscar I " he shouted, cheerfully. He 
waved his hat, and disappeared in the darkness. 
I stood at the gate till the last rapid pitpat of his 
feet died away in the silence of the night. 

An indescribable depression seized on my spir- 



its. I b^gan to donbt him again the instant I was 
alone. 

''Is there a time coming," I asked myself, 
' ' when all that I have done to-night must be done 
over again ?" 

I opened the rectory gate. Mr. Finch inter- 
cepted me before I could get round to our side of 
the house. He held up before me, in solemn tri- 
umph, a manuscript of many pages. 

" My Letter," he said. '* A letter of Chris- 
tian remonstrance to Nugent Dubonrg." 

'' Nugent Dubourg has left Dimchurch." 

With that reply, I told the rector in as few 
words as possible how my visit to Browndown 
had ended. 

Mr. Finch looked at his letter. All those 
pages of eloquence written for nothing? Ko! 
In the nature of things that could not possibly 
be. '' You have done very well, Madame Pra- 
tolungo," he remarked, in his most patronizing 
manner. '' Very well indeed, all things consid- 
ered. But, 1 don't think I shall act wisely if I 
destroy this. " He carefully lobked up his manu- 
script, and turned to me again with a mysterious 
smile. '* I venture to think," said Mr. Finch, 
with mock-humility, " My Letter will be wanted. 
Don't let me discourage you about Nugent Du- 
bourg. Only let me say : Is he to be trusted ?" 

It was said by a fool : it would never hfive been 
said at all if he had not wntten his wonderful let- 
ter. Still it echoed with a painful fidelity the mis- 
giving secretly present at that moment in my own 
mind ; and, more yet, it echoed the misgiving in 
Nugent's mind — the donbt of himself which his 
own lips had confessed to me in so many wordi^. 
I wished the rector good-night, and went up 
stairs. 

Lucilla was in bed and asleep when I softly 
opened her door. 

After looking for a while at her lovely, peaceful 
face, I was obliged to turn away. It was time I 
left the bedside, when the sight of her only made 
my spirits sink lower and lower. As I cast my 
last look at her before I closed the door, Mr. 
Finch's ominous question forced itself on me 
again. In spite of mysdf, I said to myself, 

''Is he to be trusted?" 



CHAPTER THE THIRTY-NINTH. 

SUE LEABNS TO SEE. 

With the new morning certain reflections 
found their way into my mind which were not 
of the most welcome sort. There was one seri- 
ous element of embarrassment in my position to- 
ward Lucilla which had not discovered itself to 
me when Nugent and I parted at the rectory 
gate. 

Browndown was now empty. In the absence 
of both the brothers, what was I to say to Lucil- 
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la when the fak^ Oscar failed to pay her his 
promised visit that daj ? 

In what a labyrinth of lies had the first fatal 
suppression of the truth involved us all ! One 
deception after another had been forced on us ; 
one disaster after another had followed retribu- 
tively as the result — ^and, now that I was left to 
deal single-handed with the hard necessities of 
our position, no choice seemed left to me but to 
go on deceiving Lucilla stilU I was weary of it 
and ashamed of it. At breakfast-time I evaded 
all further discussion of the subject after I had 
first ascertained that Lucilla did not expect her 
visitor before the afternoon. For some time 
after breakfast I kept her at the piano. When 
she wearied of music, and began to talk of Os- 
car once more, I put on my hat, and set forth on 
a domestic errand (of the kind usually intrusted 
to Zillah), solely for the purpose of keeping oat 
of the way, and putting ofi^ to the last moment 
the hateful necessity of telling more lies. The 
weather stood my friend. It threatened to rain ; 
and Lucilla, on that account, refrained from pro- 
posing to accompany me. 

My errand took me to a farm-house on the 
road which lecl to Brighton. After settling my 
business I prolonged my walk, though the rain 
was already beginning to fall. I had nothing on 
me that would spoil ; and, in my present frame 
of mind, a wet gown was a preferable alternative 
to returning to the rectory. 

After I had walked about a mile further on, 
the solitude of the road was enlivened by the ap- 
pearance of an open carriage approaching me 
from the direction of Brighton. The hood was 
up to protect the person inside from the rain. 
The person looked out as I passed, and stopped 
the carriage in a voice which I instantly recog- 
nized as the voice of Grosse. Our gallant ocu- 
list insisted (in the state of the weather) on my in- 
stantly taking shelter by his side, and returning 
with him to the house. 

'* This is an unexpected pleasure," I said. '* I 
thought yon had arranged not to see Lucilla 
again till the end of the week." 

Gro8se*s eyes glared at me through his spec- 
tacles with a dignity and gravity worthy of Mr. 
Finch himself. 

** Shall I tell you something ?" he said. *' You 
see sitting at your side a lost surgeon-optic. I 
shall die soon. Put on my tombs, if you please. 
The malady which killed this German mans was 
— Lofely Feench. When I am away from her 
— gif me your sympathies : I so much want it — 
I sweat with anxiousness for young miss. Your 
damn-mess-fix about those two brodders is a sort 
' of perpetual blisters on my mind. Instead of 
snoring peaceably all night in my nice big En- 
glish bedty I roll wide awake on my pillows, fid- 
geting for Feench. I am here to-day before my 
time. For what? For to try her eyes, you 
think? Goot madam, you think wrong! It is 



not her eyes which troubles me. Her eyes will 
do. It is You— and, the odders at your rectoiy- 
place. You make me nervous-anxious about my 
patients. I am afraid some of you will let the. 
mess-fix of those brodder-twins find its way to 
her pretty ears, and turn her poor little mind 
topsy-turvies when I am not near to see to it in 
time. Will you let her be comfortable-easy for 
two months more ? AchGott! if I could only be 
certain-sure of that, I might leave those weak 
new eyes of hers to cure themselves, and go my 
ways back to London again." 

I had intended to remonstrate with him pret- 
ty sharply for taking Lucilla to Browndown. 
After what he had now said it was useless to at- 
tempt any thing of that sort — ^and doubly nseless 
to hope that he would let me extricate myself 
from my difficulties by letting me tell her the 
truth. 

*' Of course you are the best judge," I said. 
" But you little know what these precautions of 
yours cost the unfortunate people who are left to 
carry them out." 

He took me up sharply at those words. 

''Yon shall see for your own self," he said, 
"if it is not worth the cost. If her eyes satisfy 
me, Feench shall learn to see to-day. Yon 
shall stand by, you obstinate womans, and judge 
if it is goot to add shock and agitation to the 
exhaustions and irritabilities and bedevilii^ents 
of all sorts which our poor miss must suffer in 
learning to see, after being blind for all her life. 
No more of it now till we get to the rectory- 
place." By way of changing the subject for the 
present, he put a question to me which I felt it 
necessary to answer with some caution. '' How 
is my nice boys? — my bright-clever Nugent?" 
he asked. 

"Very well." 

There I stopped, not feeling at all sure of the 
ground I was treading on. 

** Mind this !", Grosse went on. " My bright- 
boy -Nugent keeps her comfortable -easy. My 
bright-boy-Nugent is worth all the rest of yon to- 
gedder. I insist on his making his visits to young 
miss at the rectory-place, in spite of that windy- 
talky-paff-bag-Feencb-father of hers. I say posi- 
tive^ — ^Nugent shall come into the house." 

There was no help for it now. I was obliged 
to tell him that Nugent had left Browndown, 
and that I was the person who had sent him 
away. 

For a moment I was really in doubt whether 
the skilled hand of. the great surgeon would not 
be ignobly employed in boxing my ears. No 
perversion of spelling can possibly report the com- 
plicated German - English jargon in which his 
fury poured itself out on my devoted head. Let 
it be enough to say that he declared Nugent's 
abominable personation of his brother to be vital- 
ly important — so long as Oscar was absent — to 
I his successful treatment of the sensitive and ex- 
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citable patient whom' we had placed under his 
care. I vainly assured him that N agent's ob- 
ject in leaving Dimchurch was to set matters 
right again by bringing his brother back. Grosse 
flatlj declined to allow himself to be inflaenced by 
any speculative consideration of that sort. He 
said (and swore) that my meddling had raised a 
serious obstacle in bis way, and that nothing but 
his own tender regard for Lncilla prevented him 
fi*om ** turning the coachmans back, "and leaving 
us henceforth to shift for ourselves. 

When we reached the rectory gate he had 
cooled a little. As we crossed the garden he 
reminded me that I stood pledged to be present 
when the bandage was taken off. 

" Now mind I" he said. ** You are going to 
see if it is goot or bad to tell her that she has 
had those nice white arms of hers round the 
wrong brodder. You are going to tell me aft- 
erward if you dare say to her, in plain English 
words, * Blue-Face is the man.* " 

We found Lucilla in the sitting-room. Grosse 
briefly informed her that he had nothing partic- 
ular to occupy him in London, and that he had 
advanced the date of his visit on that account. 
*' You want something to do, my lofe, on this 
soaky-rainy day. Show Papa-Grosse what you 
can do with your eyes, now you have got them 
back again." With those words he unfastened 
the bandage, and, taking her by the chin, ex- 
amined her eyes — first without his magnifying 
glass ; then with it. 

*' Am I going on well ?** she asked, anxiously. 

'* Famous-well! You go on (as my goot 
friends say in America) first-class. Now use 
your eyes for yourself. Gif one lofing look to 
Grosse first. Then — see! see! see!" 

There was no mistaking the tone in which he 
spoke to her. He was not only satisfied about her 
eyes — he was triumphant. '* Soh !" he grunted, 
turning to me. '*Why is Mr. Sebrights not 
here to look at this?" 

I eagerly approached Lucilla. There was still 
a little dimness left in her eyes. I noticed also 
that they moved to and fro restlessly, and (at 
times) wildly. But, oh, the bright change in 
her ! the new life of beauty which the new sense 
had bestowed on her already ! Her smile, al- 
ways charming, now caught light from her eyes, 
and spread its gentle fascination over all her face. 
It was impossible not to long to kiss her. I ad- 
vanced to congratulate, to embrace her. Grosse 
stepped forward, and checked me. 

* ' No, " he said. '* Walk your ways to the od- 
der end of the rooms, and let ns see if she can go 
to you," 

Like all other people knowing no more of the 
subject than I knew, I had no idea of the piti- 
ably helpless manner in which the restored sense 
of sight struggles to assert itself in persons who 
have been blind for life. In such cases the ef- 
fort of the eyes that are first learning to see is 



like the effort of the limbs when a child is first 
learning to walk. But for Grosse's odd way of 
taking it, the scene which I was now to witness 
would have been painful in the last degree. My 
poor Lncilla — ^instead of filling me with joy, as I 
had anticipated — would, I really believe, have 
wrung my heart, and have made me burst out 
crying. 

'' Now !" said Grosse, la3ring one hand on Lu- 
cilla*s arm, while he pointed to me with the oth- 
er. ^' There she stands. Can you go to her?'* 

** Of course I can!" 

" I lay yon a bet-wager you can not I Ten 
thausand pounds to six pennies. Done-done. 
Now try !" 

She answered by a little gesture of defiance, 
and took three hasty steps forward. Bewildered 
and frightened, she stopped suddenly, at the third 
step, before she had advanced half the way from 
her end of the room to mine. 

" I saw her here," she said, pointing down to 
the spot on which she was standing, and appeal- 
ing piteously to Grosse. ^* I see her now, and I 
don't know where she is ! She is so near, I feel 
as if she touched my eyes — and yet** (she ad- 
vanced another step, and clutched with her hands 
at the empty air)— *^ and yet I 'can't get near 
enough to take hold of her. Oh ! what does it 
mean ? what does it mean ?** 

*'It means — pay me my six pennies!** said 
Grosse. '* The wager-bet is mine !** 

She resented his langhing at her with an ob- 
stinate shake of her head, and an angry knitting 
of her pretty eyebrows. 

'* Wait a little,*' she said. " You sha'n't win 
quite so easily as that. I will get to her yet !'* 

She came straight to me in a moment— just 
as easily as I could have gone to her myself if I 
had tried. 

"Another wager -bet!" cried Grosse, still 
standing behind her, and calling to me. * * Twen- 
ty thausand pounds this time to a four-pennies- 
bit. She hd^ shut her eyes to get to you. Hey ?" 

It was true — she had blindfolded herself! 
With her eyes closed, she could measure to a 
hair's breadth the distance which, with her eyes 
opened, she was perfectly incompetent to calcu- 
late ! Detected by both of ns, she sat down, 
poor dear, with a sigh of despair. ''Was it 
worth while," she said to me, sadly, ''to go 
through the operation for thisf" 

Grosse joined us at our end of the room. 

"All in goot time,'* he said. "Patience, 
and these helpless eyes of yours will learn. 
Sob! I shall begin to teach them now. Yon 
have got your own notions — hey? — about this 
colors and that ? When you were blind did yon 
think what would be your favorite colors if yon 
could see? You did? Which colors is it? 
Tell me. Come !'* 

"White first," she answered. ."Then scar- 
let.** 
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Grosse paased and considered. 

" White I understand," he said. " White is 
the fancy of a yoang girls. Bat why scarlets ? 
Could yon see scarlets when yon were blind ?" 

'^ Almost," she .answered, *'if it was bright 
enough. I used to feel something pass before 
my eyes when scarlet was shown to me." 

'' In these cataracts-cases it is constantly scar- 
lets that they almost see," muttered Grosse to 
himself. '' There must be reason for this — and 
I must find him." He went on with his ques- 
tions to Lucilla. **And the colors you hate 
most — which is he f " 

'* Black." 

Grosse nodded his head approvingly. ''I 
thought so," he said. *'It is always black that 
they hate. For this also thei'e must be reason 
— and I must find him." 

HaTing expressed that resolution, he approach- 
ed the writing-table, and took a sheet of paper 
out of the case, and a circular pen- wiper of scar- 
let cloth out of the inkstand. After that he 
looked about him, waddled back to the other end 
of the room, and fetched the black felt hat in 
which he bad traveled from London. He ranged 
the. hat, the paper, and the pen-wiper in a row. 
Before he could put his next question to her she 
pointed to the hat with a gesture of disapproval. 

**Take it away," she said. ''I don't like 
that." 

Grosse stopped me before I could speak. 

'^ Wait a little," he whispered in my ear. '* It 
is not quite so wonderful as you think. These 
blind peoples, when they first see, have all alike 
the same hatred of any thing what is dark." He 
turned to Lucilla. ** Say," he asked, ** is your 
favorite colors among these things here?" 

She passed by the hat in contempt ; looked at 
the'pen-wiper, and put it down ; locked at the 
sheet of paper, and put it down ; hesitated — 
and again shut her eyes. 

" No !" cried Grosse. ** I won't have it! How 
dare yon blind yourself in the presence of Me ? 
What ! I give yon back your sights, and you 
go shut your eyes. Open them—or I will put 
you in the comer like a naughty girls. Your fa- 
vorite colors? Now, now, now !" 

She opened her eyes (very unwillingly), and 
looked once more at the pen-wiper and the paper. 

^' I see nothing as bright as my favorite col- 
ors here," she said. 

Grosse held up the sheet of paper, and pressed 
the question without mercy. 

*' What ! Is white whiter than this ?" 

** Fifty thousand times whiter than that!" 

'* Goot. Now mind ! This paper is white." 
(He snatched her handkerchief out of her apron- 
ix>cket.) **This handkerchief is white too; 
whitest of the white, both of them. First les- 
son, my lofe ! Here in my hands is your favor- 
ite colors, in the time when yon were blind." 
*' Those r she exclaimed, pointing to the paper 



and the handkerchief, with a look of blf^ik dis- 
appointment as he dropped them on the table. 
She turned over the pen-wiper and the hat, and 
looked round at me. Grosse, waiting to try an- 
other experiment, left it to me to answer. The 
result, in both cases, was the same as in the cases 
of the. sheet of paper. and .the handkerchief 
Scarlet was not half as red — black not one-hun- 
dredth part as black — ^as her imagination had fig- 
ured them to her in the days when she was blind. 
Still, as to this last color — as to black — she could 
feel some little encouragement. It had afiected 
her disagreeably (just as poor Oscars face had 
affected her), though she had not actually known 
it for the color that she disliked. She made an 
effort, poor child, to assert herself against her 
merciless surgeon-teacher. '^I didn't know it 
was black," she said; '*but I hated the sight 
of it, for all that." 

She tried, as she spoke, to toss the hat on to a 
chair standing close by her, and threw it instead 
high above the back of the chair, against the 
wall, at least six feet away from the object at 
which she had aimed. *^ I am a helpless fool!" 
she burst out, her face flushing crimson with 
mortification. *'Don^t let Oscar see me! I 
can't bear the thought of making myself ridicu- 
lous before him I He is coming here," she add- 
ed, turning to me entrcatingly. ** Manage to 
make some excuse for his not seeing me till later 
in the day." 

I promised to find the excuse — ^all the more 
readily, that I now saw an unexpected chance of 
reconciling her in some degree (so long as she 
was learning to see) to the blank produced in her 
life by Oscar's absence. 

She addressed herself again to Grosse. 

* * Go on ! " she said, impatiently. * * Teach me 
to be something better than an idiot — or put the 
bandage on and blind me again. My eyes are 
of no use to me! Do you hear?" she cried, fu- 
riously, taking him by his broad shoulders and 
shaking him with all her might — "my eyes are 
of no use to me!" 

' * Now ! now ! now ! " cried Grosse. * * If you 
don't keep your tempers, you little spitfire, I will 
teach you nothing." He took up the sheet of 
paper and the pen-wiper ; and, forcing her to sit 
down, placed them together before her, in her lap. 

''Do you know one thing?" he went on. 
**Do you know what is meant by an objects 
which is square ? Do you know what is meant 
by an objects which is round ?" 

Instead of answering him, she appealed indig- 
nantly to my opinion. 

''Is it not monstrous," she asked, "to hear 
him put such a question to me as that? Do I 
know round from square? Oh, how cruelly hu- 
miliating ! Don't tell Oscar ! don't tell Oscar ! " 

"If you know," persisted Grosse, "you can 
tell me. Look at those two things in your lap. 
Are they both round or both square ? or is one 
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round and the odder iqiisn? Look now, end 
telt me." 

She looked — and uid nothing. 

"Well?" coniiDoed Grosae, 

''Ton pat me out, atanding there Btaring at 
me throogh yourborrid specCaclea!'' ahe eaid, ir- 
litablj. " Don't look at me, and I wilt tell yoa 
dii'ectly.'' 

GrOBse tuned his head m; way, with hii dU- 



He took the paper and the pen-wiper out of 
her hands ; and (ihorooghly understanding the 
trick she had played him), changed them far a 
bronie eaneer and a hook. " Which is round 
and which ii equare of these f" he asked, holding 
them up before her. 

She looked first at one, and then at tlie other 
— ^hiinlj incapable (with only her eyes to help 
her) of answering the qnestion. 



bolica] grin ; and s^ed to me to keep watch on 
her in his place. 

The ioslant his back wae turned, she shut her 
eyes, and ran orer the paper and the pen-wiper 
wkb the tips of her fingers 1 

"One is round, and one is square," she an- 
swered, cunningly opening her eyee Bgsia,jaBtii] 
time to bear critical inspection when Grosse 
turned round toward bw once more. 



"I put you ant — don't I?" said Grosse. 
"You can't shnt your eyes, my lofely Feench, 
while I am looking — can you ?" 

She turned red, then pale agun. I began lo 
be afraid she would burst out crying. Grosee 
managed her to peHectioa. The taet of this 
rough, ugly, eccentric old man waa the moet per- 
feet tact I have ever met with; 

"Shut your eyeB,"he said, aoothingly. "Itili 
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the right wajs to learn. Shut your eyes, and take 
them in year hands, and tell me which is round 
and which is square in that way firat." 

She told him directly. 

*' Groot I now open your eyes, and see for your- 
self it is the saucers you have got in your right 
hand, and the books yon have got in your left. 
You see? Goot again I Put them hack on the 
table now. What shall we do next ?" 

" May I try if I can write ?" she asked, eager- 
ly. " I do so want to see if I can write with my 
eyes instead of my finger !" 

'^Nol Ten thausand times no! I forbid 
reading ; I forbid writing, yet. Come with me 
to the window. How do these most troublesome 
eyes of yours do at a distance?" 

While we had been trying our experiment with 
Ludlla the weather had brightened again. The 
clouds were parting ; the sun was eoming out ; 
the bright gaps of blue in the sky were widening 
every moment; the shadows were traveling 
grandly over the windy slopes of the hills. Lu- 
dlla lifted her hands in speechless admiration 
as the German threw open the window, and 
placed her fiEuse to face widi the view. 

''Ohl" she exdfumed, ''don't speak to me! 
don't touch me! — ^let me enjoy it ! There is no 
disappointment here, I have never thought, I 
have never dreamed, of any thing half so beauti- 
ful as this r 

Grosse looked at me, and silently pointed to 
her. She had turned pale — she was trembling 
in every limb, overwhelmed by her own ecstatic 
sense of the glory of the sky and the beauty of 
the earth, as they now met her view for the first 
time. I penetrated the surgeon's object in di- 
recting my attention to her. '' See" (he meant 
to say), ''what a delicately organized creature 
we have to defl with ! Is it possible to be too 
careful in handling such a sensitive temperament 
as that?" Understanding him only too well, I 
also trembled when I thought of the future. Ev- 
ery thing now depended on Nugent And Nu- 
gent's own lips had told me that he could not 
depend on himself 1 

It wa» a relief to me when Grosse interrupted 
her. ' 

She pleaded hard to be allowed to stay at the 
window a little longer. He refused to allow it 
Upon that she flew instantly into the opposite 
extreme. "I am in my own room, and I am 
my own mistress," she said, angrily ; " I insist 
on having^my own way. " Grosse was ready with 
his answer. 

"Take your own ways; fatigue those weak 
new eyes of yours, and to-morrow, when you try 
to look out of window, you will not be able to 
see at alL" This reply terrified her into instant 
submission. She assisted in replacing the band- 
age with her own hands. "May I go away 
to my own room?" she asked, with the sim- 
plicity of a child. " I have seen such beautiful 



sights — and I do so want to think of them by 
myself." 

The medical advisei>instanily granted the pa^ 
tient's request. Any proceeding which tended 
to compose her was a proceeding of which he 
highly approved. 

' ' If Oscar comes, " she whispered, as she passed 
me on her way to the door, "mind I hear of it, 
and mind you don't tell him of the mistakes I 
have made." She paused for a moment, think- 
ing. "I don't understand myself," she said. 
" I never was so happy in my life. And yet I 
feel almost ready to ciy!" She turned toward 
Grosse. "Come here, papa. You have been 
very good to me to-day. I will give you a kiss. " 
She laid her hands lightly on his shoulders, kiss- 
ed his lined and wrinkled cheek, gave me a lit- 
tle squeeze round the waist — ^and left us. Grosse 
turned shaiply to the window, and used his huge 
silk handkerchief for a purpose to which (I sus- 
pect) it had not been put for many a long year 
past. 



CHAPTER THE FORTIETH. 
tbace8 of nugent. 

"Madame PratolungoI" 

"Herr Grosse?" 

He put his handkerchief back ipto his pocket, 
and turned round to me from the window with 
his face composed again, and his tea-caddy snuff- 
box in his hand. 

"Now you have seen for your own self," he. 
said, with an emphatic rap on the box, " do you 
dare tell that sweet girls which of them it is that 
has gone his ways and left her forever?" 

It is not easy to find a limit to the obstinacy of 
women — when men expect them to acknowledge 
themselves to have been wrong. After what I 
had seen, I no more dared tell her than he did. 
I was only too obstinate to acknowledge it to him 
— ^just yet. 

"Mind this!" he went on. "Whethei; you 
shake her with frights, or whether you heat her 
with rages, or whether you< wound bier with gri^fd 
— it all goes straight the same to those weak 
new eyes of hers. They are^ sq weiak and so new^ 
that I must ask once more for ihy bedt here' to- 
night, for to see to-morrow if I have not already 
tried them too much. Now, for the last time of 
asking, have you got the abominable courage in 
you to tell her the truth ?" 

He had found my limit at last I was obliged 
to own (heartily as I disliked doing it) that there 
was, for the present, no choice left but mercifully 
to conceal the truth. Having gone this length, 
I next attempted to consult him as to the safest 
manner in which I could account to Lucilla for 
Oscar's absence. He refused (as a man) to rec- 
ognize the slightest necessity for giving me (as a 
woman) any advice on a question of evasions and 
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excuses. " I have not lived all my years in the 
world without learning something," he said. 
" When it comes to walking upon egg-shells and 
telling fips, the womens have nothing to leafn 
from the mens. — ^Will you take a little stroll-walk 
with me in the garden ? I have one odder thing 
to say to yoa ; and I am hungry and thirsty both 
togedder— for This." 

He produced " This/' in the form of his pipe. 
We left the room at once for onr stroll in the 
garden. 

Having solaced himself with his first mouthful 
of tobacco-«moke, he startled me by announcing 
that he meant to remove LuciUa forthwith from 
Dimchnrch to the sea-side. In doing this he was 
actuated by two motives — first, the medical mo- 
tive of strengthening her constitution ; second, 
the personal motive of preserving her from mak- 
ing painful discoveries by placing her out of reach 
of the gossip of the rectory and the village. 
Grosse had the lowest opinion of Mr. Finch and 
his household. His dislike and distrust of the 
rector, in particular, knew no bounds : he char- 
acterized the Pope of Dimchurch as an Ape 
with a long tongue, and a man-and-monkey ca- 
pacity for doing mischief. Bamsgate was the 
watering-place which he had fixed on. It was 
at a safe distance from Dimchurch ; and it was 
near enough to London to enable him to visit Lu- 
cilla frequently. The one thing needed was my 
co-operation in the new pl^n. If I was at liberty 
to take charge of Lncilla, he would speak to the 
Ape with the long tongue ; and we might start for 
^Bamsgate before the end of the week. 

Was there any thing to prevent me from carry- 
ing out the arrangement proposed ? 

There was nothing to prevent me. My one 
other anxiety apart from Ludlla — anxiety about 
good Papa — had now, for some time, been hap- 
pily set at rest. Letter after letter from my sis- 
ters in France, brought me always the same 
cheering news. My evergreen parent had at last 
discovered that he was no longer in the first 
bloom of his youth. He had resigned to his jun- 
iors, with pathetic expressions of regret, the mak- 
ing of love and the fighting of duels. Bavaged 
by past passions, this dear innocent had now found 
a refiige from swords, pistols, and the sex in col- 
lecting butterflies and playing on the guitar. I 
was free whoUy to devote myself to Lucilla, and 
I honestly rejoiced in the prospect before me. 
Alone with her, and away from the rectory (where 
there was always danger of gossip reaching her 
ears), I could rely on myself to protect her from 
harm in the present, and to preserve her for Os- 
car in the future. With aU my heart I agreed 
to the arrangements as Grosse proposed them. 
When we parted in the garden, he went round 
to the rector's side of the house to announce (in 
his medical capacity) the decision at which he 
had arrived ; while I, on my side, went back to 
Lucilla to make the best excuses that I could in- 



vent for Oscar, and to prepare her for our speedy 
removal from Dimchurch. 
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Gone, without coming to say good-by! 
Grone, without even writing to me !" 

There was the first impression I produced on 
her, when I had done my best to account harm- 
lessly for Oscar's absence. I had, as I thought, 
taken the shortest and simplest way out of the 
diflSculty by merely inverting the truth. In. 
other words, by telling her that Nugent had got 
into some serious embarrassment abroad, and 
that Oscar had been called away at a moment's 
notice to follow him and help him. It was in 
vain that I reminded her of Oscar's wellrknown 
horror of leave-takings of all kinds ; in vain that 
I represented the urgency of the matter as leav- 
ing him no alternative but to confide his excuses 
and his farewells to me ; in vain I promised for him 
that he would write to her at the first opportunity. 
She listened, without conviction. : The more per- 
severingly I tried to account for it, the more per- 
severingly she dwelt on Oscar's unaccountable dis- 
regard of her claims on his consideration for her. 
As for our journey to Bamsgate, it was impossi- 
ble to interest her in the subject. I gave it up in 
despair. 

" Surely Oscar has left some address at which 
I can write to him ?" she said. 

I could only answer that he was not sure 
enough of his movements to be able to do that 
before he went away. 

'*It is more provoking than you think," she 
went on. ''I believe Oscar is afraid to bring 
his unfortunate brother into my presence. The 
blue face startled me when I saw it, I know. 
But I have quite got over that. I feel none of 
the absurd terror oLthe poor jnan which I felt 
when I was blind. Now that I have seen for my- 
self what he is really like, I can feel for him. I 
wanted to tell Oscar this — ^I wanted to srv that 
he might bring his brother to live with us if he 
liked — I. wanted to prevent (just what has hap- 
pened) his going away from me when he wishes 
to see his brother. You are using me very hard- 
ly among you ; and I have some reason to com- 
plain of it." 

While she was talking in this mortifying man- 
ner, I felt some consolation nevertheless. Os- 
car's disfigured complexion would not be the ter- 
rible obstacle in the way of his restoration to Lu- 
cilla that I had feared. All the comfort which 
this refiection could give I wanted badjy enough. 
There was no open hostility toward me on Lucil- 
la's part, but there was a coolness which I found 
more distressing to bear than hostility itself. 
> I breakfasted in bed the next morning, and. 
only rose toward noon — just in time to say good- 
by to Grosse before he returned to London. 

He was in high good spirits about his patient 
Her eyes were the better instead of the worse for 
the exertion to which he had subjected them on 
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the previons day. The bracing air of Ramsgate 
was all that was wanting to complete the success 
of the operation. Mr. Finch had started objec- 
tions, all turning on the question of expense. 
But with a daughter who was her own mistress, 
and who had her own fortune, his objections mat- 
tered nothing. By the next day, or the day aft- 
er at latest, we were to start for Ramsgate. I 
promised to write to our good surgeon as soon as 
we were established ; and he engaged, on his side, 
to visit us immediately after. ** Let her use her 
eyes for two goot hours every day," said Grosse, 
at parting. " She may do what she likes with 
them, except that she must not peep into books 
or take up pens, till I come to you at Ramsgate. 
It is most wonderful-beautiful to see how those 
new eyes of hers do get along. When I next 
meet goot Mr. Sebrights — hey ! how I shall cock- 
crow over that spick-span-respectable man!" 

I felt a little nervous as to how the day would 
pass, when the Oerman left me alone with Lucilla. 

To my amazement, she not only met me with 
the needful excuses for her behavior on the pre- 
vious day, but showed herself to be perfectly re- 
signed to the temporary loss of Oscar's society. 
It was she (not I) who remarked that he could 
not have chosen a better time for being away from 
her than the humiliating time when she was 
learning to distinguish between round and square. 
It was she (not I) who welcomed the little jour- 
ney to Ramsgate as a pleasant change in her dull 
life which would help to reconcile her to Oscar's 
absence. In brief, if she had actually received a 
letter from Oscar, relieving her of all anxiety 
about him, her words and looks could hardly 
have offered a completer contrast than they now 
showed to her words and looks of the previous 
day. 

If I had noticed no other alteration in her than 
this welcome change for the better, my record of 
the day would have ended here as the record of 
unmixed happiness. 

But, I grieve to say, I have something unpleas- 
ant to add. While she was making her excuses 
to me, and speaking in the sensible and satisfac- 
tory terms which I have just repeated, I noticed 
a curious underlying embarrassment in her man- 
ner, entirely unlike any previous embarrassment 
which had ever intruded itself between us. And, 
stranger still, on the first occasion when Zillah 
came into the .room while I was in it, I observed 
that Lucilla's embarrassment was reflected (when 
the old woman spoke to me) in the face and man- 
ner of Lueilla's nurse. 

But one conclusion could possibly follow from 
what I saw :. they were both concealing something 
from me, and they were both more or less 
ashamed of what they were doing. 

Somewhere — ^not very &r back in these pages 
— I have said of myself that I am not by nature 
a woman who is easily ready to suspect others. 
On this very account, when I find suspicion ab- 



solutely forced on Ae-'^as it was now — I am apt 
to fly into the opposite extreme. In the present 
case, I fixed on the person to suspect — ^all the 
more readily from having been slow to suspect 
him in by-gone days. "In some way or other," 
I said to myself, ** Nugent Dubourg is at the bot- 
tom of this." 

Was he communicating with her privately, in 
the name and in the character of Oscar ? 

The bare idea of it hurried me headlong into 
letting her know that I had noticed the change in 
her. 

" Lucilla !" I said. ** Has any thing happen- 
ed ?" 

** What do you mean ?" she asked, coldly. 
** I fancy I see some change — " I began. 
'* I don't understand you," she answered, walk- 
ing away from me as she spoke. 

I said no more. If our intimacv had been less 
close and less affectionate, I might have openly 
avowed to her what was passing in my mind. 
But how could I say/ to Lucilla, You are deceiv- 
ing me ? It would have been the end of our sis- 
terhood — the end of our friendship. When con- 
fidence is withdrawn between two people who love 
each other,. every thing is withdrawn. They are 
on the footing of strangers from that moment, and 
must stand on ceremony. Delicate minds will 
understand why I accepted the check she had ad- 
ministered to me, and said no more. 

I went into the village alone. . Managing mat- 
ters so as to excite no surprise, I contrived to 
have a little gossip about Nugent with Goothe- 
ridge at the inn, and with the servant at Brown- 
down. If Nugent had returned secretly to Dim- 
church, one of those two men, in our little village, 
must almost certainly have seen him. Neither of 
them had seen him. 

I inferred from this that he had not tried to 
communicate with her personally. Had he at- 
tempted it (more cunningly and more safely) by 
letter? 

I went back to the rectory. It was close on 
the hour which I had appointed with Lucilla — 
now that the responsibiUty rested on my shoul- 
ders — for allowing her to use her eyes. On tak- 
ing off the bandage I noticed a circumstance 
which confirmed the conclusion at which I had 
already arrived. Her eyes deliberately avoided 
looking into mine. Suppressing as well as I 
could the pain which this new discovery caused 
me, I repeated Grosse's words prohibiting her 
from attempting to look into a book or to use a 
pen until he had seen her again. 

" There is no need for him to fbrbid roe to do 
that," she said. 

" Have you attempted it already ?" I inquired. 
"I looked into a little book of engravings," 
she answered. '* But I could distinguish noth- 
ing. The fines all mingled together and swam 
before iny eyes." 

* * Have yon tried to write ?" I asked next. (I 
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was ashamed of myself for laying that trap for 
her — although the serious necessity of discover- 
ing whether she was privately in correspondence 
with Nngent might surely have excased it) 

"No," she replied. '*! have not tried to 
write." 
She changed color when she made that answer. 

It is necessary to own that, in putting my ques- 
tion, I was too much excited to call to mind what 
I should have remembered in a calmer state. 
There was no necessity for her trying to use her 
eyes — even if she was really carrying on a corre- 
spondence which she wished to keep secret from 
me. Zillah had been in the habit of reading her 
letters to her before I appeared at the rectoty ; 
and she could write short notes (as I have al- 
ready mentioned) by feding her way on the paper 
with her finger. Besides, having learned to read 
by touch (that is to say, with raised characters), 
just as she had learned to write, even if her eyes 
had been sufficiently recovered to enable her to 
distinguish small objects, nothing but practice 
could have enabled her to nse them for purposes 
of correspondence. 

These considerations, thongh they did not strike 
me at the time, occurred to me later in the day, 
and altered my opinion to a certain extent I 
now interpreted the change of color which I had 
noticed in her as the outward sign of suspicion 
on her side — suspicion that I had a motive of my 
own in interrogating her. For the rest, my doubts 
of Nngent remained unmoved. Try as I might, 
I could not divest my mind of the idea that he was 
playing me false, and that in one way or another 
he bad contrived not only to communicate with 
Lucilla, but to persuade her to keep me in igno- 
rance of what he had done. 

I deferred to the next day any attempt at mak- 
ing further discoveries. 

The last thing at night, I had a momentary 
impulse to question Zillah. Reflection soon 
checked it My experience of the nurse's char- 
acter told me that she would take refoge in flat 
denial — and would then inform her mistress of 
what had happened. I knew enough of Lucilla 
to know (after what had already passed between 
us) that a quarrel with me would follow. Things 
were bad enough already, without making them 
worse in that way. When the morning came, I 
resolved to keep a watchful eye on the village post- 
office, and on the movements of the nurse. 

When the morning came, there was a letter 
for me from abroad. 

The address was in the handwriting of one of 
my sisters. We usually wrote to each other at 
intervals of a fortnight or three weeks. This 
letter had followed its predecessor after an inter- 
val of less than one week. What did it mean ? 
Good news or bad ? 

I opened the letter. 

It inclosed a telegram announcing that my 
poor dear father was lying dangerously wounded 



at Marseilles. My sisters had already gone to 
him : they implored me to follow them without 
one moment of needless delay. Is it necessary 
to tell the story of this horrible calamity ? Of 
course it begins with a woman and an elopement 
Of course it ends with a young man and a duel. 
Have I not told yon already ? — ^Papa was so sus- 
ceptible; Papa was so brave. Oh, dear, dear! 
the old story over again. You have an English 
proverb : *' What is bred in the bone — ^" etcetera, 
etcetera. Let us drop the veil I mean, let as 
end the chapter. 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIRST. 

A HAHD TIMB FOR MADAME PBATOLUNGO. 

Ought I to have been prepared for the calam- 
ity which had now fiedlen on my sisters and my- 
self? If I had looked my own experience of my 
poor father &irly in the &ce, would it not have 
been plain to me that the habits of a life were 
not likely to be altered at the end of a life ? Sure- 
ly, if I had exerted my intelligence, I might 
have foreseen that the longer his reformation 
lasted, the nearer he was to a relapse, and the 
more obviously probable it became that he would 
fail to fulfill the hopeful expectations which I had 
cherished of his oondnet in the future ? I grant 
it all. But where are the pattern people who can 
exert their int^ig^ice, when their intelligence 
points to one conclusion, and their interests to 
another ? Ah, my dear ladies and gentlemen, 
there is such a fine, strong foundation of stupidity 
at the bottom of our conmion humanity — ^if we 
only knew it! 

I could feel no hesitation — as soon as I had re- 
covered myself— about what it was my duty to 
do. My duty was to leave Dimchnrch in time 
to catch the fast mail-train from London to the 
Continent, at eight o*clock that night 

And leave Lucilla? 

Yes I not even Lucilla*s interests— dearly as I 
loved her, alarmed as I felt about her — ^were as 
sacred as the interests which called me to my fa- 
ther's bedside. I had some hours to spare before 
it would be necessary for me to leave her. All 
I could do was to employ those hours in taking 
the strictest precautions I could think of to pro- 
tect her in my absence.' I could not be long 
parted from her. One way or the other, the mis- 
erable doubt whether my father would live or die 
would, at his age, soon be over. 

I sent for her to see roe in my room, and show- 
ed her my letter. 

She was honestly grieved when she read it 
For a moment — ^when she spoke her few words 
of sympathy — the painful constraint in her man- 
ner toward me passed away. It returned again 
when I announced my intention of starting for 
France that day, and expressed the regret I felt 
at b^ng obliged to defer our visit to Ramsgate 
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for the present. She not only answered restrain- 
edly (forming, as I &ncied, some thought at the 
moment in her own mind)^-she left me with a 
commonplace excase. ** Yon must have much 
to think of in this sad affliction : I won't intmde 
on yon any longer. If you want me, you know 
where to find me." With no more than those 
words, she walked out of the roon^. 

I never I'emember, at any other time, such a 
sense of helplessness and confusion as came over 
me when she had closed the door. I set to work 
to pack up the few things I wantedfbr the jour- 
ney, feeling instinctively that if I did not occupy 
my^f in doing something, I shonld hreak down 
altogether. Accustomed, in all the other emer- 
gencies of my life, to decide rapidly, I was not 
even clear enough in my mind to see the facts as 
they were. As to resolving on any thing, I was 
about as capable of doing that as the baby in 
Mrs. Finch's arms. 

The effort of packing aided me to rally a little 
— but did no more toward restoring me to my 
customary tone of mind. 

I sat down helplessly, when I had done, feel- 
ing the serious necessity of clearing matters up 
between Lucilla and myself before I went away, 
and still as ignorant as ever how to do it. To 
my indescribable disgust, I actually felt tears 
beginning to find their way into my eyes ! I had 
just enough of Pratolungo^s widow left in me to 
feel heartily ashamed of myself. Past vicissi- 
tudes and dangers, in the days of my republican 
life with my husband, had made me a sturdy 
walker — with a gypsy rdish (like my little Jicks) 
for the open air. I snatched up my hat, and 
went out to see what exercise would do for me. 

I tried the garden. No ! the garden was (for 
some inscrutable reason) not big enough. I had 
still some hours to spare. I tried the hills next. 

Taming toward the left, and passing the 
church, I. heard through the open windows the 
boom-boom of Beverend Finch's voice catechising 
the village children. Thank Heaven, he was out 
of my way, at any rate!' I mounted the hills, 
hurrying on as fast as I could. The air and the 
movement cleared my mind. After m<Hre than 
an hour of hard walking, I returned to the recto- 
ry, feeling like my old self again. 

Perhaps there were some dregs of irresolution 
still left in me. Or perhaps there was some 
enervating influence in my affliction, which made 
me feel niore sensitively than ever the change in 
the relations between Lucilla and myself. Hav- 
ing, by this time, resolved to come to a plain ex- 
planation, before I left her unprotected at the 
rectory, I shrank, even yet, from confronting a 
possible repulse by speaking to her personally. 
Taking a leaf out of poor Oscar's book, I wrote 
what I wanted to say to her in a notd. 

I rang' the bell— ^once, twice. Nobody an- 
swered it. 

I. went to the kitchen. Zillah was not there. 



I knocked at the door of her bedroom. There 
was no answer : the bedroom was empty when I 
looked in. Awkward as it would b^, I found 
myself obliged either to give my note to Lucilla 
with my own hand, or to decide on speaking to 
her, after all. 

I could not prevail on myself to speak to her. 
So I went to her room with my note, and knock- 
ed at the door. 

Here again there was no reply. I knocked 
once more — with the same result. I looked in. 
There was no one in the room. On the little ta^ 
ble at the foot of the bed, there lay a letter ad- 
dressed to me. The writing was in Zillah's hand. 
But Lucilla had written her name in the comer, 
in the usual way, to show that she had dictated 
the letter to her nurse. A load was lifted off my 
heart as I took it up. The same idea (I con- 
cluded) had occurred to her which had occurred 
to me. She too had shrank from the embarrass- 
ment of a personal explanation. She too had 
written — and was keeping out of the way until 
her letter Bad spoken for her, and had united us 
again as friends before I left the house. 

With these pleasant anticipations I opened the 
letter. Judge what I felt when I found what it 
reaUy contained. 
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BsAs Madamb Pbatoluitgo, — ^Tou will^ 
agree with me that it is very important, after 
what Herr Grosse has said about the recovery 
of my sight, that my visit to Bamsgate should 
not be delayed. As yon are unable, through cir- 
cumstances which I sincerely regret, to accom- 
pany me to the sea-side, I have determined to go 
to London to my aunt. Miss Batchferd, and to ask 
her to be my companion instead of you. I have 
had experience enough of her sincere siffection 
for me to be quite sure that she will gladly take 
the charge of me off your hands. As no time is 
to bd lostj I sUirt for London without waiting for 
your return from your walk to wish you good-by. 
You so thoroughly understand the necessity of 
dispensing with formal ferewells, in cases of 
emergency, that I am sure you will not feel of- 
fended at my taking leave of you in this way. 
With best wishes for your fether's recovery, be- 
lieve me, Yours very truly, 

^'LUCILXA. 

s 

"P.S. — ^You need be under no apprehension 
about me. Zillah goes with me as far as Lon- 
don ; and I shall communicate with Herr Grosse 
when I arrive at my aunt's house." 

But for one sentence in it I shonld most as- 
suredly have answered this crael letter by in- 
stantly resigning my situation as Lucilla's com- 
panion. 

The sentence to which I refer contained the 
words which cast in my teeth the excuses that 
I had made for Oscar's absence. The sarcastic 
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reference to my recent connection with a case of 
emergency, and to my experience of the necessity 
of dispensing with formal farewells, removed my 
last lingering doubts of Nugent's treachery. I 
now felt not suspicion only, bat positive convic- 
tion that he had communicated with her in his 
brother's name, and that he had contrived (by 
some means at which it was impossible for me 
to guess) so to work on Lucilla's mind-— so to 
excite that indwelling distrust which her blmd- 
ness had rooted in her character — as to destroy 
her confidence in me for the time being. 

Arriving at this conclusion, I could still feel 
compassionately and generously toward Lucilla. 
Far from blaming my poor deluded sister-friend 
for her cruel departure and her yet cruder let- 
ter, I laid the whole fault on the shoulders of 
Nugent. Full as my mind was of my own trou- 
bles, I could still think of the danger that threat- 
ened Lucilla, and of the wrong that Oscar had 
suffered. I could still feel the old glow of my res- 
olution to bring them together again, and still re- 
member (and determined to pay) the dfibt I owed 
to Nugent Dubourg. 

In the turn things had taken, and with the 
short time still at my disposal, what was I to do 
next? Assuming that Miss Batchford would ac- 
company her niece to Bamsgate, how could I put 
the necessary obstacle in'Nugent's way, if he at- 
tempted to communicate with Lucilla at the sea- 
side, in my absence? 

It was impossible for me to decide this, unless 
I first knew whether Miss Batchford, as a member 
of the family, was to be confidentially informed 
of the sad position in which Oscar and Lucilla 
now stood toward each other. 

The person to x^onsult in this difficulty was the 
rector. As head of the household, and in my 
absence, the responsibility evidently rested with 
Reverend Finch. 

I went round at once to the other side of the 
house. If Mr. Finch had returned to the rec- 
tory, after the catechising was over, well and 
good. If not, I should be obliged to inquire in 
the village, and seek, him at the cottages of his 
parishioners. His magnificent voice relieved me 
from all anxiety on this head. The boom-boom 
which I had last heard in the church, I now heard 
again in the study. 

When I entered the room Mr. Finch was on 
his legs, highly excited, haranguing Mrs. Finch 
and the baby, ensconced as usual in a comer. 
My appearance on the scene diverted his flow of 
language, for the moment, so that it all poured 
itself out on my unlucky self. (If you recollect 
that the rector and Lucilla's aunt had been, from 
time immemorial, on the worst of terms, you 
will be prepared for what is coming. If you hav^ 
forgotten this, look back at my sixth chapter and 
refresh your memory.) 

" The very person I was going to send for !*' 
sidd the Pope of Dimchurch. '*Don*t excite 



Mrs. Finch I Don't speak to Mrs. Finch ! You 
shall hear why directly. Address yourself ex- 
clusively to Me. Be calm, Madame Pratolnn- 
go ! you don't know what has happened. I am 
here to tell you." 

I ventui-ed to stop him, mentioning that Lu- 
cilla's letter had informed me of his daughter's 
sudden departure for her aunt's house. Mr. 
Finch waved away my answer with his hand, as 
something too infinitely unimportant to be worthy 
of a moment's notice. 

* * Yes ! yes ! yes 1 " he said. " You have a su- 
perficial acquaintance with the facts. But you 
are far from being aware of what my daughter's 
sudden removal of herself from my roof really 
means. Now don't be frightened, Madame Pra- 
tolungo ! and don't excite Mrs. Finch ! — How 
are you, my dear? how is the child? Both 
well. Thanks to an overruling Providence, both 
well. — Now, Madame Pratolungo, attend to 
this. My daughter's flight-^I say.flight advised- 
ly : it is nothing less — my daughter's flight from 
my house means (I entreat you to be calm !) — 
means Another Blow dealt at me by the fami- 
ly of my first wife. Dealt at me," repeated Mr. 
Finch, heating himself with the recollection of 
his old feud with the Batchfoi*ds — *' dealt at me 
by Miss Batchford (by Lucilla's aunt, Madame 
Pratolungo) through my nnofiending second wife 
and my innocent child. — Are you sure you are 
well, my dear ? are you sure the infant is well ? 
Thank Providence! — Concentrate your atten- 
tion, Madame Pratolungo! Your attention is 
wandering. Prompted by Miss Batchford, my 
daughter has left my roof. Bamsgate is a mere 
excuse. And how has she left it? Not only 
without first seeing Me — I am Nobody! — ^but 
without showing the slightest sympathy for Mrs. 
Finch's maternal situation. Attired. in her trav- 
eling costume, my daughter precipitately (entered 
(or to use my wife's graphic expression, ' bounced 
into^) the nursery, while Mrs. Finch was admin- 
istering maternal sustenance to the infant. . Un- 
der circumstances which might have touched the 
heart of a bandit or a savage, my- unnatural 
daughter (remind me, Mrs. Finch ; we will have 
a little Shakspeare to-night; I will read *King 
Lear') — my unnatural daughter announced with- 
out one word of preparation that a domestic af- 
fliction would prevent you from accompanying 
her to Bamsgate. Grieved, dear Madame JPra- 
tolungo, to hear it Cast your burden on Provi- 
dence. — ^Bear up, Mrs. Finch ; bear up. — Hav- 
ing startled my wife with this harrowing news, 
my daughter next shocked her by declaring that 
she was going to leave her father's roof without 
waiting to bid her father good-by. The catch- 
ing of a train, you will observe, was (no doubt at 
Miss Batchford's instigation) of more importance 
than the parental embrace or the pastoral bless- 
ing. Leaving a message of apology for Me, my 
heartless child (I use Mrs. Finch's graphic Ian- 
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gnage again — jon have feir, very fair powers of 
expression, Mrs. Finch) — my heartless child 
' bounced out' of the nnrsery to Catch her train ; 
having, for all she knew or cared, administered 
a shock to my wife which might have soured the 
fountain of maternal sustenance at its source. 
There is where the Blow falls, Madame Prato- 
lungo ! How do I know that acid disturbance 
is not being communicated at this moment, in- 
stead of wholesome nourishment, between moth- 
er and child ? — I shall prepare you an alkaline 
draught, Mrs. Finch, to be taken after meals. 
Pon't speak ; don't move I Give me your pulse. 
< — ^I hold Miss Batchford accountable, Madame 
Pratolungo, for whatever happens — ^my daughter 
is a mere instrument in the hands of my first 
wife*8 family. — Give me your pulse, Mrs. Finch. 
I don't like your pulse. Come up stairs directly. 
A recumbent position and another warm bath — 
nnder Providence, Madame Pratolungo!— may 
paiTy the Blow. — Would you kindly open the 
door, and pick up Mrs. Finch's handkerchief? 
Never mind the novel — the handkerchief." 

I seized my first opportunity of speaking again, 
while Mr. Finch was conducting his wife (with 
his arm round her waist) to the door — putting 
the question which I had been waiting to ask in 
this cautious form : 

'^Do you propose to communicate, Sir, either 
with your daughter or with Miss Batchford, 
while Lucilla is away from the rectory ? My ob- 
ject in venturing to ask — " 

Before I could state my object Mr. Finch 
turned round (turning Mrs. Finch with him) 
and surveyed me from head to foot with a look 
of indignant astonishment. 

'* Is it possible yon can see this double Wreck, " 
said Mr. Finch, indicating his wife and child, 
"and suppose that I would communicate, or 
sanction communication of any sort, with the 
persons who are responsible for it ? — ^My dear ! 
Can yon account for Madame Pratolungo's ex- 
traordinary question ? Am I to understand (do 
you understand) that Madame Pratolungo is in- 
sulting me ?" 

It was useless to try to explain myself. It was 
useless for Mrs. Finch (who had made several 
abortive efforts to put in a word or two on her own 
part) to attempt to pacify her husband. All the 
poor damp lady could do was to beg me to write 
to her from foreign parts. "I'm sorry you're 
in trouble ; and I should really be glad to hear 
from yon." Mrs. Finch had barely time to say 
those kind words before the rector, in a voice of 
thunder, desired me to look at "that double 
Wreck, and respect it if I did not respect Aim" 
— ^and with that walked himself, his wife, and his 
baby out of the room. 

Having gained the object which had brought 
me into the study, I made no attempt to detain 
him. The little sense the man possessed at the 
best of times was completely upset by the shock 



which Lucilla's abrupt departure iiad inflicted on 
his high opinion of his own importance. That 
he would end in being reconciled to his daughter 
— before her next subscription to the household 
expenses fell due — was a matter of downright cer- 
tainty. But, until that time came, I felt equally 
sure that he would vindicate his outraged digni- 
ty by declining to hold any communication, in 
person or in writing, with Bamsgate. During the 
short term of my absence from England Miss 
Batchford would be left as ignorant of her niece's 
perilous position between the twin brothers as 
Lucilla herself. To know this was to have gain- 
ed the information that I wanted. Nothing was 
left but to set my brains to work at once and act 
on it. 

^Ow was I to act on it ? 

On the spur of the moment I could see but 
one way. If Grosse pronounced Lucilla's re- 
covery to be complete before I returned from 
abroad, the best thing I could do would be to 
place Miss Batchford in a position to reveal the 
truth in my place, without running any risk of 
a premature discovery — in other words, without 
letting the old lady into the secret before the 
time arrived at which it could be safely divulged. 

This apparently intricate difficulty was easily 
overcome by writing two letters (before I went 
away) instead of one. 

ThQ first letter I addressed to Lucilla. With- 
out any reference to her behavior to me, I stated, 
in the fullest detail and with all needful delicacy, 
her position between Oscar and Nugent; and 
referred her for proof of the truth of my asser- 
tions to her relatives at the rectory. * ^ I leave it 
entirely to your discretion" (I added) " to write me 
an answer or not. Put the warning which I now 
give you to the proof; and if you wonder why 
it has been so long delayed, apply to Herr Grosse, 
on whom the whole responsibility rests." There 
I ended ; being resolved, after the wrong that 
Lucilla had inflicted on me, to leave my justifi- 
cation to facts. I confess I was too deeply 
wounded by her conduct — though I did lay all 
the blame of it on Nugent — to care to say a 
word in my own defense. 

This letter sealed, I wrote next to Lucilla's 
aunt. 

It was not an easy matter to address Miss 
Batchford. The contempt with which she re- 
garded Mr. Finch's opinions in politics and re- 
ligion was more than matched by the strong 
aversion which she felt for my republican opin- 
ions.! I have already mentioned, far back in 
these pages, that a dispute on politics between 
the Tory old lady and myself ended in a quarrel 
between us which closed the doors of her house 
on me from that time forth. Knowing this, I 
ventured on writing to her nevertheless, because 
I also knew Miss Batchford to be (apart from 
her furious prejudices) a gentlewoman in the 
best sense of the word ; devotedly attached to 
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her niece, and qnite m capable, when that devo- 
tion vat appealed lo, of doing jns^ce to me 
(apart from hijf forioni pngndice*} u I was of 
doing jaatice to her. Writing in tt tone of ansf- 
fbcted respect, and appealing to her forbearance 
to encourage mine, I reqaeated her to hand m<f 
letter to Lncilla on the day when the en^eon 
r^MiTted that all fnrtber necwsit; for hiB attend- 
ance bad ceased. In the interval before thia 
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bonrg &om ddng an; serioaa mischief in m; ab- 



'WhatOTOT his nnconlrolled in&tnation for Lb- 
dlla might lead him to do next, ha could pro- 
ceed to no BraiODB extremities nntil Grosae pro- 
nooncedhetrecoverj to be complete. Onct^day 
when Gro««e did that, she would recuse my let- 
ter, and would discover for benelf (he abomi- 
nable deception which had been practiced on her. 



happened, I entreated Miss Balchfbrd, in her 
niece's interests, to consider my letter as a strict- 
ly inivale commnnication ; adding that my snf- 
(tcient reasOD for venturing to make this condi- 
tion would be fonnd in my letter to Lndlla, 
which I anthorized her aunt io read at soon ai 
the time had arrived for opening it. 

By this means I had, as I firmly believed, taken 
the only possible way of preventing Nugent Dn- 



As to attempting to find Nugent, no idea of doing 
this entered my mind. Wherever he might be, 
at home or abroad, it would be equally nseless 
lo appad to his honor again. It would be de- 
grading myself to speak to him or to tmst him. 
To expose him lo Lueilla the moment it became 
poanble was tiie one thing to be don& 

I was ready with my leitert, one inclosed in the 
other, when good Mr. Gootheridge (with whom 
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I had arranged previously) called to drive me to 
Brighton in his light cart The chaise which he 
had for hire had been already used to make the 
same journey by Lucilla and the nurse, and had 
not yet been returned to the inn. I reached my 
train before the hour of starting, and arrived in 
London with a sufficient margin of time to spare. 

Resolved to make sure that no possible mis> 
chance could occur, I drove to Miss Batchford's 
house, and saw the cabman give my letter into 
the servant's hands. 

It was a bitter moment when I found myself 
pulling down my veil in the fear that Lucilla 
might be at the window and see me I Nobody 
was visible but the man who answered the door. 
If pen, ink, and paper had been within my reach 
at the moment, I think I should have written to 
her on my own account, after all ! As it was, I 
could only f(M*give her the injpry she had done 
me. From the bottom of my heart I forgave 
her, and longed for the blessed time which should 
unite ns again. In the mean while, having done 
every thing that I could to guard and help her, 
I was now f^ee to give to Oscar all the thoughts 
that I could spare from my poor, misguided &ther. 

Being bound for the Continent, I determined 
(though the chances were a hundred 4o one 
against me) to do all that I could, in my painful 
position, to discover the place of Oscar's retreat.* 
The weary hours of suspense at my Other's bed- 
side would be lightened to me, if I could feel 
that the search for the lost man was being car- 
ried on at my instigation, and that from day to 
day there was a bai« possibility of my hearing 
of him, if there was no more. 

The office of th»^ lawyer whom I had consult- 
ed dulling my previous visit to London lay in my 
way to the terminus. I drove there next, and 
was fortunate enough to find him still at business. 

No tidings had yet been heard of Oscar. The 
lawyer, however, proved to be useful by giving 
me a letter of introduction to a person at Mar- 
seilles accustomed to conduct difficult confiden- 
tial inquiries, and having agents whom he could 
employ in all the great cities of Europe. A man 
of Oscar's startling personal appearance would be 
surely more or less easy to trace, if the right ma- 
chineiy to do it could be only set at work. My 
savings would suffice for this purpose to a certain 
extent — and to that extent I resolved that they 
should be used when I reached my journey's end. 

It was a troubled sea on the channel passage 
that night. I remained on deck, accepting any 
inconvenience rather than descend into the at* 
mosphere of the cabin. As I looked out to sea 
on one side and on the other, the dark waste pf 
tossing waters seemed to be the fit and dreary 
type of the dark prospect that was before me. 
On the trackless path that we were plowing a 
faint, misty moonlight shed its doubtful ray, like 
the doubtful light of hope faintly flickering on 
my mind when I thought of the coming time t 

K 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-SECOND. 

THB BTOBT OF LUCILLA : TOLD BT HERSELF. 

Ik my description of what Lucilla said and 
did on the occasion when the surgeon was teach- 
ing her to use her sight it will be remembered 
that she is represented as having been particu- 
larly anxious to be allowed to try how she could 
write. 

The motive at the bottom of this was the mo- 
tive which is always at the 6ottom of a woman's 
conduct when she loves. Her one ambition is 
to present herself to advantage, even in the most 
trifling matters, before the man on whom he^ 
heart is fixed. Lucilla's one ambition with Os* 
car was this and no more. 

Conscious that her handwriting — thus far, 
painfully and incompletely guided by her sense 
of touch — ^piust present itself in sadly unfavor- 
able contrast to the handwriting of other women 
who could see, she persisted in petitioning Grosse 
to permit her to learn to *' write with her eyes 
instead of her finger," until she fairly wearied 
out the worthy German's power of resistance. 
The rapid improvement in her sight after her 
removal to the sea-side justified him (as I was 
afterward informed) in letting her have her way. 
Little by little, usinff her eyes for a longer and 
longer time on eadf succeeding day, she mastered 
the serious difficulty of teaching herself to write 
by sight instead of by touch. Beginning with 
lines in copy-books, she got on to writing easy 
words to dictation. From that, again, she ad- 
vanced to writing notes ; and from writing notes 
to keeping a journal — this last at the suggestion 
of her aunt, who had lived in the days before 
penny postage, when people kept journals and 
wrote long letters: in short, when people had 
time to think of themselves, and, more wonder- 
ful still, to write about it too. 

Lucilla's Journal at Ramsgate lies before me 
as I trace these lines. ' 

I had planned at first to make use of it, so as 
to continue the course of my narrative without a 
check, still writing in my own person, as I have 
written thus far, and as I propose to write again 
at the time when I reappear on the scene. 

But on thinking over it once more, and after 
reading the Journal again, it strikes me as the 
wiser proceeding to let Lucilla tell the story of 
her life at Ramsgate herself, adding notes of 
my own occasionally where they appear to be re- 
quired. Variety, freshness, and reality — I be- 
lieve I shall secure them all three by following 
this plan. Why is History in general (I know 
there are brilliant exceptions to the rule) such 
dull reading? Because it is the narrative of 
events written at second-hand. Now I will be 
any thing else you please except dull. You 
may say I have been dull already ? As I am an 
honest woman, I don't agree with you. There 
are some people who bring dull minds to theic 
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reading, and then blame the writer for it. I say 
no more. 

Consider it arranged, then. Daring my ab- 
sence on the Continent Lacilla shall tell the 
story of events at Bamsgate. (And I will sprinkle 
a few notes over it here and there, signed P.) 



LUCILLA'S JOURNAL. 

East Cliff, Bamsgate^ August 28. —A fort- 
night to-day since my aunt and I arrived at this 
place. I sent Zillah back to the rectory from 
London. Her rheumatic infirmities trouble her 
tenfold, poor old soul, in the moist air of the 
sea-side. 

How has my writing got on for the last week ? 
I am. becoming a little better satisfied with it 
I use my pen more easily ; my hand is less like 
the hand of a backward child than it was. I 
shall be able to write as well as other ladies do 
when I am Oscar's wife. 

[Note, — She is easily satisfied, poor dear. 
Her improved handwriting is sadly crooked. 
Some of the letters embrace each other at close 
quarters like dear friends, and some start asun- 
der like bitter enemies. This is not to reflect on 
LuciUa, but to excuse myself if I make any mis- 
takes in transcribing the Journal. Now let her 
go on. — P.] 

Oscar's wife ! When shall I be Oscar's wife ? 
I have not so much as seen him yet. Something 
— ^I am afraid a difficulty with his brother — still 
keeps him on the Continent The tone in which 
h^ writes continues to have a certain reserve in 
it lirfaich disquiets and puzzles me. Am I quite 
as happy as I expected to be when I recovered 
my sight ? Not yet ! 

It is not Oscar's fault if I am out of spirits 
every now and then. It is my own fault. I 
have offended my fother ; and I sometimes fear 
I have not acted justly toward Madame Prato- 
lungo. These things vex me. 

It seems to be my fate to be always misunder- 
stood. My sudden flight from the rectory meant 
no disrespect to my father. I left as I did be- 
cause I was quite incapable of facing the woman 
whom I had once dearly loved — ^thinking of her 
as I think now. It is so unendurable to feel 
that your confidence is lost in a person whom 
you once trusted without limit, and to go on 
meeting that person every hour in the day with 
a smooth face, as if nothing had happened ! 
The impulse to escape more meetings (when I 
discovered that she had left the house for a walk) 
was irresistible. I should do it again, if I was 
in the same position again. I have hinted at 
this in writing to my father ; telling him that 
something unpleasant had happened between Ma- 
dame Pratolungo and me, and that I went away 
so suddenly on that account alone. No use ! He 



has not answered my letter. I have written 
since to my step-mother. Mrs. Finch's reply 
has informed' me of the unjust manner in which 
he speaks of my aunt. Without the slightest 
reason for it, he is even more deeply ofiended 
with Miss Batchford than he is with me I 

Sad as this estrangement is, there is one con- 
solation, so fiir as I am concerned : it will not 
last My father and I are sure, sooner or later, 
to come to an nnderstanding together. Whoi I 
return to the rectory I shall make my peace with 
him, and we shall get on again as smoothly as 
ever. 

But how will it end between Madame Prato- 
lungo and me ? 

She has not answered the letter I wrote to her. 
(I begin ta wish I had never written it, or at 
least some of it — ^the latter part of it, I mean.) 
I have heard absolutely nothing of her since she 
has been abroad. I don't know when she will 
return, or if she will ever return, to live at Dim- 
church again. Oh, what would I not give to 
have this dreadful mysteiy cleared up ! to know 
whether I ought to fall down on my knees before 
her and beg her pardon, or whether I ought to 
count among the saddest days of my life the day 
which brought that woman to live with me as 
companion and friend ? 

Have I acted rashly, or have I acted vrisely ? 

There is the question which alwa3rB comes to 
me and ferments me when I wake in the night. 
Let me look again (for the fiftieth time at least) 
at Oscar's letter. 

[Note. — I copy the letter. Other eyes than 
hers ought to see it in this place. It is Nugent, 
of course, who here writes in Oscar's character 
and in Oscar's name. You will observe that his 
good resolutions, when he left me, held out as 
&r as Paris, and then ^ve way, as follows. — ^P.] 

* 

** Mt owk Dbassst, — I have reached Paris, 
and have found my first opportunity of writing 
to you since I left Browndown. Madame Pra- 
tolungo has no doubt told you that a sudden ne- 
cessity has called me to my brother. I have not 
yet reached the place at which I am to meet him. 
Before I meet him, let me tell you what the ne- 
cessity which parted us really is. Madame Pra- 
tolungo no longer possesses my confidence. 
When yon have read on a little farther, she will 
no longer possess yours. 

'^Alas, my love, I must amaze you, shock 
you, grieve you — I who would lay dovi^ my life 
for your happiness I Let me write it in the few- 
est words. I have made a terrible discovery. 
Lucilla, you have trusted Madame Pratolungo as 
your friend. Trust her no longer. She is your 
enemy, and mine ! 

*' I suspected her some time since. My worst 
suspicions have been confirmed. 

*'Long ere this I ought to have told you 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



156 



what I tell you bow. But I shrink from dis- 
tressing you. To see a sad look on your dear 
face breaks my heart It is only when I am 
away from you — when I fear the consequences 
if you are not warned of your danger — that I 
can sununon the courage to tear off the mask 
from that woman's false face, and show her to 
you as she really is. It is impossible for me to 
enter into details in the space of a letter; I re- 
serve all particulars until .we meet again, and 
until I can produce what you have a right to ask 
for — ^proof that I am speaking the truth. 

'*In the mean while I beg you to look back 
into your own thoughts, to recall your own 
words, on the day when Madame Fratolungo 
offended you in the rectory garden. On that 
occasion the truth escaped the Frenchwoman's 
lips — and she knew it ! 

'^Do you remember what you said after she 
had followed you to Browndown ? — ^I mean after 
she had declared that you would have fallen in 
love with my brother if you had met him first, 
and after Nugent (at her instigation no doubt) 
had taken advantage of your blindness to make 
yon believe that you were speaking to tne. When 
you were smarting under the insult, and when 
you had found out the trick, what did you say ? 

" You said these — or nearly these — ^words : 

'* ' She hated you from the first, Oscar-^she 
took up with your brother directly he came here. 
Don't marry me at Dimchurch 1 Find out some 
place that they don't know of! They are both 
in a conspiracy togeth^ against yon and against 
me. Take care of them I take care of them !' 

'* Lucilla, I echo your own words to you ! I 
return the warning — the prophetic warning — 
which you unconsciously gave me in that past 
time. I am afraid' my unhappy brother loves 
you — and I know for c^tain that Madame Fra- 
tolungo feels the interest in him which she has 
never felt in me. What vou said, I say. They 
are in a conspiracy together against us. Take 
care of them ! take care of them ! 

*' When we meet again I shall be prepared to 
defeat the conspiracy. Till that time comes, 
as you value your happiness and mine, don't let 
Madame Fratolungo suspect that you have dis- 
covered her. It is she, I firmly believe, who is 
to blame. I am going to my brother — as you 
will now understand — with an object far differ- 
ent to the object which I put forward as an ex- 
cuse to your false friend. Fear no dispute be- 
tween Nugent and me. I know him. I firmly 
believe I shall find that he has been tempted 
and misled. I answer — now that no evil influ- 
ences are at work on him — for his acting like an 
honorable man, and deserving your pardon and 
mine. The excuse I have made to Madame 
Fratolungo will prevent her from interfering be- 
tween us. That was my one object in makuig it. 

** Keep me correctly informed of your move- 
naents and of hers. I inclose an address to 



which you can write with the certainty that 
your letters will be forwarded. 

" On my side, I promise to write constantly. 
Once more, don't trust a living creature about 
you with the secret which this letter reveals! 
Expect me back at the earliest possible moment 
to free you — ^^vith a husband's authority — from 
the woman who has so cruelly deceived us. 

'* Yours, with the truest affection, the fondest 
love, OsoAB." 

INote, — It is quite needless for me to dwell 
here on the devilish cunning — ^I can use no other 
phrase — which inspired this abominable letter. 
Look back to the twenty-seventh and twenty- 
eighth chapters, and you will see how skillfully 
what I said in a moment of foolish irritation, 
and what Lucilla said when she too had lost 
her temper, is turned to account to poison her 
mind against me. We are made innocently to 
supply our enemy with the foundation on which 
he builds his plot. For the rest, the letter ex- 
plains itself. Nugent still persists in persona- 
ting his brother. He guesses easily at the ex- 
cuse I should make to Lucilla for his absence ; 
and he gets over the difficulty of appearing to 
have confided his errand to a woman whom he 
distrusts by declaring that he felt it necessary 
to deceive me as to what the nature of that er- 
rand really was. As the Journal proceeds yoa 
will see how dextrously he works the machin- 
ery which his letter has set in motion. All I 
need add here, in the way* of explanation, is 
that the deUy in his arrival at Bamsgate, of 
which Lucilla complains, was caused by nothing 
but his own hesitation. His sense of honor — as 
I know from discoveries made at a later time — 
was not entirely lost yet. The lower he sank, 
the harder his better nature struggled tp raise 
him. Nothing, positively nothing, but his own 
remorse need have kept him at Faris (it is need- 
less to say that he never stirred farther, and 
never discovered the place of his brother's re- 
treat) after Lucilla had informed him by letter 
that I had gone abroad, and that she was at 
Bamsgate with her aunt. I have done : let Lu- 
cilla go on again. — F.] 

I have read Oscar's letter once more. 

He is the soul of honor ; he is incapable of 
deceiving me. I remember saying what he tells 
me I said, and thinking it too — for the moment 
only — when I was beside myself with rage. 
Still, may it not be possible that appearances 
have misled Oscar? Oh, Madame Fratolungo ! 
I had such a high opinion of you, I loved you so 
dearly — can you have been unworthy of the ad- 
miration and affection that you once inspired in 
me? 

I quite agree with Oscar that his brother is 
not to blame. It is sad and shocking that Mr. 
Nugent Dubourg should have allowed himself to 
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fall in love with me. Bat I can not help pitying 
him. Poor disfigared man, I hope he will get 
a good wife I How he must have suffered I 

It is impossible to eodare any longer my pres- 
ent state of sospense. Oscar mast and shall sat- 
isfy me about Madame Fratolango — ^with his own 
lips. I shaU write to him by this post, and insist 
on his coming to Bamsgate. 

Auguti 29. — I wrote to him yesterday, to the 
address in Paris. My letter will be delivered to- 
morrow. Where is he ? when will he get it ? 

{Abie.— That innocent letter did its fatal mis- 
diiflC I^ ended the straggle against himself 
wiudi had kept Nugent Dabonrg in Paris. On 
the morning* when he received it he started for 
England. Hare is the entry in Lncilla's jonr- 
naL— P.] 

Avgvst 31. — A telegram for me at break- 
ft»t-time. I am too happy to keep my hand 
steady ; I am writing horribly. It doesn't mat- 
.ter: nothing matters bat my telegram. (Oh, 
what a noble creature the man was who invented 
telegrams I) Oscar is on his way to Bamsgate ! 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-THIRD. 
lucilla's journal, continued. 

September 1. — I am composed enough to re- 
turn to my Journal, and to let my mind dwell 
a little on all that I have thought and felt since 
Oscar has been here. 

Now that I have lost Madame Pratolungo, I 
.have no friend with whom I can talk over my 
little secrets. My aunt is all that is kind and 
good. to me; but with a person so much older 
than I am — ^who has liv^ in such a different 
world from my world, and whose ideas seem to 
be so far away from mine — ^how can I talk about 
my follies and extravagances, and expect sympar 
thy in return ! My one confidential friend is my 
Journal — ^I can only talk about myself to myself, 
in these pages. My position feels sometimes 
like a very lonely one. I saw two girls telling 
all their secrets to each other on the sands to-day 
— and I am afraid! envied them. 

Well, my dear Journal, how did I feel— after 
longing for Oscar— when Oscar came to me? 

It is dreadful to own it ; but my book locks up, 
and, my book can be trusted with the truth. I 
felt ready to cry — I was so unexpectedly, so hor- 
ribly, disappointed. 

No. '* Disappointed" is not the word. I can*t 
find the word. There was a moment — I hardly 
dare write it: it seems so atrociously wicked 
— there was a moment when I almost wished 
myself blind again. 

He took me in his arms ; he held my hand in 
,his. In the time when I was blind, how I should 



have felt it! how the delicioas f»ii^/e would have 
run l^oogb me when he touched me ! Nothing 
of the kind happened now. He might have been 
Oscar's brother for all the efiect he produced on 
me. I have myself taken his hand since, and 
shut my eyes to try and renew my blindness, and 
put myself back completely as I was in the old 
time. The same result still. Nothing, nothing, 
nothing! 

Is it that he is a little restrained with me, on 
his side ? He certainly is ! I felt it the moment 
he came into the room — I have felt it ever since. 

No : it is not that. In the old time, when we 
were only beginning to love each other, he was 
restrained with me. But it made no difi^erence 
then. I was not the insensible creature in those 
days that I have become since. 

I can only account for it in one way. The 
restoration of my sight has made a new creature 
of me. I have gained a sense — ^I am ^o longer 
the same woman. This great change must have 
had some influence over me that I never suspect- 
ed until Oscar came here. Can the loss of my 
sense of feeling be the price that I have paid for 
the recovery of my sense of sight? 

When Grosse comes next I shall pat that 
question to him. 

In the mean while I have had a second disap- 
pointment. He is not nearly so beautiful as I 
thought he was when I was blind. 

On the day when my bandage was taken off 
for the first time I could only see indistinctly. 
When I ran into the room at the rectory, I 
guessed it was Oscar rather than knew it was Os- 
car. My fether's gray head and Mrs. Finch's 
woman's dress would, no doubt, have helped any 
body in my place to fix, as I did, on the right 
man. But l^is is all different now. I can see 
his features in detail, and the result is (though 
I won't own it to any of them) that I find my 
idea of him in the days of my blindness — oh, so 
unlike tl^e reality ! This one thing that is not a 
disappointment to me is his voice. When he 
can not see me I close my eyes and let my ears 
feel the old charm again — so far. 

And this is what I have gained by submitting 
to the operation, and enduring my imprisonment 
in the darkened room ! 

What am I writing? I ought to be ashamed 
of myself! .Is it nothing to have had all the 
beauty of land and sea, all the glory of cloud and 
sunshine, revealed to me ? Is it nothing to be 
able to look at my fellow-creatures — to see the 
bright faces of children smile at me when Tspeak 
to them ? Enough of myself! I am unhappy 
and ungrateful when I think of myself. 

Let me write about Oscar. 

« 

My aunt approves of him. She thinks him 
handsome, and says he has the manners of a gen- 
tleman. This last is high praise from Miss 
Batchford. She despises the present generation 
of young men. * ' In my time," she said the oth- 
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or day, * ' I used to see yoniig gentlemen. I only 
see young animals now ; well-fed, well-washed, 
well-dressed; riding animals, rowing animals, 
betting animals-^nothing mora" 

Oscar, on his side, seems to like Hiss Batch- 
ford on better acquaintance. When I first pre- 
sented him to her, he rather surprised me by 
changing color and looking very uneasy. He is 
almost distressingly nervous, on certain occasions. 
I suppose my aunt's grand manner daunted him. 

INote, — ^I really must break in here. Her 
aunt's ''grand manner" makes me sick. It is 
nothing (between ourselves) but a hook-nose and 
a stiff pair of stays. What daunted Nugent Du^ 
bourg, when he first found himself in the old 
lady's presence, was the fear of discovery. He 
would, no doubt, have learned from his brother that 
Oscar and Miss Batchford had never met. You 
will see, if you look back, that it was, in the na- 
ture of things, impossible they should have met. 
But la it equally clear that Nugent could .find out 
beforehand that Miss Batchford had been left in 
ignorance of what had happened at Dimchurch ? 
He could.do nothing of the sort — ^he could feel 
no assurance of his security from exposure, until 
he had tried the ground in his own proper person 
first. The risk here was certainly serious enough 
to mi^e even Nugent Dubourg feel uneasy. And 
Lucilla talks of her aunt's ''grand manner T' 
Poor innocent ! I leave her to go on, — P.] 

As soon as my aunt lefib us together tlfe first 
words I said to Oscar referred (of course) to his 
letter about Madame Pratolungo. 

He made a little sign of entreaty, and looked 
distressed. 

" Why should we spoil the pleasure of our first 
meeting by talking of her ?" he said. " It is so 
inexpressibly painful to you and to me. Let us 
return to it in a day or two. Not now, Lucilla 
— ^not now t" 

His brother was the next subject in my mind. 
I was not at all sure how he would take my 
speaking about it. I risked a question, however, 
for all that. He made another sigh of entreaty, 
and looked distressed again. 

"My brother and I understand each other, 
Lucilla. He will remain abi'oad for the present. 
Shall we drop that subject too ? Let me hear 
your own news — I want to know what is going 
on at the rectory. I have heard nothing since 
you wrote me word that you were here with 
your aunt, and that Madame Pratolungo had 
\gone abroad to her father. Is Mr. Finch well? 
Is he coming to Bamsgate to see you?" 

I was unwilling to tell him of the misunder- 
standing at home. 

"I have not beard from my father since I 
have been here," I said. ' ' Now you have come 
back, I can write and announce your return, and 
get all the news from the rectory." 



He looked at me radier strangely — ^in a way> 
which led me to fear that he saw some objection 
to my writing to my father. 

" I suppose you would like Mr. Finch to come 
here?" he said ; and then stopped suddenly, and 
looked at me again. 

"There is very little chance of his coming 
here," I answered. 

Oscar seemed to be wonderfully interested 
about my father. " Very little chance ?" he re- 
peated. "Why?" 

I was obliged to refer to the family quarrel — 
still, however, saying nothing of the unjust man- 
ner in which my fiither had spoken of my aunt. 

"As long as I am with Miss Batchford," I 
said, "it is useless to hope that my father will 
come here. They are on bad terms ; and I am 
afraid there is no prospect, at present, of their 
being friends again. Do you object to my writ- 
ing home to say you have come to Bamsgate ?" I 
asked. 

" I !" he exclaimed, looking the picture of 
astonishment. " What could possibly make you 
think that? Write by all means— and leave a 
little space for me. I will add a few lines to 
your letter.** 

It is impossible to say how his answer relieved 
me. It was quite plain that I had stupidly mis- 
interpreted him. Oh, my new eyes! my new 
eyes I shall I ever be able to depend on you as I 
could once depend on my touch ? 

[Note, — ^I must intrude myself again. I shall 
burst with indignation, while I am copying the 
Journal, if I don't relieve my mind at certain 
places in it. Bemark, before you go any farther, 
how skillfully Nugent contrives to ascertain his 
exact position at Bamsgate, and see with what 
a fatal unanimity all the chances of his person- 
ating Oscar, without discovery, declare them- 
selves in his favor ! Miss Batchford, as you have 
seen, is entirely at his meroy. She not only 
knows nothing herself, but she operates as a 
check on Mr. Finch, who would otherwise have 
joined his daughter at Bamsgate, and have in- 
stantly exposed the conspiracy. On every side 
of him Nugent is, to all appearance, safe. I am 
away in one direction. Oscar is away in anoth- 
er. Mrs. Finch is anchored immovably in her 
nursery. Zillah has been sent back from Lon- 
don to the rectory. The Dimchurch doctor 
(who attended Oscar, and who might have proved 
an awkward witness) is settled in India, as you 
will see, if you refer to the twenty-second chap- 
ter. The London doctor with whom he consult- 
ed has long since ceased to have any relations 
with his former patient As for Herr Grosse, if 
he appears on the scene, he can be trusted to shut 
his eyes professionally to all that is going on, 
and to let matters take their course in the only 
interest he recognizes — ^the interest of Lucilla's 
health. There is literally no obstacle in No- 
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gent's way ; imd no sort of protection for Ladl- 
la, except in the faithful instinct which persists in 
warning her that this is the wrong man — ^though 
it speaks in an unknown tongue. Will she end 
in understanding the warning before it is too 
late ? My friend, this note is intended to relieve 
my mind — ^not yours. All you have to do is to 
read on. Here is the Journal. I won't stand 
another moment in your way. — P.] 

September 2.— A rainy day. Very little said 
that is worth recording between Oscar and me. 

My aunt, whose spirits are always affected by 
bad weather, kept me a long time in her sitting, 
room, amusing herself by making me exercise 
my sight. Oscar was present by special invita- 
tion, and assisted the old kdy in setting this 
new seeing'^ense of mine all sorts of tasks. He 
tried hard to prevail on me to let him see my 
writing. I refused. It is improving as fiist as it 
can ; but it is not good enough yet. 

I notice here what a dreadfully difficult thing 
it is to get back — ^in such a case as mine — ^to the 
exercise of one's sight. 

We have a cat and a dog in the house. Would 
it be credited, if I was telling it to the world in- 
stead of telling it to my Journal, that I actually 
mistook one for the other to-day ? — after seeing 
so well, too, as I do now, and being able to write 
with so few false strokes in making my letters ! 
It is nevertheless true that I did mistake the two 
animals ; having trusted to nothing but my mem- 
ory to inform my eyes which was which, instead 
of helping my memory by my touch. I have now 
set this right. I caught up puss, and shut my 
eyes (oh, that habit ! when shall I get over it ?), 
and felt her soft fur (so different from a dog^s 
hair I), and opened my eyes again, and associated 
the feel of it forever afterward with the sight of 
a cat. 

To-day's experience has also informed me that 
I make slow progress in teaching myself to judge 
correctly of distances. 

In spite of this drawback, however, there is 
nothing I enjoy so much in using my sight as 
looking at a great wide prospect of any kind — 
provided I am not asked to judge how far or how 
near objects may be. It seems like escaping out 
of prison to look (after having been shut up in 
my blindness) at the long curve of the beach, 
and the bold promontory of the pier, and the 
grand sweep of the sea beyond — all visible from 
our windows. The moment my aunt begins to 
question me about distances she makes a toil 
of my pleasure. It is worse still when I am ask- 
ed about the relative sizes of ships and boats. 
When I see nothing but a boat I fimcy it larger 
than it is. When I see the boat in comparison 
with a ship, and then look back at the boat, I in- 
stantly go to the other extreme, and fancy it 
smaller than it is. The setting this right still 
"^xes me almost as keenly as my stupidity vexed 



me some time since when I fiaw my first horse 
and cart from an upper window, and took it for 
a dog drawing a wheelbarrow ! Let me add in 
my own defense that both horse and cart were 
figured at least five times their proper size in my 
blind fancy — ^which makes my mistake, I think, 
not so very stupid, after all. 

Well, I amused my aunt. And what effect 
did I produce on Oscar? 

If I could trust my eyes, I should say I pro- 
duced exactly the contrary effect on him — ^I made 
him melancholy. But I don't trust my eyes. 
They must be deceiving me when they tell me 
that he looked, in my company, a moping, anx- 
ious, miserable man. 

Or is it that he sees and feels something 
changed in Me ? I could scream with vexation 
and rage against myself. Here is my Oscar — 
and yet he is not the Oscar I knew when I was 
blind. Contradictory as it seems, I used to un- 
derstand how he looked at me when I was unable 
to see it. Now that I can see it, I ask myself. 
Is this really love that is looking at me in his 
eyes? or is it something else? How shoul4 I 
know? I knew when I had only my own fancy 
to tell me. But now, try as I may, I can not 
make the old fancy and the new sight serve me 
in harmony both together. I am afraid he sees 
that I don't understand him. Oh dear! dear! 
why did I not meet my good old Grosse, and be- 
come the new creature that he has made me, be- 
fore I met Oscar? I should have had no blind 
memories and prepossessions to get over then. 
I shall become used to my new sdf, I hope and 
believe, with time — and that will accustom me to 
my new impressions of Oscar — and so it may all 
come right in the end. It is all wrong enough 
now. He put his arm round me, and gave me 
a little tender squeeze, while we were following 
Miss Batchford down to the dining-room this 
afternoon. Nothing in me answered to it. I 
should have felt it all over me a few months 
since. 

Here is a tear on the paper. What a fool I 
am ! Why can't I write about something else? 

I sent my second letter to my father to-day^ 
telling him of Oscar's return from abroad, and 
taking no notice of his not having replied to my 
first letter. The only way to manage my father 
is not to take notice, and to let him come right 
by himself. I showed Oscar my letter, with a 
space left at the end for his postscript. While he 
was writing it he asked me to get something 
which happened to be up stairs in my room. 
When I came back he had sealed the envelope, 
forgetting to show me his postscript. It was not 
worth while to open the letter again ; he toM me 
what he had written, and that did just as well. 

[Note. — I must trouble yon with a copy of 
what Nugent really did write. It shows why he 
sent her out of the room, and closed the env^- 
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ope before she could come back. The postscript 
is also worthy of notice, in this respect — that it 
plays a part in a page of my narrative which is 
still to come. 

Thus Nngent writes, in Oscar's name and 
«iiaracter, to the rector of Dimchorch. (He 
would find the imitation of his brother's hand- 
writing no obstacle in his way. A close simi- 
larity of handwritings was — as I have, I think, 
already mentioned — one among the other strik- 
ing points of resemblance between the twins.) 

" Dear Mr. Fivch, — ^Lucilla's letter will have 
told you that I have come to my senses, and that 
I am again paying my addresses to her as her 
affianced husband. My principal object in add- 
ing these lines is to propose that we should forget 
the past, and go on again as if nothing had hap- 
pened. 

* ^ Nugent has behaved nobly. He absolves me 
from the engagements toward him into which I 
so rashly entered at our last interview before I 
left Browndown. Most generously and amply 
he has redeemed his pledge to Madame Prato- 
lango to discover the place of my retreat and to 
restore me to Lncilla. For the present he re- 
mains abroad. 

'* If you favor me with a reply to this, I must 
warn you to be careful how you write ; for Ln- 
cilla is sure to ask to see your letter. Remem- 
ber that she only supposes me to have returned 
to her after a brief absence from England, caused 
by a necessity for joining my brother on the Con- 
tinent. It will be also desirable to say nothing 
-on the subject of my unfortunate peculiarity of 
complexion. I have made it all right with Lu- 
cilla, and she is getting accustomed to me. Still, 
the subject is a sore one, and the less it is re- 
ferred to the better. Truly yours, 

"Oscar." 

Unless I add a word of explanation here, you 
will hardly appreciate the extraordinary skillful- 
ness with which the deception is continued by 
means of this postscript. 

Written in Oscar's character (and representing 
ITngent as having done all that he had promised 
me to do), it designedly omits the customary 
courtesy of Oscar's style. The object of this is 
to offend Mr. Finch-^with what end in view you 
will presently see. The rector was the last man 
in existence to dispense with the necessary apol- 
ogies and expressions of regret from a man en- 
gaged to his daughter, who had left her as Oscar 
had left her — no matter how the circumstances 
might appear to excuse him. The curt, off-hand 
postscript signed "Oscar" was the very thing to 
exasperate the wound already inflicted on Mr. 
Finch's self-esteem, and to render it at least 
probable that he would reconsider his intention 
of himself performing the marriage ceremony. 
In the event of his refusal, what would happen ? 



A stranger, entirely ignorant of which was Nu- 
gent and which was Oscar, would officiate in his 
place. Do you see it now ? 

But even the cleverest people are not alwa3r8 
capable of providing for every emei^ency. The 
completest plot generally has its weak place. 

The postscript, as you have seen, was a little 
masterpiece. But it nevertheless exposed the 
writer to a danger which (as the Journal will tell 
you) he only appreciated at its true value when 
it was too late to alter his mind. Finding him- 
self forced, for the sake of appearances, to per- 
mit Lucilla to inform her father of his arrival at 
Ramsgate, he was now obliged to run the risk 
of having that important piece of domestic news 
communicated — either by Mr. Finch or by his 
wife — to no less a person than myself. You will 
remember that worthy Mrs. Finch, when we 
parted at the rectory, had asked me to write to 
lier while I was abroad — ^and you will see, after 
the hint I have given you, that clever Mr. Nu- 
gent is beginning already to walk upon delicate 
ground. I say no more: Lucilla's turn now. — P.] 

September B. — Oscar has (I suppose) forgotten 
something which he ought to have included in 
his postscript to my letter. 

More than two hours after I had sent it to the 
post he asked if the letter had gone. For the 
moment he looked annoyed when I said. Yes. 
But he soon recovered himself. It mattered 
nothing (he said) ; he could easily write again. 
" Talking of letters," he added, " do you expect 
Madame Pratolungo to write to you?" (This 
time it was he who referred to her !) I told him 
that there was not much chance, after what had 
passed on her side and on mine, of her writing 
to me — and then tried to put some of those ques- 
tions about her which he had once already re- 
quested me not to press yet. For the second 
time he entreated me to defer the discussion of 
that unpleasant subject for the present — ^and yet, 
with a curious inconsistency, he made another 
inquiry relating to the subject in the same 
breath. 

"Do. you think she is likely to be in corre- 
spondence with your father or your step-mother 
while she is out of England ?" he asked. 

" I should doubt her writing to my father," I 
said. "But she might correspond with Mrs. 
Finch." 

He considered a little, and then turned the 
talk to the topic of our residence at Ramsgate 
next. 

How long do you stay here?" he inquired. 
It depends on Herr Grosse," I answered. 
" I will ask him when he comes next." 

He turned away to the window — suddenly, as 
if he was a little put out. 

"Are you tired of Ramsgate already?" I 
asked. 

He came back to me and took my hand — my 
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cold, insensible haiid,, that won't feel his touch 
as it ought! 

'* Let me be your husband, Lucilla,^' he whis* 
pere<l ; *' and I will live at Bamsgate if you like 
— for your sake.** 

Although there was eveiy thing to please me 
in those words, there was something that startled 
me — ^I can not describe it — in his look and man- 
ner when he said them. I made no answer at 
the moment. He went on. 

'* Why should we not be married at once?" he 
asked. " We are both of age. We have only 
ourselves to think of." 

[Note. — ^Alter his words as follows: "Why 
should we not be married before Madame Piato- 
lungo can hear of my arrival at Bamsgate ?" — ^and 
you will rightly interpret his motives. The sit- 
uation is now &8t reaching its climax of periL 
Ndgent's one chance is to persuade Lncilla to 
marry him before any discoveries can reach my 
ears, and before Grosse considers her sufficiently 
recovered to leave Bamsgate.-— P.] 

" You forget," I answered, more surprised than 
ever : "we have my father to think of. It was 
always arranged that he was to marry us at Dim- 
church." 

Oscar smiled — ^not at all the charming smile I 
used to imagine when I was blind ! 

" We shall wait a long time, I am afraid," he 
said, " if we wut until your fether marries us." 

*' What do you mean ?" I asked. 

''When we enter on the painful subject of 
Madame Pratolungo," he replied, "I will tell 
yon. In the mean time, do you think Mr. 
Finch will answer your letter?" 

"I hope so." 

" Do yon think he will answer my postscript ?" 

** I am sure he will ! " 

The same unpleasant smile showed itself again 
in hUi face. He abruptly dropped the conversa- 
tion, and went to play piquet with my aunt. 

All this happened yesterday evening. I went 
to bed, sadly dissatisfied with somebody. Was 
it with Oscar ? or with myself? or With both ? I 
&ncy with both. 

To-day we went out together for a walk on the 
cliffs. What a delight it was to move through the 
fresh briny ur, and see the lovely sights on every 
side of me ! Oscar enjoyed it too. All through 
the first part of our walk he was charming, and 
I was more in love with him than ever. On our 
return a little incident occurred which altered 
him for the worse, and which made my spirits 
sink again. 

It happened in this way. 

I proposed returning by the sands. Bamsgate 
is still crowded with visitors ; and the animated 
scene on the beach in the later part of the day 
has attractions for me, after my blind life, which 
it does not (I dare say) possess for people who 



have always enjoyed the use of their eyes. Os- 
car, who has a nervous horror of crowds, and 
who shrinks from contact with people not so re- 
fined as himself, was surprised at my wishing to 
mix with what he called * ^ the mob on the sands. ' ' 
However, he said he would go if I particulariy 
wished it. I did particularly wish it. So we 
went. 

There were chairs on the beach. We hired 
two, and sat down to look about us. 

All sorts of diversions were going on. Monk- 
eys, organs, girls on stilts, a conjurer, and a 
troop of negro minstrels were all at work to 
amuse the visitors. I thought the varied color 
and bustUng enjoyment of the crowd, with the 
bright blue sea beyond and the glorious sun- 
shine overhead, quite delightful — I declare I felt 
as if two eyes were not half enough to see with ! 
A nice old lady, sitting near, entered into con- 
versation with me, hospitably offering me biscuits 
and sherry out of her own bag. Oscar, to my 
disappointment, looked quite disgusted with all 
of us. He thought my nice old lady vulgar, and 
he called the company on the beach " a herd of 
snobs." While he was still muttering under his 
breath about the " mixture of low people," he 
suddenly cast a side-look at some person or thing 
— I could not at the moment teU which — ^and, 
rising, placed himself so as to intercept my view 
of the promenade on the sands immediately be- 
fore me. I happened to have noticed, at the 
same moment, a lady approaching us in a dress 
of a pecuUar color ; and I pulled Oscar on one 
side, to look at her as she passed in front of me. 
" Why do you get in my way ?" I asked. Be- 
fore he could answer the question the lady passed, 
with two lovely children, and with a tall man at 
her side. My eyes, looking first at the lady and 
the children, found their way next to the gentle- 
man — and saw, repeated in his'fiice, the same 
black-blu^ complexion which had startled me in 
the &ce of Oscar's brother when I first opened 
my eyos at the rectory I For the moment I felt 
startled again — more, as I believe, by the qnex- 
pected repetition of the blue face in the face of a 
stranger than by the ugliness of the complexion 
itself. At any rate, I was composed enough to 
admire the lady's dress and the beauty of the 
children before they had passed beyond my 
range of view. Oscar spoke to me, while I was 
looking at them, in a tone of reproach for which, 
as I thought, there was no occasion and no ex- 
cuse. 

" I tried to spare you," he said. " Toa have 
yourself to thank, if that man has frightened 
you." 

"He has not frightened me," I answered — 
sharply enough. 

Oscar looked at me very attentively, and sat 
down again without saying a word more. 

The good-humored old woman on my other 
side, who had seen and heard all that had passed, 
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began to talk of the gentleman with the discol- 
ored &ce, and of the ladj and the children who 
accompanied him. He was a retired Indian offi- 
cer, she said. The lady was his wife, and the 
two beautiful children were his own children. 
^*It seems a pity that such a handsome man 
should be disfigured in that way," my new ac- 
quaintance remarked. ** But still it don't mat- 
ter much, after all. There he is, as you see, 
with a fine woman for a wife, and with two 
lovely children. I know the landlady of the 
house where they lodge — and a happier &mily 
you couldn't lay your hand on in all England. 
That is my friend's account of them. Even a 
blue fiice don't seem such a dreadful misfor- 
tane, when you look at it in that light— does it, 
miss?" 

I entirely agreed with the old lady. Our talk 
seemed, for some incomprehensible reason, to ir- 
ritate Oscar. He got up again impatiently, and 
looked at his watch. 

^' Your aunt will be wondering what has be> 
come of us," he said. ^'Surely you have had 
enough of the mob on the sands by this time!" 

I had not had enough of it, and I should have 
been quite content to have made one of the mob 
for some time longer. But I saw that Oscar would 
be seriously vexed if I persisted in keeping my 
place. So I took leave of my nice old lady, and 
left the pleasant sands — ^not very willingly. 

He said nothing more until we had threaded 
our way out of the crowd. Then he relumed, 
without any reason for it that I could discover, 
to the subject of the Indian officer, and to the 
remembrance which the stranger's complexion 
must have awakened in me of his brother's 
fane, 

*^ I don't understand your telling me you were 
not frightened when you saw that man," he said. 
"Yon were terribly frightened by my brother 
when you first saw him." 

'* I was terribly frightened by my own imagi- 
nation before I saw him," I answered. ^^ After 
I saw him I soon got over it." 

*' So you say," he rejoined. 

There is something excessively provoking — at 
least to me — in being told to my face that I have 
said something which is not worthy of belief. It 
was not a very becoming act on my part (after 
what he had told me in his letter about his 
brother's infatuation) to mention his brother. I 
ought not to have done it. I did it, for all that. 

" I say what I mean," I replied. ** Before I 
knew what you told me about your brother I was 
going to propose to you, for your sake and for 
his, that he should live with us after we were 
married." 

Oscar suddenly stopped. He had given me 
his arm to lead me through the crowd — he 
dropped it now. 

"Yon say that because you are angry with 
rae!"he said. 



I denied being angry with him; I declared 
once more that I was only speaking the truth. 

"You really mean," he went on, "that you 
could have lived comfortably with my brother's 
blue face before you every hour of the day ?" 

" Quite comfortably — ^if he would have been 
my brother too." 

Oscar pointed to the house in which my aunt 
and I are living — ^within a few yards of the place 
on which we stood. 

'^ You are close at home," he said, speaking 
in an odd, muffled voice, with his eyes on the 
ground. "I want a longer walk. We shall 
meet at dinner-time.^' 

He left me — ^without looking up, and without 
saying a word more. 

Jealous of his brother ! There is something 
unnatural, something degrading, in such jealousy 
as that. I am ashamed of myself for thinking 
it of him. And yet what else could his conduct 
mean ? 

[Note. — ^It is for me to answer^ that question. 
Give the miserable wretch his due. His conduct 
meant, in one plain word — ^remorse. The only 
excuse left -that he could make to his own con- 
science for the infiimous part which he was play- 
ing was this — that his brother's personal disfig- 
urement presented, a &tal obstacle in the way of 
his brother's marriage. And now Lucilla's own 
words, LuciUa's own actions, had told him that 
Oscar's face was no obstacle to her seeing Oscar 
perpetually in the fiimiliar intercourse of domes- 
tic life. The torture of self-reproach which this 
discovery inflicted on him drove him out of her 
presence. His own lips would have betrayed 
him if he had spoken a word more to her at 
that moment. This is no speculation of mine. 
I know what I am now writing to be the truth. 

It is night again. I am in my bedroom — ^too 
nervous and too anxiouV to go to rest yet. Let 
me employ myself in finishing this private record 
of the events of the day. 

Oscar came a little before dinner-time, hag- 
gard and pale, and so absent in mind that he 
hardly seemed to know what he was talking 
about. No explanations passed between us. He 
asked my pardon for the hard things he had 
said, and the ill temper he had shown earlier in 
the day. I readily accepted his excuses, and 
did my best to conceal the uneasiness which his 
vacant, preoccupied manner caused me. All 
the time he was speaking to me he was plainly 
thinking of something else — he was mora unlike 
the Oscar of my blind remembrances than ever. 
It was the old voice talking in a new way : I can 
only describe it to myself in those terms. 

As for his manner, I know it used to be always 
more or less quiet and retiring in the old days ; 
but was it ever so hopelessly subdued and de- 
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pressed as I have seen it to-4aj? Useless to 
ask I In the by-gone time I was not able to see 
it. My past judgment of him and my present 
judgment of him have been arrived at by snch 
totally different means that it seems useless to 
compare them. - Oh, how I miss Madame Pra« 
tolango ! What a relief, what a consolation, it 
would have been to have said all this to her, 
and to have heard what she thought of it in re- 
turn! 

There is, however, a chance of my finding my 
way out of some of my perplexities, at any rate 
— if I can only wait till to-morrow. 

Oscar seems to have made up his mind at last 
to enter into the explanations which he has hith- 
erto withheld from me. He has asked me to give 
him a private interview in the morning. The 
circumstances which led to his making this re- 
quest have highly excited my curiosity. Some- 
thing is evidently going on under the surface, in 
which my interests are concerned — and possibly 
Oscar*s interests too. 

It all came about in this way. 

On returning to the house after Oscar had 
left me, I found that a letter from Grosse had 
arrived by the afternoon post My dear old sur- 
geon wrote to say that he was coming to see me 
— and added in a postscript that he would arrive 
, the next day at luncheon-timQ. Fast experience 
told me that this meant a demand on my aunt's 
housekeeping for all the good things that it conld 
produce. (Ah, dear! I thought of Madame Fra- 
tolungo and the Mayonnaise. Will those times 
never come again?) Well — at dinner I an- 
nounced Grosse's visit, adding significantly, *'at 
luncheon-time.'* 

My aunt looked up from her plate with a little 
start — ^not interested, as I wa^i prepared to hear, 
in the serious question of luncheon, but in the 
opinion which my medical adviser was likely to 
give of ther state of my health. * 

*' I am anxious to hear what Mr. Grosse says 
about you to-morrow," the old lady began. *' I 
shall insist on his giving me a far more complete 
report of you than he gave last time. The recov- 
ery of your sight appears to me, my dear, to be 
quite complete." 

'' Do you want me to be cured, aunt, because 
yon want to get away?" I asked. **Are you 
weary of Ramsgate ?" 

Miss Batchford's quick temper flashed at me 
out of Miss Batchford's bright old eyes. 

"I am weary of keeping a letter of yours," 
she burst out, with a look of disgust. 

*' A letter of mine!" I exclaimed. 

** Yes. Abetter which is only to be given to 
you when Mr. Grosse pronounces that you are 
quite yourself again." 

Oscar — who had not taken the slightest in- 
terest in the conversation thus far — suddenly 
stopped, with his fork half-way to his mouth, 
'^hanged color, and looked eagerly at my aunt. 



" What letter ?" I asked. " Who gave it to 
you ? Why am I not ta see it until X am quite 
myself again ?" 

Miss Batchford obstinately shook her head 
three times in, answer to those three questions, 

''I hate secrets and mysteries," she said, im- 
patiently. ''This is a secret and a mystery — 
and I long to have done with it. That is all. 
I have said too much already. I shall say no 
more." 

All my entreaties were of no avail. My 
aunt's quick temper had evidently led her into 
committing an imprudence of some sort. Hav- 
ing done that, she was now provokingly deter- 
mined not to make bad worse. Nothing that' I 
could say would induce her to open her lips on 
the subject of the mysterious letter. ' ' Wait till 
Mr. Grosse comes to-morrow," That was the 
only reply I conld get. 

As for Oscar, this little incident appeared to 
have an effect on him which added immensely 
to the curiosity that my aunt had roused in me. 

He listened with breathless attention while I 
was trying to induce Miss Batchford to answer 
my questions. W^hen I gave it up he pushed 
away his plate and ate no more. On the other 
hand (though generally the most temperate of 
men), he drank a great deal of wine, both at din- 
ner and after. In the evening he made so many 
mistakes in playing cards with my aunt that she 
dismissed him from the game in disgrace. He 
sat in a comer for the rest of the time, pretending 
to listen while I was playing the piano — ^reaUy 
lost to me and my music ; buried, fathoms deep, 
in some uneasy thoughts of his own. 

When he took his leave he whispered these 
words in my ear, anxiously pressing my hand 
while he spoke : 

''I must see yon alone to-morrow, before 
Grosse comes. Can you manage it ?" 

**Yes." 

"When?" 

" Atffae stairs on the cliff at eleven o^clock." 

On that he left me. But one question has 
pui-sued me ever since. Does Oscar know the 
writer of the mysterious letter ? I firmly believe 
he does. To-morrow will prove whether I am 
right or wrong. How I long for to-morrow to 
come! 



CJHAFTER THE FORTY-FOUBTH. 
lucilla's journal, contikukd. 

September 4. — ^I mark this day as one of the 
saddest days of my life. Oscar has shown Ma- 
dame Fratolungo to me in her true colors. He 
has reasoned out this miserable matter vrith a 
plainness which it is impossible for me to resist. 
I have thrown away my love and my confidence 
on a false woman : there is no sense of honor, 
no feeling of gratitude or of delicacy, in her na- 
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tore. And I once thonght her — it sickens me to 
recftll it ! I will 'see her no more. 

{^Note. — ^Did it ever occur to you to he obliged 
to copy out, with your own hand, this sort of 
opinion of your own character ? I can recom- 
mend the sensation produced as something quite 
new, and the temptation to add a line or two on 
your own account to be as nearly as possible 
beyond mortal resistance. — ^P.] 

Oscar and I met at the stairs at eleren o'clock, 
as we had arranged. 

He took me to the west pier. At that hour of 
the morning (excepting a few sailors who paid 
no heed^to us) the place was a solitude. It was 
one of the loveliest days of the season. When 
we were tired of pacing to and fro we could sit 
down under the mellow sunshine and enjoy the 
balmy sea air. In that pure light, with all those 
lovely colors about us, there was something, to 
my mind, horribly and shamefully out of place 
in the talk that engrossed us — talk that still 
turned, hour after hour, on nothing but plots and 
lies, cruelty, ingratitude, knd deceit ! 

I numaged to ask my first question so as to 
make him enter on the subject at once, without 
wasting time in phrases to prepare me for what 
was to come. 

*' When my aunt mentioned that letter at din- 
ner yesterday," I said, '' I fancied that you knew 
something about it. Was I right?" 

" Very nearly right," he answered. " I can*t 
say I knew any thing about it. I only suspect- 
ed that it was the production of an enemy of 
yours and mine." 

** Not Madame Pratolungo?" 

" Yes ! Madame Pratolungo." 

I disagreed with him at the outset Madame 
Pratolungo and my aunt had quarreled about 
politics. Any correspondence between them — a 
confidential correspondence especially — seemed 
to be one of the most unlikely things that could 
take place. I asked Oscar if he could guess 
what the letter coiTtained, and why it was not 
to be given to me until Grosse reported that I 
was quite cured. 

'T can't gaess at the contents — I can only 
guess at the object of the letter," he said. 

"What is it?" 

**The object which she has had in view from 
the first — to place every possible obstacle in the 
way of my marrying you. " 

"What interest can she have in doing that?" 

" My brother's interest." 

" Forgive me, Oscar. I can not believe it of 
her." 

We were walking while these words were pass- 
ing between us. When I said that, he stopped 
and looked at me very earnestly. 

"Ton believed it of her when yon answered 
my letter," he said. 



I admitted that. 

"I believed your letter," I replied; "and I 
shared your opinion of her as long as she was 
in the same house with me. Her presence fed 
my anger and my horror of her in some way that 
I can't account for. Now she has left me — now 
I have time to think — there is something in her 
absence that pleads for her, and tortures roe with 
doubts if I have done right. I can't explain it — 
I don't understand it. I only know that so it is." 

He still looked at me more and more attent- 
ively. " Your good opinion of her must have 
been very firmly rooted, to assert, itself in this 
obstinate manner," he said. "What can she 
have done to deserve it ?" 

If I had looked back through all my old recol- 
lections of her, and had recalled them one by one, 
it would only have ended in making me cry. 
And yet I felt that I ought to stand up for her 
as long as I could. I managed to meet the dif- 
ficulty in this way. 

"I will tell you what she did," I said, "aft- 
er I received your letter. Fortunately for me, 
she was not very well that morning, and she 
breakfasted in bed. I had plenty of time to 
compose myself, and to caution Zillah (who read 
your letter to me), before we met for the first 
time that day. On the previous day I had felt 
hurt and offended with the manner in which she 
accounted for your absence from Browndown. 
I thought she was not treating me with the same 
confidence which I should have placed in her, if 
our positions had been reversed. When I next 
saw her, having your warning in my mind, I 
made my excuses, and said what I thought she 
would expect me to say under the circumstances. 
In my excitement and my wretchedness, I dare 
say I overacted my part. At any rate, I roused 
the suspicion in her that something was wrong. 
She not only asked me if any thing had happen- 
ed — she went the length of saying, in so many 
words, that she thought she saw a change in me. 
I stopped it there by declaring that I did not un- 
derstand her. She must have seen that I was not 
telling the truth — she must have known as well 
as I knew that I was concealing something from 
her. For all that, not one word more escaped 
her lips. A proud delicacy — ^I saw it as plainly 
in her face as I now see you — ^a proud delicacy 
silenced her : she looked wounded and hurt. I 
have been thinking of that look since I have been 
here.' I have asked myself (what did not occur 
to me at the time) if a false woman, who knew 
herself to be guilty, would have behaved in that 
way ? Surely a false woman would have set her 
wits against mine, and have tried to lead me 
into betraying to her what discoveries I had re- 
ally made ? Oscar I that delicate silence, that 
wounded look, itnli plead for her when I think 
of her in her absence. I can not feel as satisfied 
as I once did that she is the abominable creature 
you declare her to be. I know you are incapa- 
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ble of deceiving me — ^I know-yoa believe what 
yoa saj. But is it iiot possible that appearances ' 
hare misled yoa ? Can yon really be sare that 
yoa have not made some dreadful mistake ?" 

Without answering me, he suddenly stopped 
at a seat under the stone parapet of the pier, 
and signed to me to sit down by him. I obeyed. 
Instead of looking at me, he kept his head turned 
away, looking out over the sea. I could not 
make him out. He perplexed — he almost alarm* 
ed me. 

^' Have I offended you?" I asked. 

He turned toward me again as abruptly as he 
had turned away. His eyes wandered ; his &ce 
was pale. 

'* You are a good, generous creature," he said, 
in a confused, hasty way. ' * Let us talk of some- 
thing else." 

"No!" I answered. "I am too deeply in- 
terested in knowing the truth to talk of any thing 
else." 

His color changed again at that. His face 
flushed ; he gave a heavy sigh as one does some- 
times when one is making a great effort. 

" You will have it?" he said. 

«*Iti7i7/haveitI" 

He rose again. The nearer he was to telling 
me all that he had kept concealed from me thus 
far, the harder it seemed to be to him to say the 
first words. 

" Do yon mind walking on again ?" he asked. 

I silently rose on my side, and put my arm in 
his. We walked on slowly toward the end of the 
pier. Arrived there, he stood still, and spoke 
those hard first words — looking out over the 
broad blue waters : not looking at me. 

" I won't ask you to take any thing for grant- 
ed on my assertion only," he began. "The 
woman's own words, the woman's own actions, 
shall prove her guilty. How I first came to sus- 
pect her — how I afterward found my suspicions 
confirmed — ^I refrain from telling you, for this 
reason, that I am determined not to use my in- 
fluence to shape your views to mine. Carry your 
memory back to the time I have already men- 
tioned in my letter — the time when she betrayed 
herself to you in the rectory garden. Is it true 
that she said you would have fallen in love with my 
brother, if you had met him first, instead of me ?" 

"It is true that she said it," I answered : 
"at a moment," I added, "when her temper 
had got the better of her, and when mine' had 
got the better of me." 

" Advance the hour a little, " he went on — " to 
the time when she followed yon to Browndown. 
Was she still out of temper when she made her 
excuses to yon?" 

"No." 

" Did she interfere when Nugent took advan- 
tage of your blindness to make you believe you 
were talking to me?" 

*«No." 



" Was she out of temper then?" 

I still defended her. "She might well have 
been angry," I said. "She had made her ex- 
cuses to me in the kindest manner, and I had 
received them with the most unpardonable rude-^ 
ness." 

My defense produced no effect on him. He 
summed it up coolly so far. "She compared 
me disadvantageonsly with my brother, and she 
allowed my brother to personate me, in speaking 
to you, without interfering to stop it. In both 
these cases her temper excuses and acconnts 
for her conduct. Very good. We may, or 
may not, differ so far. Before we go farther 
let us, if we can, agree on one unanswerable 
fact Which of us two brothers was her favtw* 
ite from the fint?" 

About that there could be no doubt. I ad- 
mitted at once that Nugent was her favorite. 
And more than this, I remembered accusing 
her myself of never having done justice to Oscar 
from the first. (Note, — ^See the sixteenth chap- 
ter, and Madame Pratolungo's remark, warning 
you that you would hear of this circomstaDce 
again. — P.) 

Oscar went oh : 

"Bear that in mind," he said. "And now 
let us get to the time when we were assembled 
in your sitting-room, to discuss the subject of 
the operation on your eyes. The question be- 
fore us, as I remember it, was this. Were you 
to marry me before the operation, or were yoa 
to keep me waiting until the operation had been 
performed, and the cure was complete? How 
did Madame Pratolungo decide on that occa- 
sion? She decided against my interests ; she en- 
couraged you to delay our marriage." 

I persisted in defending her. "She did that 
out of sympathy with me," I said. 

He surprised me by again accepting my view 
of the matter without attempting to dispute it. 

" We will say she did it out of sympathy with 
yon," he proceeded. "Whatever her motives 
might be, the result was the same. My mar- 
riage to yon was indefinitely put off, and Ma- 
dame Pratolungo voted for that delay." 

"And your brother," I added, "took the 
other side, and tried to persuade me to marry 
you first. How can you reconcile that with what 
you have told me — " 

He interposed before I could say more. *• ' Don't 
bring my brother into the inquiry," he said. 
" My brother at that time could stiU behave like 
an honorable man, and sacrifice his own feelings 
to his duty to me. Let us s^ctly confine our- 
selves, for the present, to what Madame Prato- 
lungo said and did. And let us advance again 
to a few minutes later on the same day, when 
our little domestic debate had ended. My jbrother 



was the first to go. Then you retired. 



Madame Pratolungo and me alone in thje room. 
Do you remember?" 



and left 
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I remembered perfectly. 

'^You had Utterly disappointed me" 1 said. 
''Tou had shown no sympathy with my eager- 
ness to be restored to the blessing of sight. Yoa 
made objections and started difficulties. I recol- 
lect speaking to yoa with some of the bitterness 
that I felt — blaming you for not believing in my 
future as I believed in it, and hoping as I hoped 
— and then leaving yon and locking myself up 
in my own room," 

In those terms I satisfied him that my memory 
of the events of that day was as clear as his own. 
He listened without making any remark, and 
went on when I had done. 

'' Madame Fratolungo shared your hard opin- 
ion of me on that occasion," he proceeded ; '* and 
expressed it in infinitely stronger terms. She be- 
trayed herpelf to you in the rectory garden. She 
betrayed herself to me after yon had left us to- 
gether in the sitting-room. Her hasty temper 
again, beyond all doubt! I quite agree with 
you. What she said to me in your absence she 
would never have said if she had been mistress 
of herself." 

I began to feel a little startled. '* How is it 
that you now tell me of this for the first time ?" 
I said. ** Were you afraid of distressing me ?" 

** I was afraid of losihg you," he answered. 

Hitherto I had kept my arm in his. I drew 
it out now. If his reply meant any thing, it 
meant that he had once thought me capable of 
breaking faith with him. He saw that I was hurt 

*' Kemember," he said, *' that I had unhappily 
offended you that day, and that you have not 
heard yet what Madame Fratolungo had the au- 
dacity to say to me under those circumstances." 

" What did she say to you ?" 

"This : * It would have been a happier pros- 
pect for Lucilla if she had been going to marry 
your brother, instead of marrying you. * I repeat 
literally: those were the words." 

I could no.more believe it of her than I could 
have believed it of myself. 

" Are yon really sure ?" I asked him. ** Can 
she have said any thing so cruel to you as that ?" 

Instead of answering me, he took his pocket- 
book from the breast pocket of his coat, searched 
in it, and produced a morsel of folded and crum- 
pled paper. He opened the paper, and showed 
me some writing inside. 

'* Is that my writing ?" he asked. 

It was his writing. I had seen enough of his 
letters since the lecovery of my sight to feel sure 
of that. 

" Read it," he said, " and judge for yourself." 

[iVble. — Ton have made your acquaintance 
with this letter already, in my thirty-second 
chapter, I had said those foolish words to Os- 
car (as you will find in my record of the time), 
under the influence of a natural indignation, 
'Which any other woman with a spark of spirit in 



her would hftve feU in my place. Instead of per- 
sonally remonstrating with me, Oscar had (as 
usual) gone home, and written me a letter of ex- 
postulation. Having, on my side, had time to 
cool,' and feeling the absurdity of our exchanging 
letters when we were within a few minutes* walk 
of each other, I had gone straight to Brown- 
down on receiving thd letter, first crumpling it 
up and (as I supposed) throwing it into the fire. 
After personally setting myself right with Oscar, 
I bad returned to the rectory, and had there 
heard that Nugent had been to see me in my 
absence, had waited a little while alone in the 
sitting-room, and had gone away again. When 
I tell you that the letter which he was now shbw- 
ing to Lucilla was that same letter of Oscar's, 
which I had (as I believed) destroyed, you will 
understand that I had thrown it into the fen- 
der instead of into the fire, and that I failed 
to see it in the fender on my return simply be- 
cause Nugent had seen it first, and had taken 
it away with him. These particulars are de- 
scribed in greater detail in the chapter to which 
I have referred, the letter itself being there in- 
serted at full length. However, I will save you 
the trouble of looking back — I know how you 
hate trouble I^-by transcribing literally what I 
find before me in the Journal. The original 
letter is pasted on the page : I will copy it from 
the page for the second time. Am I not good 
to you ? What author by profession would do 
as much' for you as this ? I am afraid I am prais- 
ing myself! Let Lucilla proceed. — ^P.] 

I took the letter from him, and read it. At s 
my request, he has permitted me to keep it. 
The letter is my justification for thinking of Ma- 
dame Fratolungo as I now think of her. I place 
it here before I write another line in my Jour- 
naL 

" Madamb Fratolttnoo, — ^Yon have distress- 
ed and pained me more than I can say. Ttore 
ai*e &ults, and serious ones, on my side, I know. 
I heartily beg your pardon for any thing that I 
may have said or done to ofiend you. I can not 
submit to your hard verdict on me. If you knew 
how I adore Lucilla, you would make allowances 
for me — ^you. would understand me better than 
you do. I can not get your last cruel words out 
of my ears. I can not meet you again with- 
out some explanation of them. You stabbed me 
to the heart when you said this evening that it 
would be a happier prospect for Lucilla if she 
had been going to marry my brother instead of 
marrying me, I hope you did not really mean 
that ? Will you please write and tell me whether 
you did or not ? Osoab. '* 

My first proceeding after reading those lines 
was, of course, to put my arm again in his, and 
to draw him as close to me as close could be. 
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My second proceeding followed in due time. I 
asked, naturally, for Madame Pratolungo's an- 
swer to that most affectionate and most touch- 
ing letter. 

'* I have no answer to show yon," he said. 

'' You have lost it?*' I asked. 

"I never had it." 

" What do you mean ?" 

'* Madame Pratolongo never answered my let- 



ter. 
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I made him repeat that — once, twice. Was 
it not incredible that such an appeal could be 
made to any woman not utterly depraved, and 
be left unnoticed? Twice he reiterated the 
same answer. Twice he declared on his honor 
that not a line of reply had been returned to him. 
She iTGM, then, utterly depraved ? No ! there was 
a last excuse left that justice and friendship might 
still make for her. I made it. 

'^ There is but one explanation of her con- 
duct," I said. ** She never received the letter. 
Where did vou send it to ?" 

"To the rectory." 

**Whotookit?" 

" My own servant." 

'^ He may have lost it on the way, and have 
been afraid to tell you. Or the servant at the 
rectory may have forgotten to deliver it." 

Oscar shook his head. "Quite impossible! I 
know Madame Pratoiungo received the letter." 

"How?" 

" I found it crumpled up in a comer inside 
the fender in your sitting-room at the rectory,** 

" Had it been opened ?" 

" It had been opened. She had received it ; 
she had read it ; and she had not thrown quite 
far enough to throw it into the fire. Now, Lu- 
cilla ! Is Madame Pratoiungo an injured wom- 
an? and am I a man who has slandered her?" 

There was another public seat a few paces 
distant from us. I could stand no longer — I 
went away by myself and sat down. A dull 
sensation possessed me. I could neither speak 
nor cry. There I sat in silence ; slowly wring- 
ing my hands in my lap, and feeling the last 
ties that still bound me to the once-loved friend 
of former days falling away one after the other, 
and leaving us parted for life. 

He followed me, and stood over me^he 
summed her up in stem, quiet tones, which car- 
ried conviction into my mind, and made me feel 
ashamed of myself for having ever regretted her. 

" Look back for the last time, Lucilla, at 
what this woman has said and done. You will 
find that the idea of your marrying Nugent is, 
under one form or another, always present to 
her mind. Present alike when she forgets her- 
self and speaks in a 'rage, or when she reflects 
and acts with a purpose. At one time she tells 
you that you would have fallen in love with my 
brother if you had seen him first. At another time 
she stands by while my brother is personating me 



to you, and never interferes to stop it. On a third 
occasion she sees that you are offended with me, 
and triumphs so cruelly in seeing it that she tells 
me to my face* your prospect would have been a 
much happier one if you had been engaged to 
marry my brother instead of me. She is asked 
in writing, civilly and kindly asked, to explain 
what she means by those abominable words. 
She has had time to reflect since she spoke ihem ; 
and what does she do ? Does she answer me ? 
No! she contemptuously tosses my letter into 
the fire-place. Add to these plain fiicts what 
you yourself have observed. Nugent has all her 
admiration; Nugent is her favorite: from the 
first she has always disliked and wronged me. 
Add to this, again, that Nugent (as I know for 
certain) privately confessed to her that he was 
himself in love with you. Look at all these cir- 
cumstances, and what plain conclusion follows? 
I ask you once more — Is Madame Pratoiungo a 
slandered woman ? or am I right in warning yoa 
to beware of her?" 

What could I do but own that he was right? 
It was dae to him and due to me to close my 
heart to her from that moment. Oscar sat down 
by me and took my hand. 

"After my experience of her in the past," he 
went on, softly, " can you wonder that I dread 
what she may do in the future ? Has no such 
thing ever happened as the parting of true lovers 
by treachery which has secretly undermined 
their confidence in each other? Is Madame 
Pratoiungo not clever enough and unscrapulous 
enough to undermine our confidence, and to turn, 
against us, to the wickedest purpose, the influ- 
ence which she already possesses at the rectory ? 
How do we know that she is not in communi- 
cation with my brother at this moment ?" 

I stopped him there — I could not endure it. 
"You have seen your brother," I said. "You 
have told me that you and he understand each 
other. What have you to dread after that ?" 

"I have to dread Madame Pratolungo's influ- 
ence, and my brother's infatuation for you," he 
answered. "The promises which he has hon- 
estly made to me are promises which I can not 
depend on when my back is turned, and when 
Madame Pratoiungo may be with him in my ab- 
sence. Something under the surface is going on 
already! I don't like that mysterious letter, 
which is only to be shown to you on certain con- 
ditions. I don't like your father's silence. He 
has had time to answer your letter. Has he 
done it ? He has had time to answer my post- 
script. Has he done it?" 

Those were awkward questions. He had cer- 
tainly left both our letters unanswered — thus far. 
Still, the next post might bring his reply. I per- 
sisted in taking this view, and I said so to Os- 
car. He persisted just as obstinately on his 
side. 

Suppose we go on to the end of the week," 
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he said, *'and still no letter from your father 
comes for you or for roe? Will you admit then 
that his silence is suspicions ?" 

*'I will admit that his silence shows a sad 
want of proper consideration for you," 1 replied. 

**And there you will stop? You won't see 
(what I see) the influence of Madame Pratolun- 
go making itself felt at the rectory, and poison- 
ing your father s mind against our marriage ?" 

He was pressing me rather hardly. I did my 
best, however, to tell him honestly what was 
passing in my mind. 

''I can see, "I said, "that Madame Frato- 
Inngo has behaved most cruelly to you. And I 
believe, after what you have told me, that she 
would rejoice if I broke my engagement, a^d 
married your brother. But I can not understand 
that she is mad enough to be actually plotting 
to make me do it. Nobody knows better than 
she does how faithfully I love you, and how 
hopeless it would be to attempt to make me mar- 
ry another man. Would the stupidest woman 
living, who looked at you two brothers (knowing 
what she knows), be stupid enough to do what 
you suspect Madame Fratolungo of doing?'* 

I thought this unanswerable. He had his re- 
ply to it ready, for all that. 

'* If you had seen more of the world, Lucilla," 
he said, "yon would know that a true love like 
yours is a mystery to a woman like Madame 
Fratolungo. She doesn't believe in it — she 
doesn't understand it. She knows herself to be 
capable of breaking any engagement, if the cir- 
cumstances encouraged her, and she estimates 
your fidelity by her knowledge of her own na- 
ture. There is nothing in her experience of you, 
or in her knowledge of my brother's disfigure- 
ment, to discourage such a woman from schem- 
ing to part us. She has seen for herself— what 
yon have already told me — that you have got over 
your first aversion to him. She knows that 
women as charming as yon are have over and 
over again married men fiur more personally re- 
pulsive than my brother. Lncilla! something 
which is not to be outargued, and not to be con- 
tradicted, tells me that her return to England 
will be ^Ettal to my hopes, if that return finds yon 
and me with no closer tie between us than the 
tie that binds us now. Are these fanciful appre- 
hensions unworthy of a man ? My darling, wor- 
thy or not worthy, you ought to make allowances 
for them. They are apprehensions inspired by 
my love for You !" 

Under those circumstances, I could make 
every allowance for him — and I said so. He 
moved nearer to me, and put his arm round me. 

" Are we not engaged to each other to be man 
and wife ?" he whispered. 

"Yes." 

"Are we not both of age, and both free to do 
as we like ?" 

"Yes." 



^' Would you relieve me from the anxieties 
under which I am suffering if you could ?" 

"You know I would!" 

"You can relieve me." 

"How?" 

"By giving me a husband's claim to yon, Ln- 
cilla — by consenting to many me in London in 
a fortnight's time." 

I started back and looked at him in amaze- 
ment. For the moment I was incapable of an- 
swering in any other way than that. 

" I ask you to do nothing unworthy of you," 
he said. " I have spoken to a relative of mine 
living near London — a married lady — whose 
house is open to you in the interval before our 
wedding-day. In a fortnight from the time when 
I get the License we can be married. Write 
home by all means to prevent them from feeling 
anxious about you. Tell them that you are safe 
and happy, and under responsible and respect- 
able care — but say no more. As long as it is 
possible for Madame Fratolungo to make mis- 
chief between us, conceal the place in which you 
are living. The instant we are married, reveal 
every thing. Let all your friends, let all the 
world, know that we are man and wife!" 

His arm trembled round me ; his face flushed 
deep ; his eyes devoured me. Some women, in 
my place, might have been offended; others 
might have been flattered. As for me — ^I can 
trust the secret to these pages — I was frightened. 

" Is it an elopement that yon are proposing to 
me?" I asked. 

"An elopement!" he repeated: "between 
two engaged people who have only themselves 
to think of!" 

"I have my father to think of, and my aunt 
to think of," I said. " You are proposing to me 
to run away from them, and to keep in hiding 
from them." 

" I am asking yon to pay a fortnight's visit at 
the house of a married lady, and to keep the 
knowledge of that visit from the ears of the 
worst enemy you have until you have become 
my wife, " he answered. " Is there any thing so 
very terrible in my request that you should turn 
pale at it, and look at me in that frightened way ? 
Have I not courted yon with your father's con- 
sent ? Am I not your promised husband ? Are 
we not free to decide for ourselves ? There is 
literally no reason — ^if it could be done — ^why we 
should not be married to-morrow. And you 
still hesitate ? Ludlla ! Lncilla I you force me 
to own the doubt that has made me miserable 
ever since I have been here. Are you indeed as 
changed toward me as yon seem ? Do you real- 
ly no longer love me as yon once loved me in 
the days that are gone ?" 

He rose and walked away a few paces, lean- 
ing over the parapet with his head in his hands. 

I sat alone, not knowing what to say or do. 
The nneasy sense in me that he had reason to 
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complwD of mj treatiog tiim coldl; wni not to 
be dismissed from my mind by any effort thsi I 
canld make. He had do right to expect me to 
take the atep which he had proposed — there 
were objections to it which anj vroman wonld 
have felt in mj place. Still, though I was Bati&- 
fled of this, there was an obetinato something in 
me which woold take his part. It coold not have 
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joa give me ■ little time to think ?" 

"You are yonr own miaCress," he njeined, 

bitlerlj. " Why ask me togiye joa tfmef You 

can take any time yon please ; yon can do ss 

yon like." 

" Gi« me till the end of the week," I went on. 

"Let me be sure that my father peraiats in not 



been my consdence sorely which said to roe, 

"There was a time nbea hig entreatiee would 
have prevailed on yoa ; there was a time whei) 
yon wonld not have hesitated as you are hesita- 
ting now?" 

Whatever the influence was, tt moved me to \ 
rise ftoja my seat, and join him at the parapet. 

"Ton can not expect me to decide on ench a i 



answering tither your letter or mine. Tbongh 

I am my own miBtrsBs, nothing but his silence 
can justify me in going away secretly, and being 
married to yon by a stranger. Don't press me, 
Oscar. It isn't veiy long to the end of the 

Something seemed to startle him — somethiog 
I my r<Ace perh^ which told him (hat I was 
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really distressed. He looked round at me quick- 
ly, and caught me jus'ith-^e. tears in my eyes. ' 

"Don't cry, for God's sakel" h6 said. "It 
shall be as yon wish. Take yoor time. We 
wilj say no more about it till the end of the 
week.*' 

He kissed me in a hurried, startled way, and 
gave me his arm to walk back. 

"Grosse is coming to-day," he continued. 
" He mustn't see you looking as you are looking 
now. You must rest and compose yourself. Come 
home." 

I went back with him, feeling — oh, so sad and 
sore at heart! My last fiunt hope of a renewal 
of my once pleasant intimacy with Madame 
PratoluBgo was at an end. She stood revealed 
to me now as a woman whom I bught never 
fo have known — a woman with whom I could 
never again exchange a friendly word. I had 
lost the companion with whom I had once been 
80 happy; and I had pained and disappointed 
Oscar. My life has never looked so wretched 
and so worthless to me as it looked to-day on 
the pier at Bamsgate. 

He left me at the door, with a gentle, encour- 
aging pressure of my hand. 

" I will call again, later," he said, "and hear 
what Grosse's report of you is, before he goes 
back to London. Uest, Iiucilla— rest and con- 
pose yourself." 

A heavy footstep sounded suddenly behind us 
as he spoke. We both turned round. Time 
had slipped by more rapidly than we had thought 
There stood Herr Grosse, just arrived on foot 
from the railway station. 

His first look at me seemed to startle and dis- 
appoint him. His eyes stared into mine through 
his spectacles j with an expression of sui'prise and 
anxiety which I had never seen in* them be- 
fore. Then he turned his head, and looked at 
Oscar v^ith a sudden change — a change unpleas* 
antly snggestive (to my fancy) of anger or dis- 
trust. Not a word fell from his lips. Oscar 
was left to break the awkward silence. He spoke 
to Grosse. 

"I won't disturb you and your patient now," 
he said. "I will come back in an hour's time." 

** No ! you will come in along with me, if you 
please. I have something, my young gentle- 
mans, that I may want to say to yon. " He spoke 
with a frown on his bushy eyebrows, and pointed 
in a very peremptory manner to the house door. 

Oscar rang the belL At the same moment 
my aunt, hearing us outside, appeared on the 
balcony above the door. 

" Good-moraing, Mr. Grosse," she said. " I 
hope you find Lucilla looking her best. Only 
yesterday I expressed my opinion that she was 
quite well again." 

" Grosse took off his hat sulkily to my aunt, 
and looked back again at me — ^looked so hard 
and so long that he began to confuse me. 

L 
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Your aunt's opinions is not my opinions," he 
growled, close at my ear. "I don't like ihe 
looks of you, miss. Go in ! " 

The servant was waiting for us at the open 
door. I^ went in without making any answer. 
Grosse waited to see Oscar enter the house be- 
fore him. Oscar's face darkened as he joined 
me in the hall. He looked half angry, half con- 
fused. Grosse pushed himself roughly between 
us, and gave me his arm. I went up stall's with 
him, wondering what it all meant. 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-FIFTH. 
i^ucilla's joubnal, concludsd. 

September 4 (confi»t»«0. —Arrived in the 
drawing-room, Grosse placed me in a chair near 
the window. He leaned f&rward, and looked at 
me close ; he drew back, and looked at me from 
a distance; he took out his magnifying-glass, 
and had a long stare through it at my eyes ; he 
felt my pulse, dropped m-y wrist as if it disgust- 
ed him,' and, turning to the window, looked out 
in grim silence, without ttdcing the slightest no- 
tice of any one in the room. 

My aunt was the first person who spoke, under 
these discounig:feg eircumstances. 

"Mr. Grosse!" she said, sharply. "Have 
you nothing to tell me about your patient to-day ? 
Do you find Lucilla — ^" 

He turned suddenly round from the window, 
and iikterrupted Miss Batchford without the 
slightest ceremony. 

" I find her gone back, back, back !" he growl- 
ed, getting louder and louder at each repetition 
of the word. *' When I sent her here, I said — 
'Keep her comfortable-easy.' You have not 
kept her comlbrtable-easy. Something has turn- 
ed her poor little niind topsy-turvies. What is 
it? Who is it?" He looked fiercely backward 
and forward between Oscar and my aunt — then 
turned my way, and putting his heavy hands on 
my shoulders, loqked down at me with an odd 
angry kind of pity in hiis face. "My childs is 
melancholic; my childs is ill," he went on. 
** Where is our goot-dear Pi-atolongo? What 
did you tell me about her, my little-lofe, when I 
last saw you? You said she had gone aways to 
see her Papa. Send a telegrams and say I want 
Pratolungohere." 

At the repetition of Madame Pratolungo's 
name Miss Batchford rose to her feet, and stood 
(apparently) sevei*al inches higher than usual. 

"Am I to understand. Sir," inquired the old 
lady, "that your extraordinary language is in- 
tended to cast a reproach on my conduct toward 
my niece ?" 

* * You are to understand this, madam. In the 
face of the goot sea airs, miss your niece is fret- 
ting herself ill. I sent her to this place for to 
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get a rosy face, for to put on a firm flesh. How 
do I find her ? She has got nothing, she has pat 
on nothing — ^e is emphatically flabbj-pale. In 
this fine airs, she can be flabbj-pale bat for one 
reason. She is fretting herself about something 
or ahodder. Is fretting herself goot for her eyes ? 
Ho-damn-damn ! it is as bad for her eyes as bad 
can be. If you can do no better than this, take 
her aways back again. You are wasting your 
moneys in this lodgment here.*' 

My aunt addressed herself to me in her grand- 
est manner. 

*' You will understand, Lucilla, that it is im- 
possible for me to notice such language as this 
in any other way than by leaving the room. If 
you can bring Mr. Grosse to his senses, inform 
him that I will receive his apologies and expla- 
nations in writing.'' Pronouncing these lofty 
words with her severest emphasis. Miss Batch- 
ford rose another inch, and sailed majestically' 
out of the room. 

Grosse took no notice of thepffended lady : he 
only put his hands in his pockets, and looked out 
of window once more. As the door closed, Os- 
car left the comer in which he had seated him- 
self, not overgraciously, when we entered the 
room. 

**Am I wanted here?" he asked. 

Grosse was on the point of answering the ques- 
tion even less amiably than it had been put — 
when I stopped him by a look. ' ' I want to speak 
to yon," I whispered in his ear. He nodded, and 
turning sharply to Oscar, put this question to 
him: 

"Are you living in the house?" 

**I am staying at the hotel at the comer." 

"Go to the hotel, and wait there till I come 
to you." 

Greatly to my surprise, Oscar eabmitted to be 
treated in this peremptory manner. He took his 
leave of me silently, and left the room. Grosse 
drew a chair close to mine, and sat down by me 
in a comforting, confidential, (atherly way. 

* * Now, my goot-girls, " he said. * * What have 
you been fretting yourself about since I was last 
in this house ? Open it all, if you please, to Papa 
Grosse. Come-begin-begin!" 

I suppose he had exhausted his ill temper on 
my aunt and Oscar. He said those words more 
than kindly — almost tendeily. His fierce eyes 
seemed to soften behind his spectacles : he took 
my hand and patted it to encourage me. 

There are some things written in these pages of 
mine which it was, of coui'se, impossible for me to 
confide to him. With those necessary reserva- 
tions — ^and without entering on the painful sub- 
ject of my altered relations with Madame Prato- 
Inngo — I owned quite frankly how sadly changed 
I felt myself to be toward Oscar, and how much 
less happy I was with him, in consequence of 
the change. "I am not ill as you suppose,'' 
I explained. "I am only disappointed in my- 



self, and a little downhearted wlien I think of the 
future." Having opened 4t to him in this way, 
I thought it time to put the question which I had 
determined to ask when I next saw him. - 

"The restoration of my sight," I said, "lyis 
made a new being of me. In gaining the sense 
of seeing, have I lost the sense of feeling which 
I had when I was blind ? I want to know if it 
will come back when I have got nsed to the nov- 
elty of my position? I want to know if I shall 
ever enjoy Oscar's society again, as I used to en- 
joy it in the old days before you cured me — the 
happy days, Papa Grosse, when I was an object 
of pity, and when all the people spoke of me as 
Poor Miss Finch ?" 

I had more to say — but at this place, Grosse 
(without meaning it, I am sure) suddenly stopped 
me. To my amazement, he let go of my hand, 
and turned his face away sharply, as if he re- 
sented my looking at him. His big head sank 
on his breast. He lifted his gi'eat hairy hands, 
shook them mournfully, and let them fall on his 
knees. This strange behavior and the still 
stranger silence which accompanied it, made me 
so uneasy that I insisted on his explaining him- 
self. "What is the matter with you?" I said. 
" Why don't you answer me ?" 

He roused himself with a start, and put his arm 
roond me with a wonderful gentleness for a man 
who was so rough at other times. 

" It is nothing, my pretty lofe," he. said. "I 
am out of sort, as you call it. Your EngHsh cli- 
mates sometimes gives your English blue-devil to 
foreign mens like me. I have got him now — an 
English blae-devil in a German inside. Soh ! I 
shall go and walk him out, and come back empty- 
cheerful, and see you again. " He rose, after this 
curious explanation, and attempted some sort of 
answer — a very odd one — to the question which 
I had asked of him. "As to that odder thing," 
he went on, * * yes-indeed-yes. You have hit your 
nail on his head. It is, as you say, your seeings 
which has got in the way of your feelings. When 
your seeings-feelings has got used to one anodder, 
your seeings will stay where he is, your'feelings 
win come back to where they was ; one will bal> 
anoe the odder ; yon will feel as you did ; you 
will see as you didn't, all at the same times, all 
joUy-nice again as before. You have my opin- 
ions. Now let me walk out my blue-devil. I 
swear to come back again with a new Inside. 
By-bf -my-Feench-good-by. " 

Saying all this in a violent hurry, as if he was 
eager to get away, he gave me a kiss on the fore- 
head, snatched up his shabby hat, and ran out 
of the room. 

What did it mean ? 

Does he persist in thinking me seriously ill ? 
I am too weary to puzzle my brains in the effoi*t 
to understand my dear old surgeon. It is one 
o'clock in the morning ; and I have still to write 
the story of all that happened later in the day. 






.^ 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



171 



My eyes are beginning to ache ; and, strange to 
say, I have hardly been able to see the last two 
or three lines I have written. They look as if 
the ink was fading fr6m them. If Grosse knew 
what X am about at this moment ! His last words 
to me, when'he went back to his patients in Lon- 
don, were : — ** No more readings I no more writ- 
ings till I come again V* It is all very well to 
talk in that way. I have got so used to my Jour- 
nal that I can't do without it. Nevertheless I 
ro ust stop now — for the best of reasons. Though 
I have got three lighted candles on my table, I 
really can not see to write any more. 
To bed! to bed! 

[Note. — I have purposely abstained from In- 
terrupting Lucilla's Journal until my extracts 
from it reached this place. Here the writer 
pauses and gives me a chance, and here. there 
are matters that must be mentioned of . which 
she had personally no knowledge at the time. 

Tou have seen how her faithful instinct still 
tries to reveal to my poor darling the cruel de- 
ception that is being practiced on her, and still 
tries in vain. In spite of herself she shrinks 
from the man who is tempting her to go away 
with him, though he pleads in the character of 
her betrothed husband. In spite of herself she 
detects the weak places in the case which Nu- 
gent has made out against mo — the absence of 
sufficient motive for the conduct of which he ac- 
cuses me, and the utter improbability of my 
plotting and intriguing (without any thing to 
gain by it) to make her marry the man who was 
not the man of her choice. She feels these hesi- 
tations and difficulties. Buj; what they really 
signify it is morally impossible for her to guess. 

Thus far, no doubt, her strange and touching 
position has been plainly revealed to you. But 
can I feel quite so sure that you understand how 
seriously she has been affected by the anxiety, 
disappointment, and suspense which have com- 
bined together to torture her at this critical in- 
terval in her life ? 

I doubt it, for the sufficient reason that you 
have only had her Joui-nal to enlighten you, 
and that her Journal shows she does not under- 
stand it herself. As things are, it seems to be 
time for Mie to step on the stage, and to discover 
to you plainly what her surgeon realQr thought 
of her by telling you what passed between 
Grosse and Nugent when the German presented 
himself at the hotel 

I am writing now (as a matter of course) from 
information given to me, at an after-period, by 
the persons themselves. As to partieolars, the 
accounts vary. As to results, they both agree. 

The discovery that Nugent was at Ramsgate 
necessarily took Grosse by surprise. With his 
previous knowledge, however, of the situation of 
affairs at Dimchurch, he could be at no loss to 
understand in what character Nugent had pre- 



sented himself to Lucilla ; and he could certain- 
ly not fiul to understand — after what he had 
seen and what she had herself told him — that 
the deception was, under present circumstances, 
producing the worst possible effect on her mind. 
Arriving at this conclusion, he was not a man to 
hesitate about the duty that lay before him. 
When he entered the room, at the hotel in 
which Nugent was waiting for him, he announced 
the object of his visit in these four plain words, 
as follows : 

"Pack up and go!" 

Nugent coolly offered him a chair, and asked 
what he meant. 

Grosse refused the chair, but consented to ex- 
plain himself in' terms variously reported by the 
two parties. Cdmbinlng the statements, and 
translating Grosse (in this grave matter) into 
plain English, I find that the German must have 
expressed himself in these or nearly in these 
words: 

"As a professional man, Mr. Nugent, I inva- 
riably refuse to enter into domestic consideru- 
tions connected with my patients with which I 
have nothing to do. In the case of Miss Finch 
my business is not with your family complica- 
tions. My business is to secure the recovery of 
the young lady's sight. If I find her health im- 
proving I don't inquire how or why. No matter 
what private and personal frauds you may be 
practicing upon her, I have nothing to ssy to 
them — more, I am ready to take advantage of 
them myself— so long as their influence is direct- 
ly beneficial in keeping her morally and physic- 
ally in the condition in which. I wish her to be. 
But the instant I discover that this domestic 
conspiracy of yours — this personation of your 
brother, which once quieted and comforted her 
— is unfavorably affecting her health of body and 
peace of mind, I interfere between you in the 
character of her medical attendant, and stop it 
on medical grounds. You are producing in my 
patient a conflict of feeling which, in a nen'ous^ 
temperament like hers, can not go on without 
serious injury to her health. And serious injury 
to her health means serious injury to her eyes. 
I won't have that — I. tell you plainly to pack up 
and go. I meddle with nothing else. After 
what you have yourself seen, I leave you to de- 
cide whether you will restore your brother to 
Miss Finch or not All I say is. Go. Make any 
excuse you like, bpt go before you have done 
more mischief. You shake your head ! Is that 
a sign that you infuse? Take a day to think 
before yon make up your mind. I have patients 
in London to whom I am obliged to go back. 
But the day after to-morrow I shall return to 
Ramsgate. If I find yon still here, I shall tell 
Miss Fincht yon are no more Oscar Dubourg than 
I am. In her present state, I see less danger in 
giving her even that serious shock than in leaving 
her to the slow toiment of mind which you are 
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inflictiog by your continaed presence in this 
place. My last word is said. I go back by the 
next train in an honr*s time. Good-morning, 
Mr. Nugent. If yon are a wise man, yon will 
meet me at the station." 

After this the accounts vary. Nngent's stat^ 
men|; asserts that he accompanied Grosse on his 
way back to Miss Batchford's lodging, arguing 
the matter with him, and on^ leaving him at the 
door of the house. Grosse*s statement, on the 
other hand, makes no allusion to this. The dis- 
agreement between them is, however, of no con- 
sequence here. It is admitted, on either side, 
that the result of the interview was the same. 
When Grosse took the train for London, Nugent 
Dnbonrg was not at the station. The next en- 
try in the Journal shows that he remained that 
day and night, at least, at Ramsgate. 

Ton now know, from the narrative of the sur- 
geon's own proceedings, how seriously he thought 
of his patient's case, and how firmly he did his 
duty as an honorable man. Having given you 
this necessary information, I again retire, and 
leave Lucilla to take up the next link in the 
chain of events. — P.] 

Septemhet 5. Six o*clock in the morning, — A 
few hours of restless, broken sleep, disturbed by 
horrid dreams, and waking over and over again 
with startings that seemed to shake me from 
Iiead to foot. I can bear it no longer. The sun 
is rising. I have got up — ^and here I am at the 
writing-table, trying to finish the long story of 
yesterday, still uncompleted in my Journal. 

I have just been looking at the view from my 
window, and I notice one thing which has struck 
me. The mist this morning is the thickest mist 
I have yet seen here. 

The sea view is almost invisible, it is so dim 
and dull. Even the objects about me in my 
room are nothing like so plain as usual.. The 
mist is stealing in, no doubt, through my open 
window. It gets between me and my paper, 
and obliges me to bend down close over the page 
to see what I am about. When the sun is high- 
er, things will be clear again. In the mean time 
I must do as well as I can. 

Grosse came back after his walk as mysterious 
as ever. 

He was quite peremptory in ordering me not 
to overtask my eyes — forbidding reading and 
writing, as I have already mentioned. But 
when I asked for his reasons, he had, for the first 
time in my experience of him, no reasons to give. 
I have the less scruple about disobeying him on 
that account. Still I am a little nneasy, I con- 
fess, when I think of his strange behavior yester- 
day. He looked at me, in the oddest way, as if 
he saw something in my face which he had nev- 
er seen before. Twice he took his leave, and 
twice he returned, doubtful whether he would 

->t remain at Ransisgate, and let hb patients in 



London take care of themselves. His extraor- 
dinary indecision was put an end to at last by 
the arrival of a telegram which bad followed him 
from London — an urgent message, I suppose, 
from one of the patients. He went away in a 
bad temper and a violent hun^, and told me, at 
the door, to expect him back on the sixth. 

When Oscat came, later, tliere wos another 
surprise for me. 

Like Grosse, he was not himself— he too be- 
haved strangely ! First, he was so cold and so 
silent that I thought he was offended. Then he 
went straight to the other extreme, and became 
so loudly talkative, so obstreperously cheerful, 
that my aunt asked me privately whether I did 
not suspect (as she did) that he had been taking 
too much wine. It ended in his tiying to sing 
to my accompaniment on the piano, and in his 
breaking down. He walked away to the other 
end of the room without explanation or apology. 
When I followed him there, a little while after, 
he had a look that indescribably distressed me 
— ^a look as if he had been crying. Toward the 
end of the evening my aunt fell asleep over her 
book, and gave us a chance of speaking to each 
other in a little second room which opens out of 
the drawing-room in this house. It was I who 
took the chance — not he. He was so incompre- 
hensibly unwilling to go into the room and speak 
to me that I had to do a very unlady-Uke thing : 
I mean that I had to take bis arm and lead him 
in myself, and entreat him (in a whisper) to tell 
me what was the matter with him. 

'* Only the old complaint," he answered* 

I made him sit down by me on a little old- 
fashioned couch that just held two. 

** What do you mean by the old complaint?" 
I asked. 

"Oh! you know I" 

"Icfon'fknow." 

" You would know if you really loved me." 

'* Oscar! it is a shame to say that It is a 
shame to doubt that I love you !" 

" Is it? Ever since I have been here I have 
doubted that you love me. It is getting to be 
an old complaint of mine now. I still snffer a 
little sometimes. Don't notice it!" 

He was so cruel and so unjust that I got up to 
leave him without saying a word more. But, 
oh ! he looked so forlorn and so submissive — 
sitting with his head down, and his hands crossed 
listlessly over his knees — ^that I could not find it 
in my heart to treat him harshly. Was I wrong ? 
I don't know ! I have no idea how to manage 
men — and no Madame Pratolnngo now to teach 
me. Right or wrong, it ended in mj sitting down 
by him again in the place which I had just left. 

*' You ought to beg my pardon," I said, " for 
thinking of me as you think, and talking to me 
as you talk." 

"I do beg your pardon, "he answered, hum- 
bly. * ' I am sorry if I have offended you." 
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How coald I resist that ? I pat mj hand on 
his sbonlder, and tried to make him lift up his 
head and look at me. 

'tYou wiU always believe in me in the fa- 
ture ?" I went on. * * Froi^ise me that. " 

** I can promise to try, Lncilla. As things are 
now, I can promise no more." 

'^ As things are now? Ton are speaking in 
riddles to-night. Explain yourself." 

*' I explained myself this morning on the pier." 

Surely this was hard on me — after he had 
promised to give me till the end of the week to 
consider his proposal ! I took my hand off his 
shonlder. He, who never used to displease or 
disappoint me when I was blind, had displeased 
and disappointed me for the second time in a 
few minutes ! 

" Do you wish to force me ?" I asked. ** Aft- 
er telling me this morning that yon would give 
me time to reflect ?" 

He rose, on his side, languidly and mechanic- 
ally, like a man who neither knew nor cared 
what ho was doing. 

"Force you?" he repeated. **Did I say 
that ? I don't know what I am talking about ; 
1 don't know what I am doing. Yon are right 
and I am wrong. I am a mberable wretch, Lu- 
cilla — I am utterly unworthy of you. It would be 
better for yon if you never saw me again !" He 
paused, and, taking me by both hands, looked 
earnestly and sadly into my face. "Good- 
night, my dearl*' he said, and suddenly dropped 
my hands, and turned away to go out. 

I stopped him. "Going already?" I said. 
**ItianotUitevet." 

" It is best for me to go." 

"Why?" 

" I am in wretched spirits. It is better for 
me to be by myselt" 

** Don't say that ! It sounds like a reproach 
to we." 

** On the contrai^, it is all my fault. Good- 
night!" 

I refused to say good-night ; I refused to let 
him go. His wanting to go was in itself a re- 
proach to me. He had never done it before. I 
asked him to sit down again. 

He shook his head. 

"For ten minutes!" 

He shook his head again. 

" For five minute^ 1" 

Instead of answering, he gently lifted a long 
lock of my hfur which hung at the side of my 
neck. (My head, I should add, had been dressed 
that evening on the old-fashioned plan by my 
aunt's maid — to please, my aunt.) 

"If I stay five minutes longer," he said, "I 
shall ask for something." 

" For what ?" 

** You have beautiful hair, Lucilla." 

** You can't want a lock of my hair, surely ?" 

"Why not?" 



"I gave you a keepsake of that sort — a^s 
ago. Have you forgotten it ?" 

INote. — 'The keepsake had pf course been 
given to the true Oscar, and was then, as it is 
now, still in his possession. Notice, when he re-, 
covers himself, how quickly the false Oscar ihTbrs 
this, and how cleverly he founds his excuse upon 
it.— P.] 

His face flushed deep, his eyes dropped be- 
fore mine. I could see that he was ashamed of 
himself; I could only conclude that he had for- 
gotten it! A morsel of his hair was, at that 
moment, in a locket which I wore round my 
neck. ' I had more reason, I think, to doubt him 
than he had to doubt me. I was so mortified 
that I stepped aside, and made way for him to 
go out. 

" You wish to go away," I said ; " I won't 
keep you any longer." 

It was his turn now to plead with me, 

" Suppose I have been deprived of your keep- 
sake?" he said. "Suppose somebody whom I 
would rather not mention has taken it away 
from me ?" 

I instantly understood him. His miserable 
brother had taken it. My work-basket was 
close by. I cut off a lock of my hair, and tied 
it at each end with a morsel of my favorite 
light blue ribbon. 

"Are we friends again, Oscar?" was all I 
said as I put it into his hand. 

He caught me in his arms in a kind of frenzy 
— ^holding me to him so violently that he hurt 
me; kissing me so fiercely that he frightened 
me. Before I had recovered breath enough to 
speak to him he had released me, and had gone 
out in such headlong haste that he knocked down 
a little round table with books on it, and woke 
my aunt 

The old lady called for me in her most for- 
midable voice, and showed me the family temper 
in its sourest aspect. Grosso had gone back to 
London without making any apology to her, 
and Oscar had knocked down her books. The 
indignation aroused by these two outrages called 
loudly for a victim — and (no one else being near 
at the moment) selected Me. Miss Batchford 
discovered for the first time that she had under- 
taken too much in undertaking to take the sole 
charge of her niece at Bamsgate. 

" I decline to assume the entire responsibility, " 
said my aunt. "At my age, the entire respon- 
sibility is too much for me. I shall write to 
your father, Lncilla. I always did, and always 
shall, detest him, as you know. His views on 
politics and religion are (in a clergyman) simply 
detestable. Still he is your fiither ; and it is a 
duty on my part, after what that rude foreigner 
has said about your health, to offer to restore you 
to your father's roof— or, at least, to obtain your 
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father's sanction to yoar continuing to remain 
upder my care. This counie, in either case, yon 
will observe, relieves me from the entire respon- 
sibility. I am doing nothing to compromise 
my position. My position is quite plain to me. 
I should have formally accepted your father's 
hospitality on the occasion of yoar wedding, if I 
had been well enongh, and if the wedding had 
taken place. It follows as a matter of course 
that I may formally report to your father what 
the medical opinion is of your health. However 
brutaDy it may have been given, it is a medical 
opinion — and as such I am bound to communi- 
cate it." 

Knowing but too well how bitterly my aunt's 
aversion to him is reciprocated by my father, I 
did my best to combat Miss Batchfbrd's resolu- 
tion, without making matters worse by telling 
her what my motives really were. With some 
difficulty I prevailed on her to defer the pro- 
posed report of me for a day or two^-and we 
parted for the night (the old lady's fits of temper 
are soon over) as good friends as usual. 

This little episode in the history of the even- 
ing diverted my mind for the time from Oscar's 
strange conduct yesterday evening. But once 
up here by myself in- my own room, I have been 
thinking of it, or dreaming of it (such horrid 
dreams ! — ^I can not write them dowii !), almost 
incessantly from that time to this. When we 
meet again to-day, how will he look ? what will 
he say ? " 

He was right yesterday. I am cold to him ; 
there is some change in me toward him which I 
don't understand mysdf. My conscience ac- 
cuses me now I am alone — and yet, God knows, 
it is not my fault. Poor Oscar ! Poor me ! 

I have never longed to see him, since we met 
at this place, as I long now. He sometimes 
comes to breakfast. Will he come to breakfast 
to-day? 

Oh, how my eyes ache! and how obstinately 
the mist stops in the room 1 Suppose I close the 
window, and go back to bed again for a little 
while?.' - , 

Nine o'clock. — ^The maid came in half an hour 
since and woke me. She went to open the 
window as usuaL I stopped her. 

^* Is the mist gone ?" I asked. 

The girl started^ ** What mist, miss ?" 

* * Haven't you seen it ?" 

"No, miss." 

"What time did you get op ?'* 

"At seven, miss." 

At seven I was still writing in my Journal, and 
the mist was still over every thing in the room. 
Persons in the lower ranks of life are curiously 
unobservant of the aspects of Nature. I never 
(in the days of my blindness) got any informal 
tion from servants or laborers about the views 
rouqd Dimchnrch. They seemed to have no 
ves for any thing beyond the range of the kitch- 



en or the plowed field. I got out of bed, and 
took the nuiid myself to the window, and open- 
ed it. 

" There I" I said. " It is not quite so thick 
as it was some hoars since. Bat there is the 
mist as plain as can be!" 

The girl looked backward and forward in a 
state of bewUderment between me a^d the view. 

* ' Mist ?" she repeated. * * Beggi^ your par- 
don, miss, it's a beautiful dear mo/ning — as I 
see it." 

"Clear?" I repeated, on my side. 

"Yes, miss." 

" Do you mean to tell me it's clear over the 
sea?" 

" The sea is a beautiful blue, miss. Far and 
near you can see the ships." 

" Where are the ships ?" 

She pointed out of the window to a certain 
spot. 

"There are two of them, miss. A big ship 
with three masts. And a little ship, just behind, 
with one." 

I looked along her finger, and strained my 
eyes to see. All I could make out was a dim, 
grayish mist, with something like a little spot or 
blur on it at the place which the maid's finger 
indicated as the position occupied by the two 
ships. 

The idea struck me for the first time that the 
dimness which I had attributed to the mist was, 
in plain truth, the dimness in my own eyes. 
For the moment I was a little startled. I left 
the window, and made the best excuse that I 
could to the girl. As soon as it was possible to 
dismiss her I sent her away, and bathed my eyes 
with one of Grosse's lotions, and then tried them 
again in writing this entry. To my relief, I can 
see to write better than I did earlier in the morn- 
ing. Still I have had a waraing to pay a little 
more attention to Grosse's directions than I 
have hitherto done. Is it possible that he saw 
something in the state of my eyes which he was 
afraid to tell me of ? Nonsense ! Grosse is not 
the sort of man who shrinks from speaking out. 
I have fatigued my eyes — that is alL Let me 
shut up my book, and go dovrn stairs to break- 
fast. 

Ten o clock, — For a moment I open my Jour- 
nal. 

Something has happened which I must posi- 
tively set down in this history of my life. I am 
so vexed and so angry ! The maid (wretched, 
chattering fool) has told my aunt what passed 
between us this morning at my window. Miss 
Batchford has taken the alarm, and has insisted 
on writing not only to Grosse, but to my father. 
In the present imbittered state of my fathers 
feeling against my aunt, he will either leave*her 
letter unanswered, or he will offend her by an 
angry reply. In either case I shall be the suf- 
ferer : my aunt's sense of injury— which can not 
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addr6ss itself to my father — ^will find a convene 
ient object to assail in me. I shall never hear the 
last of it. Being already nervods and dispirited, 
the prospect of finding myself involved in a new 
family quarrel quite daunts me. I feel ungrate- 
fully inclined to run away from Miss Batchford 
when I think of it ! 
No signs of Oscar 5 and no news of Oscar — 

yet. 

Twelve o'clock. — But one trial more was want- 
ed to make my life here quite unendurable. The 
trial has come. 

- A letter from Oscar (sent by messenger from 
his hotel) has just been placed in my hands. It 
informs me that he has decided on leaving. Rams- 
gate by the next train. The next train starti9 in 
forty minutes. Good God ! what am I to do ? 

My eyes are burning. I know It does them 
harm, to cry. How can I help crying ? It is all 
over, between us if I let Oscar go away alone — 
his letter AS good as tells me so. Oh, why have 
I behaved so coldly to him? I ought to make 
any sacrifice of my own feelings to atone for it. 
And yet there is an obstinate something in me 
that shrinks. What am I to do ? what am I to 
do? 

I must drop the pen, and try if I can think. 
My eyes completely fail me. I can write no more. 

\Note, — I copy the letter to which Lucilla re- 
fers. 

Nngent*s own assertion is that he wrote it in 
a moment of remorse, to give her an opportunity 
of breaking the engagement by which she inno- 
cently supposed herself to be held to him. He 
declared that he honestly believed the letter 
would offend her when he wrote it. The other 
interpretation of the document is that, finding 
himself obliged to leave Ramsgate — under pen- 
alty (if he remained) of being exposed by Grosse 
as an impostor when the surgeon visited his pa- 
tient on the next day — ^Nugent seized the oppor- 
tunity of making his absence the means of work- 
ing on Lucilla's feelings so as to persuade her to 
accompany him to London. Don't ask me which 
of these two conclusions I favor. For reasons 
which you will understand when yon have come 
to the end of my naiTative, I would rather not 
express my opinion either one way or the other. 

Read the letter, and decide for yourselves : 

*'Mt Darlikg, — After a sleepless night, I 
have decided on leaving Ramsgate by the next 
train that starts after you receive these lines. 
Last night's experience has satisfied me that my 
presence here (after what I said to you on the 
pier) only distresses you. Some influence that 
is too strong for you to resist has changed your 
heart toward me. When the time comes for you 
to determine whether you will be my wife on 
the conditions that I have proposed, I see but 
too plainly that yon will say No. Let me make 



it less hard for you, niy love, to do that by leav- 
ing you to write the word, instead of saying it to 
me. If you wish for your freedom, cost me 
what it may, I will absolve you from your en- 
gagement. I love you too dearly to blame you. 
My address in London is on the other leaf. 
Farewell! Oscar." 

The address given on the blank leaf is at a 
hotel. 

A few lines more in the Journal follow the 
lines last quoted in this place. Except a word or 
two here and there, it is impossible any longer 
to decipher the writing. The mischief done to 
her eyes by her reckless use of them, by her fits 
of crying, by her disturbed nights, by the long- 
continued strain on her of agitation and sus- 
pense, has evidently justified the worst of those 
unacknowledged forebodings which Grosse felt 
when he saw her. The last lines of the Journal 
are, as writing, actually inferior to her worst 
writing in the days when she was blind. 

However, the course which she ended in tak- 
ing on receipt of the letter which yon have just 
read is sufficiently indicated by a note of Nu- 
gent's writing, left at Miss Batchford's residence 
at Ramsgate by a porter from the railway. Aft- 
er-events make it necessaiy to preserve this note 
also. It runs thus : 

** Madam,— I wi-ite, by Lucilla's wish, to beg 
that you will not be anxious on discovering 
that your niece has left Ramsgate. She accom- 
panies me, at my express request, to the house 
of a married lady who is a relative of mine, and 
under whose care she will remain until the time 
arrives for our n^ftrriagc. The reasons which 
have led to her taking this step, and which oblige 
her to keep her new place of residence concealed 
for the present, will be frankly stated to you and 
to her father on the day when we are man and 
wife. In the mean time Lucilla begs that you 
will excuse her abrupt departnoe, and that you 
will be so good as to send this letter on to her 
father. Both you and he will, I hope, remem- 
ber that she is of an age to act for herself, and 
that she is only hastening her marriage with a 
man to whom she has been long engaged with 
the sanction and approval of her family. — ^JBe- 
lieve'me, madam, your faithful servant, 

** Oscar Bubourg." 

This letter was delivered at luncheon-time — 
almost at the moment when the servant had an- 
nounced to her mistress that Miss Finch was 
nowhere to be found, and that her traveling-bag 
had disappeared from her room. The London 
train had then started. Miss Batchford, having 
no right to interfere, decided — after consultation 
with a friend — on at once traveling to Dim- 
church and placing the matter in Mr. Finch's 
! hands. — P.] 
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MADAME PRATOLUNGO'S NARRATIVE 

RESUMED. 

CHAPTER THE FORTY-SIXTH. 

THE ITALIAN 8TKAMEB. 

Lucilla's Journal has told you all that La- 
cilla can telL Permit- me to reappear in these 
pages. Shall I say, with your fiiTorite English 
clown, reappearing every year in your barbarous 
English pantomime, ** Here I am again : how do 
you do?" No— I had better leave that out. 
Tour clown is one of your national institutions. 
With this mysterious source of British amusement 
let no foreign person presume to trifle I 

I arrived at Marseilles, as well as I can remem- 
ber, on the fifteenth of August. 

You can not be expected to feel my interest in 
good Papa. I wiU pass over this venerable vic- 
tim of the amifible delusions of the heart as rap- 
idly as respect and affection will penmt The 
duel (I hope you remember the duel ?) had been 
fought widi pistols, and the bullet had not been 
extracted when I joined my sisters at the suffer- 
er's bedside. He was delirious and did not know 
me. Two days later, the removal of the bullet 
was accomplished by the surgeon in attendance. 
For a time he improved after this. Then there 
was a relapse. It was only on the first of Sep- 
tember that we were permitted to hope that be 
might still be spared to us. 

On that date I was composed enough to think 
again of Lucilla, and to remember Mrs. Finch's 
polite request to me that I would write to her 
from Marseilles. 

I wrote briefly, telling the damp lady of the 
rectory (only at greater length) what I have told 
here. My main motive in doing this was, I con- 
fess, to obtain, through Mrs. Finch, some news 
of Lucilla. After posting the letter I attended 
to another duty which I had neglected while my 
father was in danger of death. I went to the 
person to whom my lawyer had recommended 
me, to institute that search for Oscar which I had 
determined to set on foot when X left London. 
The person was connected with the police, in the 
capacity (as nearly as I can express it in English) 
of a sort of private superintendent — not officially 
recognized, but secretly trusted for all that 

When he heard of the time that had elapsed 
without any discovery of the slightest trace of the 
fugitive, he looked grave, and declared, honest- 
ly enough, that he doubted if he could reward 
my confidence in him by proving himself to be 
of the slightest service to me. Seeing, however, 
that I was earnestly bent on making some sort 
of effort, he put a last question to me in these 
terms : 

** You have not described the gentleman yet 
Is there, by lucky chance, any thing remarkable 
in his personal appearance ?" 

'' There is something very remarkable, Sir," I 
answered. 



** Describe it exactly, ma'am, if yon please." 

I described Oscar's complexion. My excel- 
lent superintendent showed Encouraging signs of 
interest as he listened. He was a most elegant- 
ly dressed gentleman, with the gracious manners 
of a prince.- It was quite a privilege to be allow- 
ed to talk to him. 

'*If the missing man has passed through 
France," he said, *' with such a renuirkable face 
as that, there is a fair chance of finding him. I 
will set preliminary inquiries going at the railway 
station, at the steam-packet office, and at the 
port You shall hear the result to-morrow." 

I went back to good Papa's bedside— satisfied, 
so far. 

The next day my superintendent honored me 
by a visit 

"Any news, Sir?" I asked. 

"News already, ma'am. The clerk at the 
steam-packet office perfectly well remembers sell- 
ing a ticket to a stranger with a terrible blue face. 
Unhappily, his memory is not equally good as 
to other matters. He can not accurately call to 
mind either the name of the stranger or the place 
for which the stranger embarked. We know that 
he must either have gone to some port in Italy 
or to some port in the East And, thus far, we 
know no more." 

"What are we to do next?" I inquired. 

"I propose — with your permission — sending 
personal descriptions of the gentleman, by tele- 
graph, to the different ports in Italy first If 
nothing is heard of him in reply, we will try the 
ports in the East next That is the course which 
I have the honor of submitting to your consider- 
ation. Do you approve <^ it ?" 

I cordially approved of it, and waited for the 
results with all the patience that I could com- 
mand. 

The next day passed, and nothing happened. 
My unhappy fiither got on very slowly. The 
vile woman who had caused the disaster (and 
who had run off with his antagonist) was perpet- 
ually in his mind, disturbing him and keeping 
him back. Why is a destroying wretch of this 
sort, a pitiless, treacherous, devouring monster in 
female form, allowed to be out of prison? Yon 
shut up in a cage a poor tigress, who only eats 
yon when she is hungry, and can't provide for 
her dear little children in any other way, and 
you let the other and far more dangerous beast 
of the two range at large under protection of 
the law ! Ah, it is easy to see that the men make 
the laws. Never mind. The women are com- 
ing to the front Wait a little. The tigresses 
on two legs will have a bad time of it when we 
get into Parliament 

On the fourth of the month the superintend- 
ent wrote to me. More news of the lost Oscar 
already! 

The blue man had disembarked at Genoa, and 
had been traced to the station of th^ railway ran- 
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ning to Tann. \ More inquiries had been, there- 
upon, sent by telegraph to Tarin. In the mean 
time, and in the possible event of the missing 
person returning to England bjr way of Mar- 
seilles, experienced men, provided with a person- 
' al description of him, would be posted at various 
public places, to pass in review all travelers ar- 
riving either by land or sea, and to report to 
me if the right traveler appeared. Once more 
my princely superintendent submitted this course 
to my consideration, and waited for my approval 
— and got it, with my admiration thrown in as 
part of the bargain. 

The days passed — and good Papa stiU vacil- 
lated between better and worse. 

My sisters broke down, poor souls, under their 
anxieties. It all fell as usual on my shoulders. 
Day by day my prospect of returning to England 
seemed to grow more and more remote. Kot a 
line of reply reached me from Mrs. Finch. This 
in itself fidgeted and disturbed me. Lncilla was 
now hardly ever out of my thoughts. Over and 
over again my anxiety urged me to run the risk, 
and write to her. But the same obstacle always 
raised itself in my way. After what had hap- 
pened between us, it was* impossible for me to 
write to her directly without first restoring my- 
self to my former place in her estimation. And 
I could only do this by entering into particulars 
which, for all I knew to the contrary, it might 
still be cruel and dangerous to reveaL 

As for writing to Miss Batchford, I had al- 
ready tried the old lady's patience in that way 
before leaving England. If I tried it again, with 
no better excuse for a second intrusion than my 
own anxieties might suggest, the chances were 
that this uncompromising royalist would throw 
my letter into the fire, and treat her republican 
correspondent with contemptuous silence. Grosse 
was the third and last person from whom I 
might hope to obtain information. But — shall 
I confess it ? — I did not know what Lncilla might 
have told him of the estrangement between us, 
and my pride (remember, if you please, that I 
am a poverty-stricken foreigner) revolted at the 
idea of exposing myself to a possible repulse. 

However, by the eleventh of the month I 
began to feel my suspense so keenly, and to 
suffer under such painful doubts of what Nu- 
gent might be doing in my absence, that I re- 
solved at all hazards on writing to Grosse. It 
was at least possible, as I calculated — and the 
Journal will show you I calculated right — ^that 
LuciUa had only told him of my melancholy er- 
rand at Marseilles, and had mentioned nothing 
more. I had just opened my desk, when our 
surgeon in attendance entered the room, and*an- 
nounced the joyful intelligence that he could an- 
swer at last for the recovery of good Papa. 

^'Can I go back to England?" I asked, ear- 
gerly. 

'^ Not immediately. Tou^ore his favorite nurse 



— ^yon must gradually accustom him to*the idea 
of your going away. If you do any thing sud- 
den you may cause a relapse." 

**I will do nothing sudden. Only tell me 
when it will be safe — absolutely safe — ^for me to 
go?" 

"Say in a week," 

"On the eighteenth ?** 

"On the eighteenth." 

I shut np my writing-desk. Within a few 
days I might now hope to be in England as 
soon as I could receive Grosse's answer at Mar- 
seilles. Under these circumstances, it would be 
better to wait until I could make my inquiries, 
safely and independently, in my own proper per- 
son. Comparison of dates will show that if I 
had written to the German oculist, it would have 
been too late. It was now the. eleventh, and 
Lncilla had left Bamsgate with Nugent on the 
fifth. 

All this time but one small morsel of news re- 
warded our inquiries After Oscai^— and even that 
small morsel seemed to me to be unworthy of 
belief. 

It was said that he had been seen at a military 
hospital— the hospital of Alessandria, in Pied* 
mont, I think--4cting, under the surgeons, as at- 
tendant on the badly wonnded men who had sur- 
vived the femous campaign of France and Italy 
against Austria. (Bear in mind, if you please, 
that I atn writing of the year eighteen hundred 
and fifty-nine, and that the peace of Villafranca 
was only signed in the July of that year.) Occu- 
pation as hospital-man-nurse was, to my mind, 
occupation so utterly at variance with Oscar's 
temperament and character that I persisted in 
considering the intelligence thiis received of him 
to be on the &ce of it false. 

On the seventeentih of the month I had got my 
passport regulated, and had packed up the great- 
er part of my baggage in anticipation of my jour- 
ney back to England on the next day. 

Carefully as I had tried to accustom his inind 
to the idea, my poor father remained so immov- 
ably reluctant to let me leave him that I was 
obliged to consent to a sort of compromise. I 
promised, when the business which took me to 
England was settled, to return again to Mar- 
seilles, and to travel back with him to his home 
in Paris as soon as he was fit to be moved. On 
this condition I gained permission to go. Poor 
as I was, I infinitely preferred charging my slen- 
der purse with the expenses of the double jour- 
ney to remaining any longer in ignorance of what 
was going on at Bamsgate — or at Dimchurch, as 
the case might be. Now that my mind was free 
from anxiety about my father — I don't know 
which tormented me most — ^my eagerness to set 
myself right with my sister-friend, or my vague 
dread of the mischief which Nugent might have 
done while my back was turned. Over and over 
again I asked myself whether Miss Batchford 



178 



POOR MISS FINCH. 



had or had not shown my letter to Lncilla. Over 
and over again I wondered whether it had been 
my happy privilege to reveal Nugent under his 
true aspect, and to preserve Lucilla for Oscar aft- 
er all. 

Toward the afternoon, on the seventeenth, I 
went out alone to get a breath of fresh air, and a 
look at the shop windows. I don*t care who or 
what she may be — high or low, handsome or 
ugly, young or old— it always relieves a woman's 
mind to look at the shop windows. 

I had not been five minutes out before I met 
my princely superintendent. 

"Any news for me to-day?** I asked. 

"Not yet." 

* * Not yet ?" I repeated. ** You expect news, 
then r 

" We expect an Italian steamship to arrive in 
port before the evening," said the superintend- 
ent. ' " Who knows what may happen ?" 

He bowed and left me. I felt no great elation 
on contemplating the barren prospect which his 
lost words had placed before me. So many 
steamers had arrived at Marseilles, without bring- 
ing any news of the missing man, that I attached 
very little importance to the arrival of the Italian 
ship. However, I had nothing fo do — I wanted 
a walk — and I thought I might as well stroll 
down to the port and see the vessel come in. 

The vessel was just entering the harbor by 
the tirae I got to the landing-stage. 

I found our man employed to investigate trav- 
elers arriving by sea punctually at his post. His 
influence broke through the vexatious French 
rules and regulations which forbid all fi*eedom of 
public movement within official limits, and pro- 
cured me a place in the room at the custom-house 
through which the passengers by the steamer 
would be obliged to pass. I accepted his polite 
attention, simply because I was glad to sit down 
and rest in a quiet place after my walk — not 
even the shadow of an idea that any thing would 
coine of my visit to the harbor being in my mind 
at the time. 

After a long interval the passengers began 
to stream into the room. Looking languidly 
enough at the first half dozen strangers who 
came in, I felt myself touched on the shoulder 
from behind. There was onr man, in a state of 
indescribable excitement, entreating me to com- 
pose myself! 

Being perfectly composed already, I stared at 
him, and asked, " Why ?" 

" He is here !" cried the man. " Look !" 

He pointed to the passengers still crowding 
into the room. I looked, and, instantly losing 
my head, started up with a cry that turned ev- 
ery body's eyes on me. Yes! there was the 
poor, dear discolored face-— there was Oscar him- 
self, thunderstruck, on his side, at the sight of 
Me! 

I snatched the key of his portmanteau out of 



his hand, and gave it to our man, who undertook 
to submit it to the custom-house examination, 
and to bring it to my lodging afterward. Hold- 
ing. Oscar fast by the arm, I pished my way 
through the crowd in the room, got outside, 
and hailed a cab at th^dock gates. The people 
about, noticing my agitation, said to each other, 
compassionately, " It's the blue man's mother!" 
Idiots ! They might have seen, I think, that I 
was only old enough to be his sister. 

Once sheltered in the vehicle, I could draw my 
breath again, and rewai^ him for all the anxiety 
he had caused me by giving him a kiss. I might 
have given him ai thousand kisses. Amazement 
made bim a perfectly passive creature in my 
hands. He only repeated, faintly, over and over 
again, "What does it mean? what does it 
mean ?" 

" It means that you have friends, you wretch, 
who are fools enough to be too fond of you to 
give you up !" I said. " I am one of the fools. 
Yon will come to England with me to-morrow, 
and see for yourself if Lncilla is not another." 

That reference to Lncilla restored him to the 
possession of his senses. He began to ask the 
questions that naturally occurred to him under 
the circumstances. Having plenty of questions 
in reserve, on my side, I told him briefly enough 
what had brought me to Marseilles, and what I 
had done during my. residence in that city to- 
ward discovering the place of his retreat. 

When he asked me next— after a momentary 
struggle with himself— what I could tell him of 
Nugent and Lucilla, it is not to be denied that I 
hesitated before I answered him. A moment's 
consideration, however, was enough to decide me 
on speaking out, for this plain reason, that a 
moment's consideration reminded me of the 
troubles and annoyances which had already be- 
fallen us as the result of concealing the truth. 
I told Oscar honestly all that I have related here 
— starting from my night interview with Nugent 
at Browndown, and ending with my precaution- 
ary measures for the protection of Lucilla while 
she was living under the care of her aunt. 

I was greatly interested in watching the effect 
which these disclosures produced on Oscar. 

My observation led me to form two conclu- 
sions. First conclusion, that time and absence 
had not produced the slightest change in the love 
which the poor fellow bore to Lucilla. Second 
conclusion, that nothing but absolute proof would 
induce him to agree in my unfavorable opinion 
of his brother's character. It was in vain I de- 
clared that Nugent had quitted England pledged 
to find him, and had left it to me (as the event 
had now proved) to make the discovery. He 
owned readily that he had seen nothing and 
heard nothing of Nugent. Nevertheless his con- 
fidence in his brother remained unshaken. ' ' Nu- 
gent is the soul of honor," he repeated again and 
again, with a side-look at xne which suggested 
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that my frankly avowed opinion of his brother 
had hurt and offended him. 

I had barely time to notice this before we 
reached my lodgings. He appeared to be un- 
willing to follow me into the house. 

~ '* I sappose yon have some proof to support 
what you have said of Nugent," he resumed, 
stopping in the court-yard. ".Have you written 
to England since you have been here? and have 
you had a reply ?" 

"I have written to Mrs. Finch," I answered ; 
"and I have pot had a word in reply." 

** Have you written to no one else?" 

I explained to him the position in which I 
stood toward Miss Batchfofd, and the hesitation 
which I had felt about writing to Grosse. The 
smouldering resentment against me that had 
been in him ever sincal had spoken of his broth- 
er and of Lucilla flamed up at last. 

"I entirely disagree with you," he broke out, 
angrily. " You are wronging Lucilla and wrong- 
ing Nugent. Lucilla is incapable of saying any 
thing against you to Grosse, and Nugent is 
equally incapable of misleading her as you sup- 
pose. What honible ingratitude you attribute 
to one of them — and what horrible baseness to 
tke other ! I have listened to you as patiently 
as I can ; and I feel sincerely obliged by the in- 
terest which you have shown in me— but I can 
not remain in your company a.ny longer. Ma- 
dame Pratolungo, your suspicions are inhuman ! 
You have not brought forWard a shadow of proof 
in support of them. I will . send here for my 
luggage, if yon will allow me, and I will start 
for England by the next train. After what you 
have said, I can*t rest till I have found out the 
truth for myself." 

This was my reward for all the trouble that I 
had taken to discover Oscar Dubourg I Never 
mind the money I had spent — I am not rich 
enough to care about money — only consider the 
trouble. If I had been a man, I do really think 
I should have knocked him down. Being only 
a woman, I dropped him a low courtesy, and 
stung him with my tongue. 
. "As you please. Sir," I said. '* I have done 
my best to serve you — and you quaiTel with me 
and leave me in return. Go! You are not the 
first fool who has quaiTeled with his best friend." 

Either the words or the courtesy — or both to- 
gether — brought him to his senses. He made 
me an apology, which I received. And he look- 
ed excessively foolish, which put me in an ex- 
cellent humor again. " You stupid boy," I said, 
taking his arm, and leading him to the stairs. 
" When we first met at Dimchurch did you find 
me a suspicious woman or an inhuman woman? 
Answer me that!" 

He answered frankly enough. 

"I found you all that was kind and good. 
Still, it is surely only natural to want some con- 
fiimation — " He checked himself there, and 



reverted abruptly to my letter to Mrs. Finch. 
The silence of the rectorVwife evidently alarmed 
him. ."How long is it since you wrote?" he 
inquired. 

"As long ago as the first of this month," I re- 
plied. 

He fell into thought. We ascended the next 
fiight of stairs in silence. At the landing he 
stopped me, and spoke again. My unanswered 
letter was still uppermost in his mind. 

"Mrs. Finch loses every thing that can be 
k>st," he^said. *' Is it not likely — with her hab- 
its—that when she had written her answer, and 
wanted your letter to look at to put the address 
on it, your letter was like her handkerchief, or 
her novel, or any thing else — not to be found ?" 

So far, no doubt, this was quite in Mrs. Finch's 
character. I could see that, but my mind was 
too much preoccupied to draw the inference that 
followed. Oscar's next words enlightened me. 

"Have you tried the Foste-Eestante ?" he 
asked. 

What could I possibly have been thinking of! 
Of course she had lost my letter. Of course 
the whole house would be upset in looking for it, 
and the rector would silence the uproar by or- 
dering his wife to try the Poste-Bestante. How 
strangely we had changed places! ' Instead of 
my clear head thinking for Oscar, here was Os- 
car's clear head thinking for Me. Is my stupid- 
ity quite incredible? Bemember, if you please, 
what a weight of trouble and anxiety had lain on 
my mind while I was at Marseillels. Can one 
think of every thing while one is afflicted as I 
was ? Not even such a clever person as You can 
do that. If, as the saying is, "Homer some- 
times nods" — why not Madame Pratolungo? 

"I never thought of the Poste-Bestante," I 
said to Oscar. "If you don't mind going back 
a little way, shall we inquire at once ?" 

He was perfectly willing. We went do^vn 
stairs again, and out into the street On our 
way to the post-office I seized my first opportu- 
nity of making Oscar give me some account of 
himself. 

*' I have satisfied your curiosity to the best of 
my ability," I said, as we walked arm in arm 
through the streets. " Now suppose yon satisfy 
mine. A report of your haying been seen in a 
military hospital in Italy is the oiily report of 
you which has reached me here. Of course it is 
not true?" 

"It is perfectly true." 

"You, in a hospital, nursing wounded sol- 
diers!" 

" That is exactly what I have been doing." 

No woi*ds could express my astonishment. I 
could only stop and look at him. 

"Was that the occupation which you had in 
view when you left England ?" I asked. 

"I had no object in leaving England but the 
object which I mentioned in my letter to you. 
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After what had happened, I owed it' to Lucilla 
and I owed it to Nugent to go. I left England 
without caring where I went. The train to Ly- 
ons happened to be the first train that started on 
my arrival at Paris. I took the first train. At 
Lyons I saw by chance an account in a French 
newspaper of the SRfierings of some of the badly 
woonded men left still uncored after the battle 
of Solferino. I felt an impulse, in my own 
wretchedness, to help these other sufferers in their 
misery. On eveiy other nde of it my life was 
wasted. The one worthy ose to which I could 
put it was to employ myself in doing good ; and 
here was good to be done. I managed to get the 
necessary letters of introduction at Turin. With 
the help of these I made myself of some use 
(under the regular surgeons and dressers) in 
nursing the poor mutilated, crippled men ; and 
I have helped a little afterward, from my own 
resources, in starting them comfortably in new 
ways of life." 

In those manly and simple words he told me 
his story. 

Once more I felt, what I had felt already, that 
there were hidden reserves of strength in the 
character of this innocent young fellow which 
had utterly escaped my superficial observation 
of him.. In choosing liis vocation he was, no 
doubt, only following the conventional modem 
course in such cases. Despair has its fashions 
as well as dress. Ancient despair (especially of 
Oscar's sort) used to turn soldier, or go into a 
monastery. Modem despair turns nurse, binds 
up wounds, gives physic, and gets cured or not 
in that useful but nasty way. Oscar had certain- 
ly struck out nothing new for himself : he had 
only followed the fashion. Still, it implied, as I 
thought, both courage and resolution to have 
conquered the obstacles which he must have 
overcome, and to have held steadily on his 
coarse after he had once entered it. Having 
begun by quarreling with him, I was in a fair 
way to end by respecting him. Surely this man 
was worth preserving for Lncilht, affcer all ! 

" May I ask where you were going when we 
met at the port?" X continued. '*Have you 
left Italy because there were no more wounded 
soldiers to be cured?" 

"There was no more work for me at the 
hospital to which I was attached," he said. 
*' And there were certain obstacles in my way, 
as a stranger and a Protestant, among the poor 
and afflicted population outside the hospitaL I 
might have overcome those obstacles, with little 
trouble, among a people so essentially good-tem- 
pered and courteous as the Italians, if I had 
tried. But it occurred to me that my first duty 
was to my own counttymen. The misery crying 
for relief in London is misery not paralleled in 
any city of Italy. When you met me I was on my 
way to London to place my services at the dis- 
posal of any clergyman in a poor neighborhood 



who would accept such help as lean offer him.** 
He paused a little — hesitated-^and added, in 
lower to&es: '* That was one of my objects in 
returning to EngUmd. It is only honest to own 
to you that I had another motive besides." 

** A motive connected with your brother and 
with Lucilla?" I suggested. 

"Yes. Don't misinterpret me. I am not 
returning to England to retract what I said to 
Nugent I still leave him free to plead his own 
cause with Lucilla in his own person. I am still 
resolved not to distress myself add distress them 
by returning to Dimchurch. But I have a long- 
ing that nothing can subdue to know how it has 
ended between th^* Don't ask me to say 
more than that! In spite of the time that has 
passed, it breaks my heart to talk of Lucilla. I 
had looked forward to a meeting with you in 
London, and to hearing what I longed to hear 
from your lips. Judge for yourself what my 
hopes were when I first saw your face ; and for- 
give me if I felt my disappointment bitterly 
when I found that you had really no news to 
tell, and when you ^oke of Nugent as yon did." 
He stopped, and pressed my arm earnestly. 
*' Suppose I am right about Mrs. Finch's letter ?" 
he added. " Suppose it should really be wait- 
ing for you at the post?" 

"WeU?" 

"The letter may contain the news which I 
most want to hear." 

I checked him there. "I am not sure of 
that," I answered. "I don't know what news 
you most want to hear." 

I said those words with a purpose. What was 
the news he was longing for? In spite of what 
he had said, my woman's observation answered, 
News that Lucilla is still a single woman. My 
object in speaking as I had just spoken was to 
tempt him into a reply which might confirm me 
in this opinion. He evaded the reply. Was that 
confirmation in itself ? Yes — as / think ! 

" Will you tell me what there is in the letter ?" 
he asked, passing, as you see, entirely over what 
I had just said to him. 

"Yes, if you wish it," I answered, not over- 
well pleased with his want of confidence in me. 

"No matter what the letter contains ?'/' he 
went on, evidently doubting me. 

I said Yes, again — that one word, and no 
more. 

"I suppose it would be asking too much," he 
persisted, '^ to ask you to let me read the letter 
myself?" 

My temper, as yon are well aware by this time, 
is not the temper of a saint. I drew my aim 
smai'tly out of his arm, and I surveyed him with 
what poor Pratolungo used to call "my Roman 
look." 

"Mr, Oscar Dubonrg! .say, in plain words, 
that jou distrast me." 

He protested, of course, that he did nothing 
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of the kind — ^without produciog the Blightest ef- 
fect on me. Just run over in your mind, the in- 
sults, woniesy and anxieties which had assailed 
mo as the reward for my friendly interest in this 
man's welfare. Or, if that is too great an effort, 
be so good as to remember that Lncilla's fare- 
well letter to me at Dimchurdh was now follow- 
ed by the equally ungracious expression or Os- 
car's distrust — and this at a time when I had had 
serious trials of my own to sustain at my Other's 
bedside, I think yon will admit that a sweeter 
temper than mine might have not unnaturally 
turned a little sour under present circumstances. 

I answered not a word to Oscar's protestations 
— I only searched vehemently in the pocket of 
my dress. 

*'Hcre,"I said, opening my card-case, 'Ms 
my address in this place; and here," I went on, 
producing the document, ''is my passport, if 
they want it." 

I forced the card and the passport into his 
hands. He took them in helpless astonishment. 

" What am I to do with these ?" he asked. 

" Take them to the Poste-Restante. If there 
is a letter for me with the Dimchurch post-mark, 
I authorize you to open it. Read it before it 
comes into my hands — and then perhaps you 
will be satisfied." 

He declared that be would do nothing of the 
sort, and tried to force my documents back into 
my own possession. 

"Please yourself," I said. "I have done 
with you and your affairs. Mrs. Finch's letter 
is of no earthly consequence to me. If it is at 
the Poste-Restante, I shall not trouble mjrself to 
ask for it. What concern have I with news 
about Lucilla? What does it matter to me 
whether she is married or not? I am going 
back to my father and my sisters. Decide for 
yourself whether you want Mrs. Finch's letter 
or not," 

That settled it. He went his way with my 
documents to the post-oJfice ; and I went mine 
back to the lodging. 

Arrived in my room, I still held to the resolu- 
tion which I had expressed to Oscar in the 
street. Why should I leave my poor old father 
to go back to England, and mix myself up in 
Lucilla's affairs? After the manner in which 
she had taken her leave of me, had I any reason- 
ably prospect of being civilly received ? Oscar 
was on his way back to England — let Oscar man- 
age his own affairs ; let them all three (Oscar, 
Nugent, Lucilla) fight it out together among 
themselves. What had I, Pratolungo's widow, 
to do with this trumpery family entanglement ? 
Nothing ! It was a warm day for the time of 
year — ^Pratolungo's widow, like a wise woman, 
determined to make herself comfortable. She 
unlocked her packed box; she loosened her 
stays ; she put on her dressing-gown ; she took 



a turn in the room — and, if you had come across 
her at that moment, I wouldn't have stood in 
your shoes for something, I can tell yon I 

(What do you think of my consistency by this 
time ? How oflen have I changed my mind about 
Lucilla and Oscar ? Reckon it up from the time 
when I left Dimchurch. What a picture of per- 
petual self-contradiction I present — ^and how im- 
probable it is that I should act in this illogical 
way I You never alter your mind under the in- 
fluence of your temper or your circumstances. 
No : you are what they call a consistent char- 
acter. And I ? Oh, I am only a human being 
— ^and I feel painfully conscious that I have no 
business to be in a book.) 

In about half an hour's time, the servant ap- 
peared with a little paper parcel for me. It had 
been left by a stranger with an English accent 
and a terrible face. He had announced his in- 
tention of calling a little later. The servant, a 
bouncing fat wench, trembled as she repeated 
the message, and asked if there was any thing 
amiss between me and the man with the terrible 
face. 

I opened the parcel It contained my pass- 
port, and, sure enough, the letter from Mrs. 
Finch. 

Had he opened it ? Tes ! He had not been 
able to resist the temptation to read it. And 
more, he had written a line or two on it in pen- 
cil, thus : "As soon as I am fit to see you, I 
will implore your pardon. I dare not trust my- 
self in your presence yet. Read the letter, and 
you will understand why/' 

I opened the letter. 

It was dated the -fifth of September. I ran 
over the first few sentences carelessly enough. 
Thanks for my letter — congratulations on my fa- 
ther's prospect of recovery — information about 
baby's gums and the rector's last sermon — ^more 
information about somebody else, which Mrs. 
Finch felt quite sure would interest and delight 
me. What III " Mr. Oscar Dubourg has come 
back, and is now with Lucilla at Ramsgate." 

I crumpled the letter up in my hand. Nugent 
had justified my worst anticipations of what he 
would do in my absence. What did the true 
Mr. Oscar Dubourg, reading that sentence at. 
Marseilles, think of his brother now ? We are 
all mortal — we are all wicked. It is monstrous^ 
but it is true. I had a moment's triumph. 

The wicked moment gone, I was good again 
— that is to say, I was ashamed of myself. 

I smoothed out the letter, and looked eagerly 
for news of Lucilla's health. If the news was 
favorable, my letter committed to Miss Batch- 
ford's care must have been shown to Lucilla by 
this time, must have exposed Nugent's abomi- 
nable personation of his brother, and must have 
thus preserved her for Oscar. In that case, all 
would be well again (and my darling herself 
would own it) — thanks to Me ! 
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After telling me the %ews from Bamsgate, 
Mrs. Finch began to drift into what yon call 
Twaddle. She had jast discoTered (exactly as 
Oscar had supposed) that she had lost my letter. 
She would keep her own letter hack nntil the 
next day on the chance of finding it. If she 
failed she must try Foste-Hestante, at the sug- 
gestion (not of Mr. Finch — there I was wrong) 
— at the suggestion of Zillah, who had relatives 
in foreign parts, and had tried Poste-Restante 
in her case too. So Mrs. Finch driveled mildly 
on, in her large, loose, untidy handwriting, to the 
bottom of the third page. 

I turned over. The handwriting suddenly 
grew untidier than ever ; two great blots defaced 
the paper; the style became feebly hysterical. 
Good Heavens, what did I read when I made it 
out at last ! See for yourselves ; here are the 
words : 

''Some hours have passed — it is just tea-time 
— oh, my dear friend, I can hardly hold the pen, 
I tremble so — would you believe it. Miss Batch- 
ford has arrived at the rectory — she brings the 
dreadful news that Lucilla has eloped with Oscar 
— we don't know why — we don't know where, ex- 
cept that they have gone away together private- 
ly — a letter from Oscar tells Miss Batchford as 
much as that, and no more — oh, pray come back 
as soon as you can — Mr. Finch washes his hands 
of it — and Miss Batchford has left the house again 
in a fury with him — I am in a dreadful agitation, 
and I have given it, Mr. Finch says, to baby, who 
is screaming black in the face. Tours affec- 
tionately, f Amelia Finch." 

All the rages I had ever been in before in my 
life were as nothing compared with the rage that 
devoured ine when I had read that fourth page 
of Mrs. Finch's letter. Nugent had got the bet- 
ter of me and my precautions! Nugent had 
robbed his brother of Lucilla, in the vilest man- 
ner, with perfect impunity ! I cast all feminine 
restraints to the winds. I sat down with my 
legs anyhow, like a man. I rammed my hands 
into the pockets of my dressing-gown. Did I 
cry ? A word in your ear — and let it go no far- 
ther. I swore. 

How long the fit lasted I don't know. I only 
remember that I was disturbed by a knock at my 
door. 

I flung open the door in a fury, and confronted 
Oscar on the threshold. 

There was a look in his face that instantlv 
quieted me. There was a tone in his voice that 
brought the tears suddenly into my eyes. 

"I must leave for England in two hours," he 
said. ** Will you forgive me, and go with 
me?" 

Only those words ! And yet — if yon had seen 
him, if you had heard him, as he spoke them — 
you would have been ready to go to the ends of 



the earth with him, as I was ; and "you would 
have told him so, as I did. 

In two hoars more we were in the train on 
onr way to England. 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-SEVENTH. - 

ON THE WAT TO THB Kim. — ^FIBST STAGE. 

You will perhaps expect me to give some ac- 
count of how Oscar bore the discovery of his 
brother's conduct. 

I find it by no means easy to do this. Oscar 
baffled me. 

The first words of any importance'which he 
addressed to me were spoken on our way to the 
station. Rousing himself from his own thonghts, 
he said, very earnestly, 

*' I want to know what conclusion yon have 
drawn from Mrs. Finch's letter." 

Naturally enough, nnder the circumstances, I 
tried to avoid answering him. He was not to be 
put off in that way. 

"You will do me a favor," he went on, "if 
yon will reply to my question. The letter has 
bred in me such a vile suspicion of my dear, good 
brother, who never deceived me in his life, that 
I would rather believe I am out of my mind than 
believe in my own interpretation of it. Do you 
infer from what Mrs. Finch writes that Nugent 
has presented himself to Lucilla under my name ? 
Do you believe that he has persuaded her to 
leave her friends under the impression that she 
has yielded to My entreaties, and trusted herself 
to My care ?*' 

There was no avoiding it. I answered in the 
fewest and the plainest words, " That is what 
your brother has done." 

I saw a change pass over him when I made 
the reply. 

" That is what my brother has done," he re- 
peated. "After all that I sacrificed to him — 
after all that I trusted to his honor when I left 
England." He paused and considered a little. 
" What does such a man deserve?" he went on, 
speaking to himself in a low, threatening tone 
that startled me. 

** He deser^'es," I said, " what he will get 
when we reach England. You have only lo show 
yourself to make him repent his wickedness to 
the last day of his life. Are exposure and de- 
feat not punishment enough for snch a man as 
Nugent ?'• I stopped and waited for his answer. 

He tnmed his face away from me, and said 
no more until we arrived at the station. There 
he drew me aside for a. moment ont of hearing 
of the strangers about ns. 

"Why should I take you away from your 
father?" he asked, abruptly. "I am behaving 
very selfishly — and I only see it now." 

"Make your mind easy," I said, " If I had 
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not met yoa to-day, I should have gone to En- 
gland to-morrow for Lucilla's sake." 

*'Bat now you have met me," he persisted, 
"why shouldn't I spare you the journey? I 
could write and tell you eveiy thing, without 
putting you to this fatigue and expense." 

"If you say a word more," I answered, "I 
shall think you hare some reason of your own 
for wishing to go to England by yourself." 

He casfr'one quick, suspicious look at me, and 
led the way back to the booking-office without 
uttering another word. I was not at all satis- 
fied with him. I thought his conduct very 
strange. 

In silence we took our tickets ; in silence we 
got into the railway carriage. I attempted to 
say something encouraging when we started. 
*' Don't notice me," was all he replied. '* You 
will be doing me a kindness if you will let me 
bear it by myself." In my former experience 
of him he had talked his way out of all his other 
troubles — he had clamorously demanded the ex- 
pression of my sympathy with him. In this 
greatest trouble he was like another being ; I 
hardly knew" him again. Were the hidden re- 
serves in his nature (stirred up by another seri- 
ous call on them) showing themselves once more 
on the surface as they had shown themselves al- 
ready on the fatal first day when Lucilla tried 
her sight ? In that way I accounted for the mere 
superficial change in him at the time. What 
Vras actually going on below the surface it defied 
my ingenuity even to guess. Perhaps I shall best 
describe the sort of vague apprehension which he 
aroused in me — after what had passed between 
us at the station — by saying that I would not for 
worlds have allowed him to gv to England by 
himself. 

Left as I now was to my own resources, I oc- 
cupied the first hours of the journey in consider- 
ing what course it would be safest and best for 
us to take on reaching England. 

I decided,' in the first place, that we ought to 
go straight to Dimchurch. If any tidings had 
been obtained' of Lucilla, they would be sure to 
have received them at the rectory. Our route, 
after reaching Paris, must be, therefore, by way 
of Dieppe; thence aci-oss the channel to New- 
haven, near Brighton, and so to Dimchurch. 

In the second place — assuming it to be always 
possible that we might see Lucilla at the rectory 
— ^^the risk of abruptly presenting Oscar to her in 
his 6wn proper person might, for all I knew to 
the contrary, be a very serious one. It would re- 
lieve us, k& I thought, of a grave responsibility, 
if we warned Grosse of our arrival, and so en- 
abled him to be present, if he thought it neces- 
sary, in the interest of Lucilla's health. I put 
this view (as also my plan for returning by way 
of Dieppe) to Oscar. He briefly consented to 
every thing — he ungraciously left it all to me. 



Accordingly, on our arrival at Lyons, having 
some' time for refreshment at our disposal be- 
fore we went on, I telegraphed to Mr. Finch at 
the rectory, and to Grosse in London, inform- 
ing them (as well as I could calculate it) that, 
if we were lucky in catching trains and steam- 
boats, Oscar and I might be at Dimchurch in 
good time on the next night — that is to say, on 
the night of tlie eighteenth. In any case, they 
were to expect us at the earliest possible mo- 
ment. 

These difficulties disposed of, and a little store 
of refreshment for the night packed in my bas- 
ket, we re-entered the train for our long journey 
to Paris. 

Among the new passengers who joined us at 
Lyons was a gentleman whose face was English, 
and whose dress was the dress of a clergyman. 
For the first time in my Hfe I hailed the appear- 
ance of a priest with a feeling of relief. The 
reason was this. From the moment when I had 
read Mrs. Finch's letter until now a horrid 
doubt, which a priest was just the man to solve, 
had laid its leaden weight on my mind — and, I 
firmly believe, on Oscar's mind as well. Had time 
enough passed ^ince Lucilla had left liamsgate 
to allow of Nugent's marrying her under his 
brother^s name ? 

As the train rolled out of the station, I, the 
enemy of priests, began to make myself agree- 
able to this priest. He was young and shy, but 
I conquered him. Just as the other travelers 
were beginning (with the exception of Oscar) to 
compose themselves to sleep, I put my case to 
the clergyman. " A and B, Sir, lady and gen- 
tleman, both of age, leave one town in England, 
and go to another town, on the fifth of this month 
— how soon, if you please, can they be lawfully 
married after that ?" 

"I presume you mean in church?" said the 
young clergyman. 

"In church, of course." (To that extent I 
believed I might answer for Lucilla without any. 
fear of making a mistake.) 

"They may be married by License," said the 
clergyman— " providing one of them continues to 
reside in that other to^vn to which they traveled 
on the fifth — on the twenty-first, or (possibly) 
even the twentieth of this month." 

"Kot before?" 

" Certainly not before." 

It was then the night of the seventeenth. I 
gave my companion's hand a little squeeze in the 
dark. Here was a glimpse of encouragement to 
cheer us on the journey. Before the marriage 
could take place we should be in England. * * We 
have time before us," I whispered to Oscar. 
" We will save Lucilla yeXj" 

" Shall we find Lucilla ?'' was all he whispered 
back. 

I had forgotten that serious difficulty. No 
answer to Oscar's question could possibly present 
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itsdf until we reached the rectoiy. Between 
this and then, thero was nothing for it bat to 
keep patience apd to keep hope. 

I refrain from encumbering this part of my 
narrative with any detailed account of the little 
accidents, lucky and unlucky, which alternately 
hastened or retarded our journey home. Let 
me only say that before midnight on the eight- 
eenth Oscar and I drove up to the rectory gate. 

Mr. Finch himself came out to receive us, with 
a lamp in his hand. He lifted his eyes (and his 
lamp) devotionally to the sky when he saw Os- 
car. The two first words he said were, 

'' Inscrutable Providence !" 

" Have you found Lucilla ?" I asked! 

Mr. Finch — with his whole attention fixed on 
Oscar — wrung my hand mechanically, and said 
I was a ''good creature,'* much as he might 
have patted and spoken to Oscar's companion, 
if that companion had been a dog. I almost 
wished myself that animal for the moment — ^I 
shoold have had the privilege of biting Mr. Finch. 
Oscar impatiently repeated my question; the 
rector at the time officiously assisting him to 
descend from the carriage, and leaving me to get 
out as I could. 

''Did you hear Madame Fratolungo ?'* Oscar 
asked. * ' Is Lncilla found ?" 

"Dear Oscar, we hope to find her, now you 
have come." 

That answer revealed to me the secret of Mr. 
Finch's extraordinary politeness to his young 
friend. The last chance, as things were, of pre- 
venting Lucilla's marriage to a man who had 
squandered away every farthing of his money 
was the chance of Oscar's arrival in England be- 
fore the ceremony could take place. The meas- 
ure of Oscar's importance to Mr. Finch was now, 
more literally than ever, the measure of Oscar's 
fortune. 

I asked for news of Grosse as we went in. 
The rector actually found some comparatively 
high notes in his prodigious voice to express his 
amazement at my audacity in speaking to him 
of any body but Oscar. 

*' Oh dear, dear me !" cried Mr. Finch, im- 
patiently conceding to me one precious moment 
of his attention. " Don't bother about Grosse ! 
Grosse is ill in London. There is a note for 
you from Grosse. — ^Take care of the door-step, 
dear Oscar," he went on, in his deepest and 
gravest bass notes. " Mrs. Finch is so anxious 
to see you. We have both looked forward to 
your arrival with such eager hope — such impa- 
tient $ifiection, so to speak. Let me put down 
your hat. Ah! how you must have sufiered! 
Share my trust in an all-wise Providence, and 
meet this trial with cheerful submission as I do. 
All is not lost y^t. Bear up! bear up!" He 
threw open the parlor door. "Mrs. Finch! 
compose yourself. Our dear adopted son ! Our 
afilicted Oscar!" 



Is it necessaxy to say what Mrs. Finch was 
about, and how Mrs. Finch looked ? 

There were the three unchangeable institutions 
-^the novel, the baby, and the lost pocket-hand- 
kerchief J There was the gaudy jacket over the 
long trailing dressing-gown — and the damp lady 
inside them, damp as ever! Heceiving Oscar 
with a mouth drawn down at the comers, and a 
head that shook sadly in sympathy with him, 
Mrs. Finch's face underwent a most extraordi- 
nary transformation when she turned my way 
next To my astonishment, her dim eyes actu- 
ally sparkled ; a broad smile of irrepressible con- 
tentment showed itself cunningly to me, in place 
of the dismal expression which had welcomed 
Oscar. Holding up the baby in trumph, the 
lady of the rectory whispered these words in my 
ear, 

" What do you think he has done since you 
have been away ?" 

"I really don't know," I answered. 

" He has cut two teeth ! Put your finger in 
and feel." 

Others might bewail the family misfortune. 
The family triumph filled the secret mind of Mrs. 
Finch, to the exclusion of every other earthly 
consideration. I put my finger in as instructed, 
and got instantly bitten by the ferocious baby. 
But for a new outburst of the rector*s voice at 
the momentMrs. Finch (if I am any judge of phys- 
iognomy) must have certainly relieved herself by 
a scream of delight As it was, she opened her 
mouth; and (having lost her handkerchief, as 
already stated) retired into a comer, and gagged 
herself with the baby. 

In the mean time Mr. Finch had produced 
from a cupboard near the fire-place two letters. 
The first he threw down impatiently on the table. 
" Oh dear, dear ! what a nuisance other people's 
letters are !" The second he handled with ex- 
traordinary care, offering it to Oscar with a 
heavy sigh, and with eyes that turned up martyr- 
like to the ceiling. ' ' Bouse yourself and read it, " 
said Mr. Finch, in his most pathetic |fulpit tones. 
"I would have spared you, Oscar, if I coi^Id. 
All our hopes depend, dear boy, on what you 
can say to guide us when you have read those 
lines." 

Oscar took the inclosure out of the envelope — 
ran over the first words — ^glanced at the signa- 
ture — and, with a look of mingled rage and hor- 
ror, threw the letter on the fioor. 

"Don't ask me to read it!" he cried, in the 
first burst %f passion which had escaped him 
yet " If I read it, I shall kill him when we 
meet." He dropped into a chair and hid his 
face in his hands. "Oh, Nugent I Nugent! 
Nugent !" he moaned to himself with a cry that 
was dreadful to hear. 

It was no time for standing on ceremony. I 
picked up the letter and looked at it without 
asking leave. It proved to be the letter from 
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Nagent (already inserted at the close ofLncilla's 
Journal) informing Miss Batcbford of her niece^s 
flight from Bamsgate, and signed in Oscar's 
name. The only words which it is necessary to 
repeat here are these : " She accompanies me, at 
my express request, to the house of a married 
lady who is a relative of mine, and under whose 
care she will remain until the time arrives for 
our marriage.'* 

Those lines instantly lightened my heart of 
the burden that had oppressed it on the journey. 
Nugenfs married relative was Oscar's married 
relative too. Oscar had only to tell us where 
the lady lived — and Lucilla would be found. 

I stopped Mr. Finch in the act of maddening 
Oscar by administering pastoral consolation to 
him. 

''Leave it to me," I said, showing him the 
letter. "I know what you want*' 

The rector stared at me indignantly. I turned 
to Mrs. Finch. 

•* We have had a weary journey,** I went on. 
''Oscar is not so well used to traveling as I am. 
Where is his room ?'* 

Mrs. Finch rose to show the way. Her hus- 
band opened his lips to interfere. 

"Leave it to me,** I repeated. "I under- 
stand him, and vou don't.** 

For once in nis life the Pope of Dimchurch 
was reduced to silence. His amazement at my 
audacity defied even his powers of expression. I 
took Oscar's arm, and said, " Ton are worn out. 
€U> to your room. I will make you something 
warm and bring it up to you myself in a few 
minutes. " He neither looked at me nor answer- 
ed me — he yielded silently, and followed Mrs. 
Finch. I took from the sideboard — on wliich 
supper was waiting — the materials I wanted, set 
the kettle boiling, made my renovating mix- 
ture, and advanced to the door with it — follow- 
ed from first to last, move where I might, by the 
staring and scandalized eyes of Mr. Finch. The 
moment in which I opened the door was also the 
moment in which the rector recovered himself. 
"Permit me to inquire, Madame Pratolungo,*' 
he said, with his loftiest emphasis, " in what 
capacity are You here ?" 

"In the capacity of Oscar's friend,** I an- 
swered. " You will get rid of us both to-mor- 
row.** I banged the door behind me, and went 
up stairs. If I had been Mr. Finch's wife, I 
believe I should have ended in making quite an 
agreeable man of him. 

Mrs. Finch met me in the passage on the first 
floor, and pointed out Oscai^s room. I found 
him walking backward and forward restlessly. 
The first 'words he said alluded to his brother's 
letter. I had arranged not to disturb him 
by any reference to that painful matter until 
the next morning, and I tried to change the 
topic. It was useless. There was an anxiety 
in his mind which was not to be dismissed at 
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will He insisted on my instantly setting that 
anxietv at rest. 

" I don*t want to see the letter," he said. " I 
only want to know all that it says about Lucilla.*' 

"All that it says may be summed up in this. 
Lucilla is perfectly safe." 

He caught me by the arm, and looked me 
searchingly in the fiice. 

" Where ?" he asked. " With him ?" 

"With a married lady who is a relative of 
his." 

He dropped my arm, and considered for a 
moment. 

" My cousin at Sydenham !'* he exclaimed. 

* * Do you know the house ?'* 

"Perfectly well." 

" We will go there to-morrow. Let that con- 
tent you for to-night. Get to rest." 

I gave him my hand. He took it mechanic- 
ally — absorbed in his own thoughts. 

" Didn't I say something foolish down stairs ?" 
he asked, putting the question suddenly, with an 
odd, suspicious look at me, 

"Yon were quite worn out," I said, consol- 
ingly, "Nobody noticed it." 

" You are sure of that ?"• 

' * Quite sure. Good-night. ** 

I left the room, feeling much as I had felt at 
the station at Marseilles. I* was not satisfied 
with him. I thought his conduct very strange. 

On returning to the parlor I found nobody there 
but Mrs. Finch. The rector's ofiended dignity 
had left the rector no honorable alternative but 
to withdraw to his own room. I ate my supper 
in peace; and Mrs. Finch (rocking the c»dle 
with her foot) chattered away to her heart's 
content about all that had happened in my 
absence. ' 

I gathered, here and there, from what she 
said, some particulars worth mentioning. 

The new disagreement between Mr. Finch and 
Miss Batchford, which had driven the old lady 
out of the rectoiy almost as soon as she set foot 
in it, had originated in Mr. Finch's exas]ierating 
composure when he heard of his daughter's 
flights He supposed, of course, that Lucilla had 
left Ramsgate with Oscar — whose signed settle- 
ments on his future wife were safe in Mr. 
Finch's possession. It was only when Miss 
Batchford had communicated with Grosse, and 
when the discovery followed which revealed the 
penniless Nugent as the man who had eloped 
with Lucilla, that Mr. Finch's parental anxiety 
(seeing no money likely to come of it) became 
roused to action. He, Miss Batchford, and 
Grosse had all, in their various ways, done their 
best to trace the fugitives, and had all alike 
been baffled by the impossibility of discovering 
the residence of the lady mentioned in Nugent's 
letter. My telegram, announcing my return to 
England with Oscar, had inspired them with 
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their .first hope of being able to interfere, and 
stop the marriage before it was too late. 

The occan*ence of Grosse's name in Mrs. 
Finch's rambling narrative recalled to my mem- 
ory what the rector had told me at the garden 
gate. I had not jct received the letter which 
the German had sent to wait my arrival at Dim- 
clmrch. After a short search we found it — 
where it had been contemptuously thrown by Mr. 
Finch^-on the parlor table. 

A few lines comprised the whole letter. 
Grosse informed me that he had so fratted him- 
self about Lncilla that he bad been attacked by 
''a. visitation of gouts." It was impossible to 
move his '* foots" without instantly plunging into 
the torture of the infernal regions. * * If it is you, 
my goot dear, who are gmng to find her," he con- 
cluded, ** come to me first in London. I have 
something most dismal-serious to say to you about 
our poor little Feench's eyes." 

No words can tell how that last sentence star- 
tled and grieved me. Mrs. Finch increased my 
anxiety and alarm by repeating what she had 
heard Miss Batchford say, during her brief visit 
to the rectory, on the subject of Lucilla's sight. 
Grosse had been seriously dissatisfied with the 
state of his patient's eyes when he had seen them 
as long ago as the fourth of the month ; and, on 
the morning of the next day, the servant had re- 
ported Lucilla as being hardly able to distin- 
guish objects in the view from the window of her 
room. Later on the same day she had secretly 
left Bamsgate ; and Grosse's letter proved that she 
had not been near her surreal attendant since. 

Weary as I was after the journey, this miser- 
able news kept me waking long after I had gone 
to my bed. The next morning I was up with the 
servants— impatient to start for London by the 
first train. 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-EIGHTH. 

on THE WAT TO THE END. — SECOND STAGE. 

Eaklt riser as I was, I found that Oscar had 
risen earlier still. He had left the rectory, and 
had disturbed Mr. Gootheridge's morning slum- 
bers by an application at the inn for the key of 
Browndown. 

On his return to the rectory he merely said 
that he had been to see after various things be- 
longing to him which were still left in the empty 
house. His look and manner as he gave us this 
brief explanation were, to my mind, more unsat- 
isfactory than ever. I made no remark ; and, 
observing that his loose traveling coat was but- 
toned awry over the breast, I set it right for him. 
My hand, as I did this, touched his breast pocket. 
He started back directly, as if there was some- 
thing in the pocket which he did not wish me 
to feel. Was it something he had brought from 
Browndown ? 



We got away — encumbered by Mr. Finch, 
who insisted on attaching himself to Oscar — by 
the first express train, which took us straight to 
London. Comparison of time-tables, on reach- 
ing the terminus, showed that I had leisure to 
spare for a brief \'isit to Grosse before we again 
took the railway back to Sydenham. Having de- 
cided not to mention the bad news about Lncilla's 
eyes to Oscar until I had seen the German first, 
I made the best excuse that suggested itself, and 
drove away, leaving the two gentlemen in the 
waiting-room at the station. 

I found Grosse confined to his easy-chair, with 
his gouty foot enveloped in cool cabbage leaves. 
Between pain and anxiety, his eyes were wilder, 
his broken English was more grotesque, than 
ever. When I appeared at the door of his room 
and said good-moining — in the frenzy of his im- 
patience he shook his fist at me. 

'* Good-morning go-damn!" he roared out» 
"Where? where? where is Feench ?" 

I told him where we believed Lucilla to be. 
Grosse turned his head, and shook his fist at a 
bottle on the chimney-piece next. 

" Get that bottles on the chimney," he said. 
** And the eye-baths by the side of him. Don't 
stop with your talky-talky-chatterations here. 
Go! Save her eyes. Look! You do this. 
You throw her head back — soh!" He illustra- 
ted the position so forcibly with his o'wn head 
that be shook his gouty foot, and screamed with 
the pain of it. He went on nevertheless, glaring 
frightfully through his spectacles, gnashing liis 
mustache fiercely between his teeth. '^ Throw 
her head back. Fill the eye-baths; turn him 
upsides-down over her open eyes. Drown them 
turn-turn-about in my mixtures. Drown them, 
I say, one - down -todder- come -on, and if she 
screech never mind it. Then bring her to me. 
For the lofe of Gott, bring her to me. If you tie 
her hands and foots, bring her to me. What is 
the womans stopping for? Go! go! go!" 

" I want to ask you a question about Oscar," 
I said, ** before I go." 

He seized the pillow which supported his head 
— evidently intending to expedite my departure 
by throwing it at me. I produced the railway 
time-table as the best defensive weapon at my 
command. "Look at it for yourself," I said, 
"and you will see that I must wait at the sta- 
tion, if I don't wait here." 

With some difficulty I satisfied him that it 
was impossible to leave Loudon for Sydenham 
before a certain hour, and that I had at least ten 
minutes to spare, which might be jnst as well 
passed in consulting him. He closed his glaring 
eyes, and laid his head back on the chair, thor- 
oughly exhausted with his own outbreak of ex- 
citement. "No mattei* how things goes," he 
said, " a womans must wag her tongue. Goot. 
Wag yours." 

"I am placed in a very difficult position,** I 
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began. ^ Oscar is going with me to Lncilla. I 
shall, of course, take care, in the first place, that 
he and Nugent do not meet, nnless I am present 
at the intended. But I am not equally sure of 
what I ought to do in the case of LuciUo. Mnst 
I keep them apart until I have first prepared her 
to see Oscar ?" 

''Let her see the 'devil himself if you like,*' 
g;rowled Grosse, *' so long as you bring her here 
ofterwards-directly to me. You will do the bet- 
termost thing if you prepare Oscar. She wants 
no preparations ! She is enough disappointed in 
him as it is !" 

** Disappointed in him?" I repeated. **I 
don't understand you." 

He settled ^himself wearily in his' chair, and 
referred, in a softened and saddened tone, to that 
private conversation of his with Lucilla, at 
Bamsgate, which has already been reported in 
the Journal. I was now informed, for the first 
time, of those changes in her sensations and in 
her ways of thinking which had so keenly vexed 
and mortified her. I heard of the ominous ab- 
sence of the old thrill of pleasure when Nugent 
took her hand on meeting her at the sea-side — I 
heard how bitterly his personal appearance had 
disappointed her (when she had seen his features 
in detail) by comparison with the charming ideal 
picture which she had formed of her lover in the 
days of her blindness : those happier days, as 
she had called them, when she was Poor Miss 
Finch. 

"Surely," I said, "all the old feelings -vvill 
come biick to her when she sees Oscar?" 

"They will never come back to her — no, not 
if she sees fifty Oscars !" 

He was beginning to frighten me, or to irri- 
tate me — I can hardly say which. I only know 
that I persisted in disputing with him. " When 
she sees the true man," I went on, " do you mean 
to say she will feel the same disappointment — " 

I could get no farther than that. He cut me 
short there, without ceremony. 

" You foolish womans!" he interposed, "she 
will feel more than the same. I have told you 
already it was one enormous disappointments to 
her when she saw the handsome brodder with 
the fair complexions. Ask your own self what 
will it be wlien she sees the ugly brodder with 
the blue face. I tell yon this ! — she will think 
your true man the worst impostor of the two." 

There I indignantly contradicted him. 

"His face tnay be a disappointment to her," I 
said ; "I own that. But there it will end. Her 
hand will tell her, when he takes it, that there is 
no impostor deceiving her this time." 

"Her hand will tell her nothing— no more 
than yours. I had not so much hard hearts in 
me as to say that to her when she asked me. I 
say it to you. Hold your tongue and listen. All 
those thrill-tingles that she once had when he 
touched her belong to onodder time^-the time 



gone-by, when her sight was in her fingers imd 
not in her eyes. With those fime-superfine-feel- 
ings of the' days when she was blind she pays 
now for her grand new privilege of opening her 
e^s on the world. (And worth the price too !) 
Do you understand yet ? It is a sort of swop- 
bargain between Nature and this poor girls of 
ours. I take away your eyes — I give you your 
fine tonoh. I give you your eyes — I take away 
your fine tonch. Soh ! that is plain. You see 
now ?" 

I Was too mortified and too miserable to an- 
swer him. Through all our later troubles I had 
looked forward so confidently to Oscar's reap- 
pearance as the one sufficient condition on which 
Lucilla's happiness would be certainly restored ! 
What had become of my anticipations now ? I 
sat silent, staring in stupid depression at the 
pattern of- the carpet. Grosse took out his 
watch. 

"Your ten-minutes-time has counted himself 
out," he said. 

I neither moved nor heeded him. His fero- 
cious eyes began to flame again behind his mon- 
strous spectacles. 

"Go-be-off-with-you!" he shouted at me as 
if I was deaf. **Her eyes! her eyes! While 
you stop chatterboxing here, her eyes are in dan- 
ger. What with her frettings and her cryings 
and her damn-nonsense-lofe-business, I swear you 
my solemn oath her sight was in danger when 
I saw her a whole fortnight gone-by. Do you 
want my big pillow to fiy bang at your head ? 
You don't want him ? Be-ofi^-away with yott, then, 
or you will have him in one-two-three time ! Be- 
ofi^-away — and bring her back to me before nigh t ! " 

I retnmed to the railway. Of all the women 
whom I passed in the crowded streets, I doubt 
if one had a heavier heart in her bosom that 
morning than mine. 

To make matters worse still, my traveling com- 
panions (one in the refreshment-room, and one 
pacing the platform) received my account of my 
interview with Grosse in a manner which serious- 
ly disappointed and discouraged me. Mr. Finch's 
inhuman conceit treated my melancholy news of 
his daughter as a species of complimentaiy trib- 
ute to his own foresight. ' * You remember, Ma- 
dame Fratolungo, I took high ground in this 
matter from the first I protested against the 
proceedings of the man Grosse as involving a 
purely worldly interference with the ways of an 
insemtable Providence. With what effect ? My 
paternal influence was repudiated; my Moral 
Weight was, so to speak, set aside. And now 
yon see the result. Take it to heart, dear friend. 
May it be a wiarning to you 1" He sighed with 
ponderous complacency, and turned from me to 
the girl behind the counter. ' * I will take anoth- 
er cup of tea." 

Oscar's reception of me, when I found him on 
the platform, and told him next of Lucilla's cv^*- 
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ical state, was more than disconragtng. It w no 
exaggeration to say that he alanned me. 

'^Another item in the debt I owe to Nugent !'* 
he said. Not a word of sympathy, not a word 
of sorrow. That yindictive answer, and nothing 
more. 

We started for Sydenham. 

From time to time I looked at Oscar sitting 
opposite to me, to see if any change appeared in 
him as we drew nearer and nearer to the phice in 
which LnciUa was now living. No ! Still the 
same ominons silence, the same nnnatnral self- 
repression possessed him. Except the moment- 
ary outbreak when Mr. Finch had placed Nu- 
gent's letter in his hand on the previous evening, 
not the faintest token of what was really going 
on in his mind had escaped him since we had 
left Marseilles. He, who conld weq) over all his 
other griefs as easily and as spontaneously as a 
woman, had not shed a tear since the fatal day 
when he had discovered that his brother had 
played him false — that brother who had been the 
god of his idolatry, the sacred object of his grat- 
itude' and his love! When a man of Oscar*s 
temperament becomes frozen up for days togeth- 
er in his own thoughts — when he keeps his own 
counsel — ^when he asks for no sympathy, and ut- 
ters no complaint — the sign is a serious one. 
There are hidden forces gathering in him which 
will burst their way to the surface^— for good or 
for evil — with an irresistible result. Watching 
Oscar attentively behind my veil, I felt the cer- 
tain assurance that the part he would take in the 
terrible conflict of interests now awaiting us 
would be a part which I should remember to the 
latest day of my life. 

We reached Sydenham, and went to the near- 
est hotel. 

On the railway — ^with other travelers in the 
carriage — it had been impossible to consult on 
the safest method of approaching Lucilla in the 
first instance. That serious question now press- 
ed for instant decision. We sat down to consult 
on it in the room which we had hired at the 
hotel. 



CHAPTER THE FORTY-NINTH. 

ON THE WAY TO THE END. — THIBD STAGE. 

On former occasions of doubt or difficulty it 
nad always been Oscar's habit to follow the opin- 
ions of others. On this occasion he was the first 
to speak, and to assert an opinion of his own. 

*' It seems needless to waste time in discussing 
our different views," he said. "There is only 
one thing to be done. I am the person princi- 
pally concerned in this matter. Wait here, while 
I go to the house." 

He spoke without any of his usual hesitation, 
and took up his hat without looking either at Mr. 
"^i^ch or at me. I felt more and more convinced 



that the influence which Nngent's vile breach of 
confidence had exerted over Oscar's mind was 
an influence which had made a dangerous man 
of him. Resolved to prevent him from leaving 
us, I insisted on his returning to his chair, and 
hearing what I had to say. At the same mo- 
ment Mr. Finch rose, and placed himself between 
Osctf and the door. Seeing this, I thought it 
might be wise if I kept my interference in re- 
serve, and allowed the rector to speak first. 

"Wait a moment, Oscar," said Mr. Finch, 
gravely. ' *■ Yon are forgetting Me. ** 

Oscar waited doggedly, hat in hand. 

Mr. Finch paused, evidently considering what 
words he should use before he spoke again. His 
respect for Oscar's pecuniaiy position was great ; 
but his respect ibr himself— especially at the pres- 
ent crisis — ^was, if possiUe, greater stilL In def- 
erence to the first sentiment he was as polite, and 
in deference to the second he was as positive, in 
phrasing his remonstrance, as a man could be. 

*' Permit me to remind you, dear Oscar, that 
my claim to interfere, as Lucilla's father, is at 
least equal to yours," proceeded the rector. ' ' In 
the ho^r of my daughter's need, it is my parental 
duty to be present. If you go to your cousin's 
house, my position imperatively requires that I 
should go too." 

Oscar's' reception of this proposal confirmed 
the grave apprehensions with which he had in- 
spired me. He flatly refused to have Mr. Finch 
for a companion. 

" Excuse me," he answered, shortly. ' " I wish 
to go to the house alone." 

* ' Permit me to ask your reason,*' said the rec- 
tor, still preserving his conciliatory manner. 

"I vrish to see my brother in private," Oscar 
replied, with his eyes on the ground. 

Mr. Finch, still restraining himself, but still, 
not moving from the door, looked at me. I hast- 
ened to interfere before there was anv serious dis- 
agreement between them. 

"I venture to think," I said, "that you are 
both wrong. Whether one of you goes or both of 
you go, the result will be the same. The chances 
are a hundred to one against your being admit- 
ted into the house." 

They both turned on me together, and asked 
what I meant. 

• * You can't force your way in, " I said. " You 
must do one of two things. You must either 
give your names to the servant at the door, or 
you must withhold your names. If you give 
them, you warn Nugent of what is coming — ^and 
he is not the man to let you into the house under 
those circumstances. If you take the other way, 
and keep your names concealed, you present your- 
selves as strangers. Is Nugent likely to be ac- 
cessible to strangers? Would LuciUa, in her 
present position, consent to receive two men who 
are unknown to her? Take my word foj it— 
you will not only gain nothing if you go to the 
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house — ^yon will actoally make it more difficult 
to communicate with Lucilla than it is already." 

There wasia. moment's silence. Both.the men 
felt that my objections were not easy to answer. 
Once more Oscar took the lead. 

'*Do you propose to go?" he asked. 

"No," I answered. "I propose to send a 
letter to Lucilla. A letter will find its way to 
her." 

This again was unanswerable. Oscar inquired 
next what the purport of the letter was to be. I 
replied ** that I proposed to ask her to grant me 
a private interview — nothing nlore." 

'* Suppose Lucilla refuses ?" said Mr. Finch. 

**She will not refuse," I rejoined. "There 
was a little misunderstanding between us — I ad- 
mit — ^at the time when I went abroad. I mean 
to refer frankly to that misunderstanding as my 
reason for writing. I shall put your daughter on 
her honor to give me an opportunity of setting 
things right between us. If I summon Lucilla 
to do an act of justice, I believe she will not re- 
fuse me." 

(This, let me add, in parenthesis, was the plan 
of action which I had formed on the way to Syd- 
enham. I had only waited to mention it, until I 
had heard what the two men proposed to do first.) 

Oscar, standing hat in hand, glanced at Mr. 
Finch (also hat in hand), keeping obstinately near 
the door. If he persisted in carrying out his pur- 
pose of going alone to his cousin's house, the rec- 
tor's face and manner expressed, with the po- 
litest plainness, the intention of following him. 
Oscar was placed between a cleijgyman and a 
woman both equally determined to have their 
own wayr Under those circumstances, there 
was no alternative — unless he wished to produce 
a pul>lic scandal— but to yield, or appear to yield, 
to one or the other of us. He selected me. 

" If you succeed in seeing her," he asked, 
"what do you mean to do?" 

" I mean either to bring her back with me here 
to her father and to you, or to make an appoint- 
ment with her to see you both where she is now 
living," I replied. 

Oscar — after another look at the immovable 
rector — rang the bell, and ordered writing ma- 
terials. 

" One more question," he said. " Assuming 
that Lucilla receives yon at the house, do you in- 
tend to see — ^" He stopped; his eyes shrank 
from meeting mine. I saw him clinch his livid 
hands as he struggled with himself, and conquer- 
ed himself. " Do you intend to see any body 
else ?" he resumed : still shrinking from the plain 
utterance of his brother's name. 

'*! intend to see nobody but Lucilla," I said. 
*' It is no business of mine to interfere between 
you and your brother." (Heaven forgive me for 
speaking in that way to him, while I had the firm 
resolution to interfere between them in my mind 
all the time !) 



"Write your letter," he said, "on condition 
tiiat I see the reply." 

" It is needless, I presume, for me to make the 
same stipulation?" added the rector. "In my 
parental capacity — " 

I recognized his parental capacity before he 
could say any more.' "Yon shall both see the 
reply," I said, and sat do>vn to my letter — writ- 
ing merely what I had told them I should write : 
"Dear Lucilla, I have just returned from the 
Continent. For the sake of justice, and for the 
sake of old times, let me see yon immediately — 
without mentioning our appointment to any body. 
I pledge myself to satisfy you in five minutes that 
I have never been unworthy of your affection and 
your confidence. The beaner waits for your re- 
ply." 

I handed those lines to the two gentlemen to 
read. Mr. Finch made no remark — he was pal- 
pably'dissatisfied at the secondary position which 
he occupied. Oscar said, " I see no objection to 
the letter. I will do nothing until I have read 
the answer." With those word^ he dictated to 
me his cousin's address. I gave the letter my- 
self to one of the servants at the hotel. 

" Is it far from here?" I asked. 

" Barely ten minutes' walk, ma'am." 

" You understand that you are to wait for an 
answer?" 

" Yes, ma'am." 

He went out. As well as I can remember, an 
interval of at least half an hour passed before his 
return. You will form some idea of the terrible 
oppression of suspense that now laid its slowly 
torturing weight on all three of us, when I tell 
you that not one word was spoken in the room 
from the time when the servant went out to the 
time when the servant came in again. 

When the man returned he had a letter in his 
hand! 

My fingers shook so that I could hardly open 
it Before I had read a word the sight of the 
vmting struck a sudden chill through me. Tiie 
body of the note was written by the hand of a 
stranger! And the signature at the end was 
traced in the large, straggling, childish charac- 
ters which I remembered so well, when Lucilla 
had written her first letter to Oscar in the days 
when she was blind ! . 

The note was expressed in these strange 
words : " I can not receive you here ; but I can, 
and will, come to you at your hotel if you will wait 
for me. I am not able to appoint a time. I can 
only promise to watch for my first opportunity, 
and to take advantage of it instantly — for your 
sake and for mine." 

But one interpretation could be placed on such 
language as this. Lucilla was not a free agent. 
Both Oscar and the rector were now obliged to 
acknowledge that my view of the case had been 
the correct one. If it was impossible for roe to 
be received into the house, how doubly impos- 
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sible would it be for the men to gain admission ! 
(jscar, after reading the note, iviehdrew to the 
further end of the room, keeping his thoughts to 
himself J Mr. Finch decided on stepping oat of 
his secondaiy position bj forthwith taking a 
course of his own. 

** Am I to infer," he began, ** that it is really 
useless for me to attempt to see my own child ?'* 

" Iler letter speaks for itself," I replied. " If 
you attempt to see her, you will probably be the 
means of preventing your daughter from coming 
here." 

'*In my parental capacity," continued Mr. 
Finch, 'Mt is impossible for me to remain pas- 
sive. As a brother clergyman, I have, I con- 
ceive, a claim on the rebtor of this parish. It is 
quite likely that notice may have been already 
given of this fraudulent marriage. In that case, it 
is not only my duty to myself and my child — it is 
my duty to the Church, to confer with my reverend 
colleague. I go to confer with him." He strut- 
ted to the door, and added, ''If Lucilla. arrives 
in my absence, I invest you with my authority, 
Madame Pratolungo, to detain her until my re- 
turn." With that parting charge to me, he 
walked out. 

I looked at Oscar. He came slowly toward 
me from the other end of the room. 

' ' You will wait here, of course ?" he said. 

* * Of course. And you ?" 

" I shall go out for a little while." 

*'For any particular purpose?" 

" Ko. To get through the time. I am weary 
of waiting." 

I felt positively assured, from the manner in 
which he answered me, that he was going — now 
he had got rid of Mr. Finch — straight to his 
cousin's house. 

" You forget," I said, "that Lncilla may come 
here while you are out. Your presence in the 
room, or in the room next to this, may be of 
the greatest importance, when I tell her what 
your brother has done. Suppose she refuses to 
believe me ? What am I to do if I have not got 
you to appeal to ? In your own interest, as well 
as in Lucilla's, I request you to remain here 
with me till she comes." 

Putting it on that ground only, I waited to 
see what he would do. After a certain hesita- 
tion, he answered, with a sullen assumption of 
indifference, "Just as you please!" and walked 
away again toward the other end of the room. 
As he turned his back on me I heard him say 
to himself, "It's only waiting a little longer!" 

** Waiting for what ?" I asked. 

He looked round at me over his shoulder. 

"Patience for the present!" he answered. 
"You will hear soon enough.' For the mo- 
ment I said no more to him. The tone in which 
he had replied warned me that it would be use- 
less. 

After an interval — ^how long an interval I can 



not well say — I heard the sound of women's 
dresses in the passage outside. 

The instant after there was a knock at the 
door. 

I signed to Oscar to open a second door, close 
by him at the lower end of the room, and (for 
the moment at least) to keep out of sight. Then 
I answered the knock, and said as steadily as I 
could, "Come in." 

A woman unknown to me entered, dressed like 
a respectable servant. She came in leading Lu- 
cilla by the hand. My first look at my darling 
told me the horrible truth. As I had seen her 
in the corridor at the rectory on the first day 
when we met, so I now saw her once more. 
Again the sightless eyes turned on me, insensibly 
reflecting the light that fell on them. Blind! 
O God ! after a few brief weeks of sight, blind 
again! 

In that miserable discovery I forgot every 
thing else. I flew to her, and caught her in my 
arms. I cast one look at her pale, wasted face, 
and burst out crying on her bosom. 

She held my head gently with one' hand, and 
waited with the patience of an angel until that 
first outbreak of my grief had exhausted itself. 
" Don't cry about my blindness," said the soft, 
sweet voice that I knew so well. "The days 
when I had my sight have been the unhappiest 
days of my life. If I look as if I had been fret- 
ting, don't think it is about my eyes." She 
paused, and sighed bitterly. " I may tell you," 
she went on, in a whisper. " It's a relief, it's a 
consolation, to tell you, I am fretting aboat my 
marriage." 

Those words roused' me. I lifted my head 
and kissed her. " I have come back to comfort 
you," I said : " and I have behaved like a fool." 

She smiled faintly. " How like you," she ex- 
claimed, " to say that !" She tapped my cheek 
with her fingers in the old familiar way. The 
repetition of that little trifling action almost 
broke my heart. I nearly choked myself in 
forcing back the stupid, cowardly, useless tears 
that tried to burst from me again. " Come !'" 
she said. "No more crying. Let us sit down 
and talk as if we were at Dimchurch." 

I took her to the sofa : we sat side by side. 
She put her arm round my waist and laid her 
head on my shoulder. Again the faint smile 
flickered like a dying light on her lovely face, 
wan and wasted, yet still beautiful — still the Vir- 
gin's face in Raphael's picture. "We are a 
strange pair," she said, with a momentary flash 
of her old irresistible humbr. "You are my 
bitterest enemy, and you burst out crying over 
me the moment we meet. I have been shock- 
ingly treated by you, and I have got my ann 
round your waist and my head on your shoul- 
der, and I wouldn't let go of you for the world !" 
Her fiice saddened again; her voice suddenly 
altered its tone, f * Tell me, " she went on, * * how 
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is it, that appearances were so terribly against 
yon ? Oscar satisfied me, at Samsgate, that I 
ought to give you up, that I ought never to see 
you again. I took his view — there is no deny- 
ing it, my dear — I agreed with him in detesting 
yon, for a little while. But When the blindness 
came back,. I could keep it up no longer. Little 
by little, as the light died out, my heart would 
tnm to yon again. When I heard your letter 
read, when I knew that you were near me, it was 
just like the old times ; I was mad to see you. 
A^d here I am — satisfied, before you explain it 
to me, that you have been the victim of some 
terrible mistake." ' 

I tried, in grateful acknowledgment of those 

generous words, to enter on my justification there 

and then. It was impossible. I could think of 

nothing, I could speak of nothing, but the dread- 

, ful discovery of her blindness. 

'* Give me a few minutes," I said, " and you 
shall hear it all. I can't talk of myself yet ; I 
can only talk of you. Oh, Lucilla, why did you 
keep away from Grosse ? Come with me to him 
to-day. Let him try what he can do. At once, 
my love — before it is too late !" 

*' It is too late," she said. *' I have been to 
another oculist — ^a stranger. He said what Mr. 
Sebright said : he doubted if there was ever any 
chance for me ; he thought the operation ought 
never to hUve been performed." 

"Why did you go to a stranger?" I asked. 
"Why did you give up Grosse ?" 

" Yon must ask Oscar," she answered. "It 
was at his desire that I kept away from Grosse." 

Hearing this, I penetrated for myself the mo- 
tive which had actuated Nugent, as I afterward 
found it set forth in the Journal. If he had let 
Lucilla go to Grosse, our good German might 
have noticed that her position was preying on her 
mind, and might have seen his reasons for ex- 
posing the deception that Nugent was practicing 
on her. For the rest, I still persisted in entreat- 
ing Lucilla to go back with me to our old friend. 

" Remember our conversation on this very sub- 
ject," she rejoined, shaking her head decisively. 
"I mean at the time when the operation was 
going to be performed. I told you I was used to 
being blind. I said I only wanted to recover my 
sight to see Oscar. And when I did see him — 
what happened? The disappointment was so 
dreadful, I wished myself blind again. Don't 
start! don't cry out as if you were shocked ! I 
mean what I say. You people who can see at- 
tach such an absurd importance to your eyes ! 
Don't you recollect my saying that when we last 
Ulked about it?" 

I recollected perfectly. She had said those 
words. She had declared that she had never 
honestly envied any of us the use of our eyes. 
She had even reviled our eyes ; comparing them 
contemptuously with her touch ; deriding them 
as deceivera who were constantly leading us 



wrong. I acknowledged all this, without being 
in the least reconciled to the catastrophe that 
had liappened. If she would only have listened 
to me, I should still have gone on obstinately 
pleading with her. But she flatly refused to 
listen. "We have very little time to spare," 
she said. " Let us talk of something more in- 
teresting before I am obliged to leave yon." 

"Obliged to leave me?" I repeated. "Are 
you not your own mistress ?" 

Her face clouded over ; her manner became 
embarrassed. 

" I can not honestly tell you that I am a pris- 
oner," she answered. "I can only say I am 
watched. When Oscar is away from me, Os- 
car's cousin — ^a sly, suspicious, false woman — al- 
ways contrives to put herself in his place. I 
heard her say to her husband that she believed 
I should break my marriage engagement unless 
I was closely looked after. I don't know what 
I should do but for one of the servants in the 
house, who is an excellent creature, who sympa- 
thizes with me and helps me — " She stopped, 
and lifted her head inquiringly. " Where is the 
8er\'ant?" she asked. 

I had forgotten the woman who had brought 
her into the room. She must have delicately 
left us together after leading Lucilla in. When 
I looked up she was not to be seen. 

"The servant is, no doubt, waiting down 
stairs, " I said. * ' Go on. " 

"But for that good creature," Lucilla re- 
sumed, " I should never have got here. She 
brought me your letter, and read it to me, and 
wrote my reply. I arranged with her to slip out 
at the firet opportunity. One chance was in 
our favor — we had only the cousin to keep an 
eve on us. Oscar was not in the house." 

She suddenly checked herself at the last word. 
A slight sound at the lower end of the room, 
which had passed unnoticed by me, had caught 
her delicate ear. "What is that noise?" she 
asked. "Any body in the room with us ?" 

I looked up once more. While she was talk* 
ing of the false Oscar, the true Oscar was stand- 
ing listening to her at the other end of the room. 

When he discovered that I was looking at him, 
he entreated me by a gesture not to betray his 
presence. He had evidently heard what we 
bad been saying to each other before I detected 
him, for he touched his eyes, and lifted his 
hands pityingly in allusion to Lucilla's blindness. 
Whatever his mood might be, that melancholy 
discovery must surely have afiected him — Lucil- 
la's influence over him now could only be an in- 
fluence for good ? I signed to him to remain, 
and told Lucilla that there was nothing to be 
alarmed about. She went on. 

" Oscar went to London early this morning," 
she said. " Can you guess what he has gone 
for ? He has gone to get the Marriage License 
— he has given notice of the marriage at the 
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chnrch ! My last hope is in yon. In spite of 
every thing that I can say to him, he has fixed 
the day for the twenty-first — in two days more ! 
I have done all I could to pnt it ofi^; I have 
insisted on every possible delay. Ob, if yon 
knew — " Her head dropped on my shoulder 
again; her rising agitation stifled her utterance 
for the moment ** I mnstn^t waste the precious 
moments; I must get back before Oscar returns," 
she went on, rallying again. *'0h, my old 
friend, yon are never at a loss ; yon always know 
what to do ! Find me some way of putting off 
my marriage. Suggest something which will 
take them by surprise, and force them to give me 
time!" 

I looked toward the lower end of the room. 
Listening in breathless interest, Oscar had noise- 
lessly advanced half-way toward ns. At a sign 
from me he checked himself, and came no far- 
ther. 

** Do yon really mean, Lucilhi, that yon no 
longer love him?" I said. 

** I can tell yon notliing about it," she an- 
swered, '^ except, that some dreadful change has 
come over me. While I had my sight I could 
partly acconnt for it — I believed that the new 
sense had made a new being of me. But now I 
have lost my sight again— now I am once more 
what I have been all my life — still the same hor- 
rible insensibility possesses me. I have so little 
feeling for him that I sometimes find it hard to 
persuade myself that he really is Oscar. You 
know how I used to adore him ; yon know how 
enchanted I should once have been to marry 
him. Think of what I must suffer, feeling to- 
ward him as I feel aowi" 
. I looked up again. Oscar had stolen nearer ; 
I could see his face plainly. The good influence 
of LuciUa was beginning ^to do its good work! 
I saw the tears rising in his eyes ; I saw love and 
pity taking the place of hatred and revenge. The 
Oscar of my old recollections was standing be- 
fore me once more! 

'^ I don*t want to go away,'* Lncilla went on ; 
** I don't want to leave him. All I ask for is a 
little more time. Time must help me to get back 
again to my old self. My blind days have been 
the days of my whole life. Can a few weeks of 
sight have deprived me of the feelings which have 
been growing in me for years ? I won't believe 
it ! I can find my way about the house ; I can 
tell things by my touch ; I can do all that I did 
in my blindness, just as well as ever, now I am 
blind again. The feeling for him will come back 
to me like the rest. Only give me time ! only 
give me time!" 

At the last word she started to her feet in 
sudden alarm. * * There is some one in the room, *' 
she said. ** Some one who is crying! Who is 
itr 

Oscar was close to us. The tears were falling 
fast over his cheeks ; the one faint, sobbing breath 



which had escaped him had caught my ear as 
well as Lucilla's. I took his hand in one of my 
hands, and I took Lucilla's hand in the other. 
For good or for evU, the result rested with God*s 
mercy. The time had come. 

** Who is it ?" Lucilla repeated, MUyi l ie ntly. 

i( 'Pfy If you can tell, my love, mMtttt asking 



me. 



i» 



With those words, I put her hand in Oscar's 
hand, and stood close, watching her face. 

For one awful moment, when she first felt 
the familiar touch, the blood left her cheeks. 
Her blind eyes dilated fearfully. She stood 
petrified. Then, with a long, low cry — a cry of 
breathless rapture — she flung her arms passion- 
ately round his neck. The life flowed back into 
her face ; her lovely smile just trembled on her 
parted lips; her breath came faint and quick 
and fluttering. In soft tones of ecstasy, with 
her lips on his cheek, she murmured the deli- 
cious words : 

*' Oh, Oscar ! I know you once more !" 



CHAPTER THE FIFTIETH. 

THB ISND OF THB JOURNEY. 

A LITTLE interval of time elapsed. 

Her first exquisite sense of the recognition by 
touch had passed away. Her mind had recov- 
ered its balance. She separated herself from 
Oscar, and turned to me, with the one inevitable 
question which I knew must follow the joining 
of their hands. 

" What does it mean ?*' 

The exposure of Nugent's perfidy ; the revela- 
tion of the fatal secret of Oscar's face ; and, last 
not least, the defense of my own conduct toward 
her, were all comprehended iii the answer for 
which that question called. As carefully^ as 
delicately, as mercifully as I could, I disclosed to 
her the whole truth. How the shock affected 
her, she did not tell me at thetime, and has nev- 
er told me since. With her hand in Oscar's 
hand, with her face hidden on Oscar's breast, she 
listened ; not once interrupting me, from first to 
last, by -so much as a single word. Now and 
then I saw her tremble ; now and then I heard 
her sigh heavily. That was all. It was only 
when I had ended — it was only after a long in- 
terval, during which Oscar and I watched her 
in speechless anxiety — that she slowly lifted her 
head and broke the silence. 

*' Thank God," we heard her say to herself, 
fervently — ** thank Grod, I am blind!" 

Those were her first words. They filled me 
with horror. I cried out to her to recall them. 

She quietly laid her head back on Oscar's 
breast. 

^'Whv should I recall them?" she asked. 
*' Do you think I wish to see him disfigure4 as 
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he is now ? No ! I wish to see him — and I <io 
see }iim I — as my fancy drew his picture in the 
first days of our love. My blindness is my bless- 
ing. It has given me back my old delightful 
sensation when I touch him ; it keeps my own 
beloved image of him — the one image I care for 
— unchajiged and unchangeable. You wiU per- 
sist in thinking that my happiness depends on 
my sight. - 1 look .back with horror at what I 
suffered when I had my sight — ^my one effort is 
to forget that miserable time. Oh, how little 
yon know of me ! Oh, what a loss it would be 
to me if I saw him as yon see him I Try to un- 
derstand me, and you won't talk of my affliction 
— ^you will talk of my gain." 

*' Your gain ?" I repeated. *' What have you 
gained ?" 

* *■ Happiness, " she answered. " My life lives in 
my love. And my love lives in my blindness." 

There was the story of her whole existence — 
told in two words ! 

If you had seen her radiant face, as she raised 
it again in the excitement of speaking — if you 
had remembered (as I remembered) what her 
surgeon had said of the penalty which she must 
inevitably pay for the recovery of her sight — ^how 
would you have answered her ? It is barely pos- 
sible, perhaps, that you might have done what I 
did. That is to say : you might have modestly 
admitted that she knew what the conditions of 
her happiness were better than you — and you 
might not have answered her at all I 

I left Oscar and Lucilla to talk together, and 
took a turn in the room, considering with myself 
what we were to do next. 

It was not easy to say. The barren information 
which I had deceived from my darling was all the 
information that I possessed. Nugent had un- 
flinchingly carried his cruel deception to its end. 
He had &lsely given notice of his marriage at 
the church in his brother's name, and he was 
now in London falsely obtaining his Mamage 
License in his brother's name also. So much I 
knew of his proceedings, and no more. 

While I was still pondering Lucilla cut the 
Gordian knot. 

'^Why are we stopping here?" she asked. 
**Let us go — ^and ntver return to this hateful 
place again !" 

As she rose to her feet we were startled by a 
soft knock at the door. 

I answered the knock. The woman who had 
brought Lucilla to the hotel appeared once more. 
She seemed to be afraid to venture far from the 
door. Standing just ii^ide the room, she looked 
nervously at Lucilla, and said, ** Can I speak to 
you, miss ?" 

"You can say any thing you like before this 
lady and gentleman, " Lucilla answered. ' ' What 
isitr 

•* I*m afraid we have been followed, miss." 
** Followed ! By whom ?" 



" By the lady's-maid. I saw her, a little while 
since, looking up at the hotel, and then she went 
back in a huny on the way to the house — ^and 
that's not the worst of it, miss." 
"What else has happened ?" 
" We have made a mistake about the railway," 
said the woman. " There's a train from Lon- 
don that we didn't notice in the time-table. They 
tell me down stairs it came in more than a quar- 
ter of an hour ago. Please to come back, miss, 
or I fear we shall be found out." 

"Yon can go back at once, Jane," said Lucilla. 
"By myself?" 

"Yes. Thank you for bringing me here — 
here I remain." 

The words had barely passed her lips before 
the door was softly opened' from the outside. A 
long, thin, nervous hand stole in through the 
opening, took the servant by the arm, and drew 
her out into the passage. In her place, a man 
entered the room with his hat on. The man 
was Nugent Dubourg. 

He stopped where the sen^ant had stopped. 
He looked at Lucilla; -he looked at his brother; 
he looked at me. 

Not a word fell from him. There he stood, 
fronting the fiiend whom he had calumniated, ' 
and the brother whom he had betrayed. There 
he stood-r-with his eyes fixed on Lucilla, sitting 
between us— knowing that it was all over ; know- 
ing that the woman for whom he had degraded 
himself was a' woman parted from him forever. 
There he stood, in the hell of his own making, 
and devoured his torture in silence. 

On his brother's appearance, Oscar had risen, 
and' had put his arm round Lucilla. He now 
advanced a step toward Nugent, still holding to 
him his betrothed wife. 

I followed him, eagerly watching his face. 
There was no fear in me now of what he might 
do. Lucilla's blessed influence had found, and 
cast out, the lurking demon that had been hid- 
den in him. With a mind attentive but not 
alarmed, I waited to see how he would meet the 
emergency that confronted him. 
" Nugent!" he said, rery quietly. 
Nngent's head drooped — he made no answer. 
Lucilla, hearing Oscar pronounce the name, 
instantly understood what had happened. She 
shuddered with horror. Oscar gently placed her 
in my arms, and advanced again alone toward 
his brother. His face expressed the struggle in 
him of some subtly mingling influences of love 
and anguish, of sorrow and shame. He recalled 
to me in the strangest manner my past experi- 
ence of him' when he had first trusted me with 
the story of the Trial, and when he had told me 
that Nugent was the good angel of his life. 

He went np to the place at which his brother 
was standing. In the simple, boyish way so 
familiar 'to me in the by-gone time he laid his 
hand on his brother's arm. 
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**Niigentr' he said. "Are you the same 
dear, good brother who saved me from dying on 
the scaffold, and who cheered my hard life aft- 
erward ? Are yon the same bright, clever, no- 
ble fellow that I was always so fond of and so 
proud of?" 

He paused, and removed his brother's hiat. 
With careful, caressing hand, he parted his 
brother's ruffled hair over. his forehead. Ku- 
gent's head sank lower. His fhce was distorted, 
his hands were clinched, in the dumb agony of 
remembrance which that tender voice tod that 
kind band had set loose in him. Oscar gave him 
time to recover himself : Oscar spoke next to me. 

"You know Nugent," he said. "You re- 
member, when we first met, my tpUing you that 
Nugent was an angel? You saw for yourself, 
when he came to Dimcbnrch, how kindly he 
helped me ; how faithfully he kept my secrets ; 
what a true friend he was ? Look at him — and 
you will feel, as I do, that, we have misunder- 
stood and misinterpreted him in some monstrous 
way." He turned again to Nugent "I 
daren't tell you," he went on, "what I have 
heard about you, and what I have believed about 
yon, and what vile unbrotherly thoughts I have 
had of being revenged on you. Thank God, 
they are gone ! My dear fellow, I look back at 
them — now I see you — as I might look back at 
a hon'ible dream. How can I see you, Nugent, 
and believe that you have been false to me? 
You, a villain who has tried to rob poor Me of 
the only woman in the world who cares for me ! 
You, so handsome and so popular, who may 
marry any woman you like I It can't be. You 
have drifted innocently into some false position 
without knowing it. Defend yourself! No. 
Let me defend you. You sha'n't humble your- 
self to any body. Tell me how you have really 
acted toward Lucilla and toward me, and leave 
it to your brother to set you right with every 
body. Come, Nugent ! lift up your head — and 
tell me what I shall say." 

Nugent lifted his head, and looked at Oscar. 

Ghastly as it was, his face now reminded me 
of past days — the days when, he had joined his 
brother at Dimchurch, and when he used to talk 
of " poor Oscar" in the tender, light-hearted way 
that first won me. I thought once more of the 
memorable night inteiview between us at Brown- 
down, when Oscar had left England. Again I 
called to mind the signs which had told of the 
nobler nature of the man pleading with him. 
Again I remembered the remorse which had 
moved him to tears — the efibrt he had made in 
my presence to atone for past misdoing, and to 
struggle for the last time against the guilty pas- 
sion that possessed him. Was the nature which 
could feel that remorse utterly depraved ? Was 
the man who had made that effoit — the last of 
many that had gone before it — irredeemably 
i)ad? "Wait!" I whispered to Lucilla, trem- 



bling and weeping in my arms. ' ' He will deserve 
our sympathy; he will win our pardon and our 
pity yen!" 

" Come !" Oscar repeated. " Tell me what I 
shall say?" 

' Nugent drew from his pocket a sheet of paper 
with writing on it. 

"Say," he answered, "that I gave notice of 
your marriage at the church here — ^and that I 
went to London and got yon this," 

He handed the sheet of paper to his brother. 
It was the Marriage License, taken out in his 
brother's name. 

* * Be happy, Oscar, " he added. ' ' You deseiTe 
it" 

He threw one arm in his old, easy, protecting 
way round his brother. His hand, as he did 
this, touched the breast pocket of Oscar's coat. 
Before it was possible to stop him, his dextrous 
fingers had opened the pocket, and had taken 
from it a little toy pistol, with ^ chased silver 
handle of Oscar's own workmanship. 

"Was this for me?" he asked, with a faint 
smile. "My poor boy! you could never have 
done it, could you ?" He kissed Oscar's dark 
cheek, and put the pistol into his own pocket. 
" The handle is your work," he said. " I shall 
take it as your present to^me. lietum to Brown- 
down when you are married. I am going to 
travel again. You shall hear from me before I 
leave England. God bless you, Oscar. Good-by." 

He put his brother back from him with a firm 
and gentle hand. I attempted to advance with 
Lucilla, and speak to him. Something in his 
face — ^looking at me out of his mournful eyes, 
calm, stern, and superhuman, like a look of 
doom-^waiTied me back from him, and filled me 
with the foreboding that I should see him no 
more. He walked to the door, and opened it — 
turned — and, fixing his farewell look on Lucilla, 
saluted us silently with a bend of his head. The 
door closed on him softly. In a few minutes 
only from the time when he had entered the 
room he had left us again — and left us forever. 

We looked at each other — ^we could not speak. 
The void that he left behind him was dreary and 
dreadful. I was the first who moved. In si- 
lence I led Lucilla back to our seat on the sofa, 
and beckoned to Oscar to go to her in my place. 

This done, I left them — and went out to 
meet Lucilla's fiither on his return to the hotel. 
I wished to prevent him from disturbing them. 
After what had happened^ it was good for them 
to be alone. 



EPILOGUE. 

MADAME PRATOLUKGO'S LAST WORDfiT. 

Twelve years have passed since the events 
happened which it has been the business of these 
pages to relate. I am at my desk, looking idly 
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at all the pages of writing which mj pen has 
filled, and asking myself if there is more yet to 
add before I have done. 

There is more— not much. 

About Oscar and Lucilla, first. Two days 
after they were restored to each other at Syden- 
ham they were married at the church in that 
place. It was a dull wedding. Nobody w&s in 
spirits but Mr. Finch. We parted in London. 
The bride and bridegroom returned to Brown- 
down. The rector remained in town for a day 
or two risiting some friends. I went back to 
my father, to accompany him, as I had prom- 
ised, on his journey from Maraeilles to Paris. 

As well as I remember, I remained a fort- 
night abroad. In the course of that time I re- 
ceived kind letters from Browndown.. One of 
them announced that Oscar had heard from his 
brother. 

Nugent's letter was not a long one. It was 
dated at Liverpool^ and it announced his em- 
barkation for America in two hours' time. He 
had heard of a new expedition to the arctic re- 
gions — then fitting out in the United States — 
with the object of discovering the open polar 
sea supposed to be situated between Spitzbergen 
and Nova Zembla. It had instantly struck him 
that this expedition ofiered an entirely new field 
of study to a landscape painter in search of the 
sublimest aspects of Nature. He had decided 
on volunteering to join the arctic exploi'ers, and 
he had already raised the necessaiy money for 
his outfit by the sale of the only valuables he 
possessed — his jewelry and his books. If he 
wanted more, he engaged to apply to Oscar. In 
any case, he promised to write again before the 
expedition sailed. And so, for the present only, 
he would bid his brother and sister affectionately 
farewell. — ^When I afterward looked at the letter 
myself, I found nothing in it which referred in 
the slightest degree to the past, or which hint- 
ed at the state of the writer's own health and 
spirits. 

I returned to our remote Southdown village, 
and occupied the room which Lucilla had her- 
self prepared for me at Browndown. 

I found the married pair as tranquil and as 
happy in their union as a man and woman could 
be. The absent Nugent dwelt a little sadly in 
their minds at times, I suspect, as well as in 
mine. It was perhaps on this account that Lu- 
cilla appeared to me to be quieter than she used 
to be in her maiden days. However, my pres- 
ence did something toward restoring her to her 
old spirits, and Grosse's speedy arrival exerted 
its ei]divening influence in support of mine. 

As soon as the gout would let him get on his 
feet he presented himself with his instruments at 
Browndown, eager for another experiment on 
Lucilla's eyes. ''If my operations had failed," 
he said, ''I should not have plagued you no 
more. But my operations has not failed : it is 



yon who have failed to take care of your nice 
new eyes when I gave them to you." In those 
terms he endeavored to persuade her to let him 
attempt another operation. She steadily refused 
to submit to it, and the discussion that followed 
roused her famously. 

More than once afterward Grosse tried to make 
her change her mind. He tried in vain. The 
disputes between the two made the house ring 
again. Lucilla found all her old gayety in re- 
fating the grotesque arguments and persuasions 
of our worthy German. To me — when I once 
or twice attempted to shake her resolution — she 
replied in another way, merely repeating the 
words she had said to me at Sydenham, ''My 
life lives in my love. And my love lives in my 
blindness." It is only right to add that Mr. Se- 
bright, and another competent authority consult- 
ed with him, declared unhesitatingly that she wOs 
right. Under any circumstances, Mr. Sebright 
was of opinion that the success of Grosse's operr 
ation could never have been more than tempo- 
rary. His colleague, after examining Lucilla's 
eyes at a later period, entirely agreed with him. 
Which was in the right — these two or Grosse — 
who can say? As blind Lucilla, you first knew 
her. As blind Lucilla, you see the last of her 
now. If you feel inclined to regret this, remem- 
ber that the one thing essential was the thing she 
possessed. Her life was a happy one. Bear this 
in mind — and don't forget that your conditions 
of happiness need not necessarily be her condi*^ 
tions also. 

In the time I am now writing of, the second 
letter from Nugent arrived. It was written the 
evening before he sailed for the polar seas. One 
line in it touched us deeply. "Who knows 
whether I shall ever see England again ? If a 
boy is bom to you, Oscar, call him by my name 
— for my sake.'* 

Inclosed in this letter was a private communi- 
cation ft-om Nugent addressed to me. It was the 
confession to which I have alluded in my notes 
attached to Lucilla's Journal. These words 
only were added at the end. "You now know 
every thing. Forgive me — if you can. I have 
not escaped without suffering: remember that." 
After making use of the narrative, as you already 
know, I have burned it all, except those last 
lines. 

At distant intervals we heard twice of the ex- 
ploring ship from whaling vessels. Then thei-e 
was a long, dreary interval without news of any 
sort. Then a dreadful report that the expedi- 
tion was lost. Then the confirmation of the 
report — ^a lapse of a whole year, and no tidings 
of the missing men. 

They were well provided with supplies of all 
kinds, and there was a general hope that they 
inight be iiolding out. A new expedition was 
sent — and sent vainly — in search of them over- 
land. Bewords were offered to whaling vessels 
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to find them, and were never earned. We wore 
moiiming for Nugent; we were a melancholy 
hoasehold. Two more years passed before the 
fate of the lost expedition was discovered. A 
ship in the whale trade, driven out of her course, 
fell in with a wrecked and dismantled vessel ^ost 
in the ice. Let the last sentences of the cap- 
tain's report tell the stoiy. 

<< The wreck was drifting along a chan- 
nel of open water when we first saw it. Before 
long it wfts brought up by an iceberg. I got into 
my boat with some of my sailors, and we rowed 
to the vessel. 

*' Not a man was to be seen on the deck, which 
was covered with snow. We hailed, and got no 
reply. I looked in through one of the circular 
glazed port-holes astern, and saw dimly the fig- 
ure of a man seated at a table. I knocked on 
the thick glass, but he never moved. We got 
on deck, and opened the cabin hatchway, and 
went below. The man I had seen was before us, 
at the end of the cabin. I led the way, and spoke 
to him. He made no answer. I looked closer, 
and touched one of his hands which lay on the 
table. To my horror and astonishment, he was 
a frozen corpse. 

'*0n the table before him was the last entry 
in the ship's log : 

*' * Seventeen days since we have been shut up 
in the ice ! Our fire went out yesterday. The 
captain tried to light it again, and has failed. 
The surgeon and two seamen died of cold this 
morning. The rest of us must soon follow. If 
we are ever discovered, I beg the person who 
finds me to send this—' 

'* There the hand that held the pen had 
dropped into the writer's lap. The left hand 
still lay on the table. Between the frozen 
fingers we found a long lock of a woman's 
hair, tied at each end with a blue ribbon. The 
open eyes of the corpse were still fixed on the 
lock of hair. 

''The name of this man was found in his 
pocket-book. It was Nugent Dubourg. I pub- 
lish the name in my report, in case it may meet 
the eyes of his friends. 

*' Examination of the rest of the vessel, and 



comparison of dates with the date of the log- 
book^howed that the officers and crew had 
been dead for more than two years. The posi- 
tions in which we found the frozen men, and the 
names where it was possible to discover them, 
are here set forth as follows. " 

That '^lock of a woman's hair" is now in Ln- 
cilia's possession. It will be buried with her, at 
her own request, when she dies. Ah, poor Nu- 
gent ! Are we not all sinners ? Bemember the 
best of him, and forget the worst, as we do. 

I i^till linger over my writing — ^reluctant to 
leave it, if the truth must be told. But what 
more is therp to say ? I hear Oscar hammering 
away at his chasing, and whistling blithely over 
his work. In another room Lucilla is teaching 
the piano to her little girl On my table is a 
letter from Mrs. Einch, dated from one of our 
distant colonies — over which Mr. Finch (who 
has risen gloriously in the world) presides pas- 
torally as bishop. He harangues the '' natives" 
to his heart's content : and the wondeif ul natives 
like it. *'Jicks"is in her element among the 
aboriginal members of her father's congrega- 
tion : there are fears that she will end in marry- 
ing "a chief." Mrs. Finch — I don't expect you 
to believe this — is anticipating another confine- 
ment. 

Lucilla's eldest boy — called Nugent — ^lias just 
come in, and stands by my desk. He lifts his 
bright blue eyes up to mine ; his round, rosy face 
expresses strong disapproval of what I am doing. 
"Aunty," he says, "you have wiitten enough. 
Come and play." 

The boy is light. I must put away my manu- 
script and leave you. My excellent spirits are 
a little dashed at parting. I wonder whether 
you are sorry too ? I shall never know ! Well, 
I have many blessings to comfort me on closing 
my relations with yon. I have kind souls who 
love me; and— observe this! — I stand on my 
political principles as firmly as ever. The world 
is getting converted to my way of thinking : the 
Pratolungo programme, my friends, is coming to 
the front with giant steps. liOng live the Be- 
pnblic I Farewell. 
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